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THE 

LIFE  OF  GRANVILLE, 

Sr  DR.  JOHNSON. 


vJfGbobob  Oban V  ills,  or,  as  others  write,  Greenville,  or  GienviUe^  afterwards 
loid  Laosdowne  of  Bideford  in  the  county  of  Devon,  less  b  known  than  his  name  and 
Mgh  rank  mig^t  give  reason  to  eiQpect.  He  was  bom  about  1667,  the  son  of  Bernard 
GneBviUe,  who  was  entrusted  by  Monk  with  the  most  private  transactions  of  the 
Restoration,  and  the  gnuidson  of  sir  BevO  Greenville,  who  died  in  the  king^s  cause,  at 
the  batde  of  Lansdowne. 

His  early  education  was  superintended  by  sur  William  Ellis;  and  his  progress  was 
nch,  that  before  the  age  of  twelve  he  was  sent  to  Cambridge^  where  he  pronounced 
i  copy  of  his  own  verses  to  die  princess  Mary  d'Est^  of  Modena,  then  Dutchess  of 
Yoik,  when  she  visited  the  university. 

At  the  accession  of  kmg  James,  bemg  now  at  eighteen,  he  agam  exerted  hb  poetical 
powen^  and  addressed  the  new  monarch  in  three  short  pieces,  of  which  the  first  is  pro- 
faie,  and  the  two  others  such  as  a  boy  might  be  expected  to  produce;  but  he  was 
cooimended  by  old  Waller,  who  perhaps  was  pleased  to  find  himself  imitated  in  six 
fiaes^  which,  though  they  begin  with  nonsense  and  end  witli  dulness,  excited  in  the 
^ouDg  author  a  rapture  of  acknowledgement^ 

In  numben  such  as  WaUei's  self  might  use. 

It  was  probably  about  this  time  that  he  wrote  the  poem  to  the  earl  of  Peterborough, 
npoD  his  meccmpUihimmt  of  the  duke  of  York's  marriage  with  the  princess  of  Modena, 
«bo9e  diarms  appear  to  have  gained  a  strong  jNrevalence  over  his  imagination,  and 
vpon  whom  nothing  ever  has  been  charged  but  imprudent  piety,  an  intemperate  and 
miiiakled  seal  for  the  pr<qpagation  of  popery. 

However  fiutfafid  Granville  might  have  been  to  the  king,  or  howisver  enamoured  of 
the  queen,  he  has  left  no  reason  for  supposing,  that  he  iqiproved  either  the  artifices  or 
Hk  violence  with  which  the  king^s  religion  was  insinuated  or  obtruded.  He  endeavoured 
to  be  true  al  once  to  the  king  and  to  the  churdi. 

Of  this  regulated  loyalty  he  has  transmitted  to  posterity  a  sufficient  proof,  in  the 
Irtter  wUdi  he  vrrote  to  his  fiilher  about  a  montii  before  the  prince  of  Orange  landed. 

'  IbTfiailyOoll^se.  By  the  naiyenity  regiater  it  lyppesai,  that  he  ip»s  sdmiftad  to  his  nxter^i 
4pccjBl679;  ne  must,  therefore,  set  the  year  of  his  birth  some  y«»  beck.    A 
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4  UFE  OF  GRANVILLE. 

**  Mar^  near  Doncaster,  Oet  6,  1688. 
"  To  the  honourable  Mr.  Barnard  Granville,  at  the  earl  of  Bathe*s,  St  James's. 

**  Sib, 

**  Your  having  no  prospect  of  obtaining  a  commission  for  me  can  no  way  alter  or 
cool  my  desire,  at  this  important  juncture,  to  venture  my  life,  in  some  manner  or  other, 
for  my  king  and  my  country. 

"  I  cannot  bear  living  under  the  reproach  of  lying  obscure  and  idle  in  a  country  re- 
tirement, when  eveiy  man  who  has  the  least  sense  of  honour  should  be  preparing  for 
the  field. 

'*  You  may  remember,  sir,  with  what  reluctance  I  submitted  to  your  commands 
upon  Monmouth's  rebellion,  when  no  importunity  could  prevail  vnth  you  to  permit  me 
to  leave  the  academy:  I  was  too  young  to  be  hazarded ;  but,  give  me  leave  to  say,  it 
is  glorious  at  any  age  to  die  for  one's  country,  and  the  sooner,  the  nobler  the 
saoifioe. 

<M  am  now  older  by  tlupee  yeaxa.  My  unde  BatfaiB  was  not  so  old  when  he  was  left 
among  the  shin  at  the  battle  of  Nevrbury ;  nor  you  yourself,  sir,  when  you  made  your 
esaqpe  from  your  tuloi^s,  to  job  your  brother  at  the  defence  of  Scilly. 

**  The  same  cause  has  now  CTome  round  about  again.  The  king  has  been  Biisied; 
let  those  vriio  have  misled  him  be  answerable  for  it  Nobody  can  deny  but  he  is 
^cred  in  his  own  peraon ;  and  it  is  every  honest  man's  duty  to  defend  it 

**  Yjou  are  pleased  to  say,  it  is  yet  ddubtfiil  if  the  HoUanders  aie  radi  enough  to 
make  such  an  attempt;  but,  be  that  as  it  wiU,  I  heg  leave  to  insist  upon  it,  tint  I  may 
be  presented  to  his  miyesly,  as  one  whose  utmost  ambition  it  is  to  devote  his  life  to  his 
service,  and  my  country's,  after  the  exasi|4e  of  all  my  anoeston. 

''.The  gentry,  assembled  at  York  to  agree  upon  the  ehoioe  of  representetives  for 
the  county,  have  prepared  an  address,  to  assure  his  majesty  they  are  ready  to  sacrifice 
their  lives  and  fortunes  for  him  upon  this  and  all  other  occasions;  but  at  the  same 
time  they  humbly  beseech  him  to  give  them  such  magistrates  as  may  be  agreeable  to 
the  kiws  of  the  l^d ;  for,  at  present,  there  is  no  authority  to  which  they  can  legally 
submit. 

"  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York  and  the  towns  adjacent,  to 
Mipply  the  regiments  at  Hull ;  but  nobody  will  list. 

*'  By  what  I  can  hear,  every  body  wishes  well  to  the  king;  but  they  would  be  glad 
Ills  ministers  were  hanged. 

"  <<  Tlie  winds  continue  so  contmiy,  that  no*  landing  can  be  so  soon  as  was  appre- 
i'lcoded ;  therefore  I  may  hope,  with  your  leave  and  assistance,  to  be  in  readmess-before 
'.ftiy  action  can  begin.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  most  humbly  and  most  earnestly  to  add  this 
•  ^2)e  act  of  Indulgence  more  to  so  many  other  testimonies  which  1  have  ecm^tantly  re- 
;  f uVed  of  your  goodness ;  and  be  pleased  to  believe  me  always,  with  the  utmost  duty 
nd  submission,  sir, 

«(  your  most  dutiful  son, 

**  anctmost  obedient  servant, 
-       -  -  «*  Gbo.  Gbahvillb." 
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Through  the  whole  leigii  of  kuig  WilUam  be  is  supposed  to  have  lived  in  literary 
wtiiUMBl,  and  indeed  had  for  some  time  few  other  pleasures  but  those  of  study  in  his 
power.  He  was,  as  the  biograi^ers  observe,  the  younger  son  of  a  younger  brother ;  a 
doKminalioa  by  which  oiir  ancestors  proverbially  expressed  the  lowest  state  of  penury 
and  dqwndeiioe.  He  is  said,  however,  to  have  preserved  himself  at  this  time  from 
di^pace  and  difficulties  by  csconomy,  which  he  forgot  or  neglected  in  life  more  ad- 
vnced,  and  in  better  fortune. 

About  tins  time  he  became  enamoured  of  the  countess  of  Ne^'burgb,  whom  he  ha* 
cekbiated  with  so  much  ardour  by  the  name  of  Mira.  He  wrote  verses  to  her  before 
ht  was  tfuree-and-4wenty,  and  may  be  forgiven  if  he  regarded  the  face  more  than  the 
■iad*    Poets  are  sometimes  m  too  much  haste  to  praise* 

In  Hie  tune  of  his  retiranent  it  is  probable  that  he  composed  his  dramatick  pieces, 
the  Sbe-Oallants  (acted  1696),  which  he  revised  and  called.  Once  a  Lover  and  always 
a  Lover;  The  Jew  of  Venice,  altered  from  Shakespeare's  Merchant  of  Veaioe  (169S) : 
Hcroick  Love,  a  tragedy  (1701);  The  British  Enchanters  (1706),  a  dramatick  poem; 
lad  Peieos  and  Thetis,  a  masque,  written  to  accompany  ThcfJew  of  Venice. 

The  comedies,  which  he  has  not  printed  in  his  own  edition  of  his  works,  I  never 
ttw:  Once  a  Lover  and  always  a  Lover  is  said  to  be  in  a  great  degree  indecent  and 
gloss*  Granville  could  not  admire  without  Ugotry ;  he  cojpM  the  wrong  as  well  as 
the  tiffA  from  his  masters,  and  may  be  supposed  to  have  learned  obscenity  from 
Wyeheilcy,  as  he  learned  mythology  from  Waller. 

In  his  Jew  of  Venice,  as  Howe  remaiks,  the  character  of  Shylock  is  made  comic^ 
tad  we  ape  prompted  to  laughter  uistead  of  detestatkm. 

It  is  evident,  that  Hermck  Love  was  written,  and  presented  on  the  stages  before  the 
death  of  Dryden.  It  is  a  mythological  tragedy,  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and' 
Chiyseis,  and  therefore  easily  sunk  into  neglect,  though  praised  m  verse  h^  DfydeQt 
tad  in  prose  by  Pope* 

It  is  concluded  by  the  wise  Ulysses  with  this  speech : 

FiErte  holds  the  striagps,  and  men  like  children  mov^ 
Bat  as  they  're  led ;  saooetB  is  irom  above. 

At  the  accession  of  queen  Anne,  having  his  fortune  uiq>roved  by  bequests  from  his 
father,  and  his  unde  the  eari  of  Bath,  he  was  chosen  into  pariiament  for  Fowey.  He 
soon  after  engaged  in  a  jomt  tiansktion  of  the  Inyectives  against  Philip,  with  a  de- 
ap,  saidy  weak  and  puerile  of  turning  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes  upon  the  head 
of  Lewis. 

He  afterwards  (m  1706)  had  his  estate  again  augmented  by  an  inheritance  fromliis 
dder  brother,  sir  Bevil  Grenville,  who,  as  he  returned  from  the  govenunent  of 
Baibsdoes,  died  at  sea.  He  continued  to  serve  in  parliament;  and,  in  the  ninth  year 
of  queen  Anne,  was  chosen  knight  of  the  shire  for  Cornwall* 

At  the  memorable  change  of  the  ministry  (17iQ)>  he  was  made  secretaiy  at  war,  iu 
the  pbce  of  Mr.  Robert  Walpok. 

Not  year,  when  the  violence  of  party  made  twelve  peers  m  a  day,  Mr.  Granville 
lord  Lansdowne  baron  Bideford,  by  a  promotion  justly  rsnuuked  to  be  not 
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invidious,  because  he  was  the  heir  of  a  family  in  which  twopeetages*  that  of  the  eari 
of  Bath,  and  lord  Granville  of  Potheridge,  had  laidy  become  extinct  Being  now  high 
in  the  queen's  favour,  he  (1712)  was  appofaitad  comptroller  of  the  househdd,  and  a 
privy  counsellor;  and  to  lus  other  honouis  was  added  the  dedication  of  Pope's 
Windsor  Forest.      He  was  advanced  next  year  to  be  treasurer  of  the  household. 

Of  these  favours  he  soon  lost  all  but  his  title ;  for  at  the  accession  of  king  George 
his  place  was  given  to  the  eari  of  Cholmondeley,  and  he  was  persecuted  with  the  rest 
of  his  party.  Having'protesled  agauist  the  bill  for  attainting  Ormond  and  Bolmgbroke, 
be  was,  afier  the  insurrection  in  Scotland,  seised  Sept  26,  1715,  as  a  suspected  nuui, 
and  confined  in  the  Tower  till  Feb.  8,  1717»  when  he  was  at  last  released,  and  restored 
to  his  seat  in  parliament;  where  (1719)  he  made  a  very  ardent  and  animated  speech 
agamst  the  repeal  of  the  KU  to  prevent  Occasional  Conformity,  which,  however, 
though  it  was  then  printed,  he  has  not  inserted  into  his  worlcs. 

Some  time  afterwards  (about  1722),  being  perhaps  embarrassed  by  his  profusion,  he 
went  into  foreign  countries,  with  the  usual  pretence  of  recovering  his  hodth.  In  this 
state  of  leisure  and  retinement  he  received  the  first  volume  of  Burnet's  history,  of  which 
he  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  approved  the  general  tendency,  and  where  he  thought 
himself  able  to  detect  some  particular  falsehoods.  He  therefore  undertook  the  vindi- 
cation of  general  Monk  from  some  calumnies  of  Dr*  Burnet,  and  some  misrepresentations 
of  Mr.  Echard.  This  was  answered  civilly  by  Mr.  Thomas  Burnet  and  Oldmixon ;  and 
inore  roughly  by  Dr.Colbatch. 

His  other  historical  performance  is  a  defence  of  his  relation,  sir  Richard  Greenville* 
whom  lord  Clarendon  has  shown  in  a  form  very  unamiable.  So  much  is  uigad  m  this 
apology  to  justify  many  actions  uat  have  been  represented  as  culpable,  and  to  palliate 
the  rest,  that  the  reader  is  reconciled  for  the  greater  part ;  and  it  is  made  very  probable 
that  Clarendon  was  by  personal  enmity  disposed  to  think  the  worst  of  Greenville*  as 
Greenville  vras  also  very  willing  to  think  the  worst  of  Clarendon.  These  pieces  were 
publbhed  at  his  return  to  England. 

Being  now  desirous  to  conclude  his  kibours,  and  enjoy  his  reputation,  he  published 
(1 732)  a  very  beautiful  and  splendid  edition  of  his  works,  in  which  he  omitted  what  he 
disapproved,  and  enlarged  what  seemed  deficient. 

He  now  went  to  court,  and  was  kindly  received  by  queen  Caroline ;  to  whom  and  to 
the  princess  Anue  he  presented  his  ivorks,  with  verses  on  the  blank  leaves^  with  which 
he  concluded  his  poetical  labours. 

He  died  in  Hanover-square,  Jan.  30,  1735,  having  a  few  days  before  buried  his 
wife,  the  lady  Anne  ViUien,  widow  to  Mr.  Thynne,  by  whom  he  had  four  daughters* 
br*  no  son. 

Writers  commonly  derive  their  reputation  from  their  works ;  but  there  are  works 
which  owe  their  reputation  to  th<  character  of  the  writer.  The  public  sometimes  has 
its  favourites,  whom  it  rewards  for  one  species  of  excellence  with  the  honours  due  to 
another.  From  him  whom  we  reverence  for  his  beneficence  we  do  not  vrillingly  with* 
hold  the  praise  of  genius ;  a  man  of  exalted  merit  becomes  at  once  an  accomplished 
writer,  as  a  beauty  finds  no  great  difficulty  in  passing  for  a  wit 

Granville  was  a  man  illustrious  by  his  birth,  and  therefore  attracted  notice ;  since  be 
is  by  Pope  styled  *'  the  polite,**  he  must  be  supposed  elegant  in  his  manners,  and  gene^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


LIFE  OF  GRANVILLE.  .7 

nBylofed;  he  was  m  tunes  of  oMitest  and  tuibulence steady  to  his  party 
that  esteem,  which  is  always  confened  upon  finnness  and  consistency.    With  those 
adfantagcsy  having  learned  the  art  of  yersifying;  he  declared  himself  a  poet;  and  his 
daim  to  the  bnrel  was  allowed. 

But  by  a  critic  of  a  bter  generation,  who  takes  up  his  book  without  any  &yourable 
picjudioesy  the  piaise  already  received  will  be  thought  sufficient ;  for  his  works  do  not 
show  him  to  have  had  much  comprehension  from  nature,  or  illumination  from  learning. 
He  seems  to  have  had  no  ambition  above  the  imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  has 
copied  the  firalts,  and  very  little  more.  He  b  for  ever  amusing  himself  with  the 
poerilities  of  mythology ;  his  king  is  Jupiter,  vriio,  if  the  queen  brings  no  children,  has 
a  binen  Juno.  The  queen  is  compounded  of  Juno,  Venus,  and  Minerva.  His  poem 
OB  the  dntchesB  of  Gniton's  kw-suit,  after  having  rattled  awhile  with  Juno  kmd  Fallas, 
Man  and  Alcides,  Cassiope,  Niobe,  and  the  Propetides,  Hercules  Minos,  and  Rhada- 
nanthns,  at  last  concludes  its  folly  with  proiSuieness. 

His  verses  to  Myra,  which  are  most  frequently  mentioned,  have  little  in  them  of 
cither  art  or  nalnie,  of  the  sentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  po^et:  there  may 
be  fMmd,  now  and  then,  a  happier  effort;  but  they  are  commonly  feeble  and  unaftct* 
ing,  or  fineed  and  extravagant 

His  little  irieees  are  seldom  dther  sprightly  or  elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty. 
Tbey  are  trifles  written  by  idleness,  and  published  by  vanity.  But  his  Prologues  and 
EpilogDes  have  ajust  daim  to  praise. 

The  Progress  c^  Beauty  seems  one  of  his  most  ehborate  pieces,  and  is  not 
deficient  in  qplendour  and  gaiety ;  but  the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting.  Its 
hjgbest  praise  is  the  spirit  with  which  he  celebrates  ling  James's  consort,  when  she  was 
I  queen  no  longer. 

The  EsB^  on  unnatural  Flights  in  Poetry  is  not  inelegant  nor  injudicious,  and  has 
tomething  of  vigour  beyond  most  of  his  other  performances :  his  precepts  are  just,  and 
his  cautions  proper;  they  are  indeed  not  new,  but  in  a  didactic  poem  novelty  is  to  be 
eq)ected  only  in  the  ornaments  and  illustrations.  His  poetical  precepts  are  accom- 
pttded  with  agreeable  and  instructive  notes. 

The  masqoe  of  Peleus  and  Thetis  has  here  and  there  a  pretty  line ;  but  it  is  not 
ahpsjfs  melodious,  and  the  conclumon  is  wretched. 

In  his  British  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  defiance  to  all  chronology,  by  confounding 
the  mconsislent  manners  of  different  ages ;  but  the  dialogue  has  often  the  air  of 
Dr^den's  rhyming  plays ;  and  his  songs  are  lively,  though  not  very  correct  This  is,  I 
UbdIl,  far  the  best  of  hb  works ;  for,  if  it  has  many  faults,  it  lias  likewise  parages  which 
ue  at  least  pretty,  though  they  do  not  rise  to  any  high  degree  of  excellence. 
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PREFACE. 


At  wif  lebini,  after  near  ten  yean  abieooe,  I  foond  wvaral  editions  had  beopi  pablidied  of  Venei  and 
Pow^  ke,  under  my  name,  but  ao  maimed  and  imperfect  as  would  have  put  me  out  of  counteDaooei 
kadaotthepubljc  leoeifed  them  wHh  such  djatingnishing  candour,  even  under  all  those  disadvanti^^es. 

As  it  is  plain,  firom  their  several  subjects,  that  they  were  composed  lor  the  most  pact  in  the  earliest 
tisM  of  Bj  iqppeaiance  in  the  world,  I  can  attribute  that  induXgenoe  to  no  other  oonrideration  but  a 
imnw  oonnivanoe  at  youthful  follies. 

flsfinoorable  a  reception,  however,  led  me,  in  this  time  of  leisure  and  retirement,  to  examine  upon 
Vint  fMmdation  I  had  been  so  much  obliged  to  the  public;  and  m  that  eiamination  I  have  discovered 
mh  sbaage  variations  from  the  origiaal  writing,  as  can  no  way  be  accounted  for  but  from  the  neg. 
%aies^  ignonaoe,  or  oonocitadness  of  diffinent  transcribers  from  surreptitious  copies :  many  things 
ittribsied  to  myself,  of  which,  by  not  belonging  to  me,  it  would  be  uiyust  to  assume  the  merit;  and  as 
naay  sttriboted  to  others,  which,  by  belonging  to  me,  would  be  as  much  unjust  to  leave  them  to  the 


To  rectify  therefore  aU  past  mistakes,  and  to  prevent  all  future  inqioaitions,  I  have  been  previiiled 
^on  to  give  way  to  this  present  publieation;  disowning  whatever  has  been,  or  may  hereafter  be  pub- 
M(d  m  my  name,  bat  what  has  the  sanction  of  being  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob  Tonson  and  Mr.  Lawton 
GiOher;  eroepting  twocomedies,  entitled.  Once  a  Lover  and  always  a  Lover;  and.  The  Jew  of  Venice, 
mnedfran  fwMibfspeafi 

AiOese  poems  seem  to  begin  where  Iffr.  Waller  left  off,  though  for  unequal  and  short  of  so  inimitable 
asfliigias];  they  may,  however,  be  pennitted  to  remain  to  posterity  as  a  foithful  register  of  the  reignmg 
Goalies  m  the  socoeeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  alone  the  author  presumes  to  recommend  them  to  the  patronage  of  thefoir  sex. 


LANSDOWNE. 
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POEMS 


OF 


GEORGE  GRAN FILLE,   LORD  LANSDOfFNE. 


TO 

TBE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH, 
01 HB  BArrr  accomplishmskt  of  thb  mauiaob 

ttTVBSII  BIS  ROYAL  BIGHIISSS  AJID  THB  PRINCBM 
MABT  D'SSTS,  op  MOOBNA*  WEITTBir  8BTBBAI TBAIS 
AfTBty  ni  IMrtATIOII  OFTHB  nTLB  OF  MX.WALUnU 

HIS  Juno  iMurren  in  imfnutfiil  joyB^ 
Our  British  Jore  his  nuptial  hours  employs : 
So  Fate  orduDs,  that  aO  our  hopes  may  be, 
And  an  oar  prospect,  galknt  Yofk,  in  thee. 

By  the  same  nish  aspiring  queens  are  led, 
^Mh  laagm^ung  to  mount  his  royal  bed  I 
Rii  youfthy  his  wisdom,  and  his  early  fimie 
<^«^  in  eveiy  breast  a  rival  flame : 
Boniest  Idi^  at  tremhUqg  oo  their  thrones. 
As  if  no  distance  could  secure  thehr  crowns  ; 
^Bving  his  vigour,  wisely  they  contend 
To  bribe  with  beauty  lo  renown'd  a  friend. 
Bentfy  the  price,  there  need  no  other  arts, 
I^v«e  is  the  soreit  bait  lor  heroes  hearts : 
Nor  can  the  fiur  conceal  as  high  concern, 
I'd  tee  the  prince,  lor  whom,  unseen,  they  bum. 

Biave  York,  attaading  to  the  general  voice. 
At  kagth  reaohes  to  mdce  the  wish'd-for  choice. 
To  noUe  Hordannt,  generous  and  just, 
^Itt  great  heart,  be  gives  the  sacred  trust : 
'"n^ycboioe,"  saidhe,  «  shall  weU  direct  that  heart, 
^boe  thou,  my  best  belov'd,  hast  such  a  part, 
hcwmeil  oft,  and  oft  m  battle  try'd, 
BetvBt  thy  master,  and  the  worid  decide.'* 

Tbe  chosen  Mercury  prepares  t'o^ 
TIm  h^  command.    Gently,  ye  winds,  convey, 
And  vith  anspicioua  gales  his  safety  wait, 
2^vboQ  depend  Great  Britain's  hopes  and  fate. 
So  Jason,  with  his  Argonauts,  from  Greece 
ToQioloos  san'd,  to  seek  the  Golden  Fleece. 
Asvhea  the  goddesses  came  down  of  old 
2|>  Ida's  hUl,  so  many  ages  told, 
yiUi  gifts  their  young  Dardanian  judge  they  try'd, 
w  etch  bade  high  to  win  him  to  her  side ; 


So  tempt  they  him,  and  emulously  vie 
To  bribe  a  voice,  that  empires  would  not  buy ; 
With  balls  and  banquets,  his  pleased  sense  they  bait. 
And  queens  and  kings  upon  his  pleasures  wait. 

Th'  impartial  judge  surveys  with  vast  delight 
All  that  the  Sun  surrounds  of  fair  and  bright, 
Then,  strictly  just,  he,  with  adoring  ejres. 
To  radiant  Estk  gives  the  rojral  prize. 
Of  antique  stock  her  high  descent  she  brings. 
Bom  to  renew  the  race  of  Britain*s  kings ; 
Who  could  deserve,  like  her,  in  whom  we  see 
United,  all  that  Paris  found  in  three. 
O  equal  pair  !  when  both  were  set  above 
All  other  merit,  but  each  other's  love. 

Welcome,  bright  princess,  toGreat  Britain's  shore, 
Ab  Berecynthia  to  hi|^  Heaven,  who  bore 
That  shining  race  of  goddesses  and  gods 
That  fiU'd  the  skies,  and  rul'd  the  blest  abodes : 
From  thee,  my  Muse  expects  as  noble  themes, 
Another  Mars  and  Jove^  another  James ; 
Our  future  hopes,  all  from  thy  womb  arise ; 
Our  present  joy  and  safety,  from  yuur  eyes. 
Those  charming  eyes,  which  shine  to  reconcile 
To  harmony  and  peace,  our  stubborn  isle. 
On  brazen  Memnon,  Pnosbus  casts  a  ray. 
And  the  tough  metal  so  salutts  the  day. 

The  British  dame,  femM  for  resistless  grace. 
Contends  not  now,  but  for  the  second  place, 
Our  love  soq>ended,  we  neglect  the  feir 
For  whom  we  bumM,  to  gaze  «doring  here. 
So  sang  the  Syrem  with  enchanting  sound, 
Enticing  all  to  listen  and  be  drown'd ; 
Till  Orpheus  ravish'd  in  a  nobler  strain. 
They  ceas'd  to  sing,  or,  singing,  charm'd  in  vain. 

This  blest  alliance,  Peterborough,  may 
Th'  indebted  nation  bounteously  repay  } 
Thy  statues,  for  the  genius  of  our  land, 
WHh  palm  adom'd,  on  every  threshold  stand. 

*  *  *  *  Utinam  modb  dicere  possem 
Oirmina  digna  Bed :  Cert^  est  D<»  carmine  dlgmu 
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tPOXBV  rt  TBI  AUTHOR, 

BBIMC  THEN  MOT  TWMVn  YEAMM  OF  AGl, 

TO 

an  ROTAL  BioniBii 
THE  DUTCHESS  OF  YORK, 

AT  TRmnV  COLLBGB  IH  CAMBtlDGR. 

WiBii  joiii'd  m  one,  the  good,  the  lair,  the  great, 

Deicend  to  view  the  Mniet*  humble  ieat» 

Thooih  in  mean  Unef,  they  their  TMt  joys  declare. 

Yet  for  ainoerity  and  trutl^  they  dare 

With  yoor  own  Tamo's  mighty  self  compare. 

Then,  bri|^  and  merciful  as  Heav^,  reoeiye 

IVom  them  such  praises,  as  to  HeaT'n  they  give, 

Their  praises  fnr  that  goitle  infloence. 

Which  those  raspicioos  Bghts,  your  eyes,  dispense ; 

Those  radiant  eyes,  whose  irresistless  flame 

Strikes  Envy  dumb,  and  keeps  Sedition  tame : 

They  can  to  gazing  multitudes  give  law. 

Convert  the  factious,  and  the  rebel  awe  $ 

They  conquer  for  the  duke;  where-e'er  you  tread, 

Millions  or  proselytes,  behmd  are  led ; 

Through  crowds  of  new-made  converts  stiH  you  go, 

Pkas'd  and  triumphant  at  the  glorious  show. 

Happy  that  prince  who  has  in  you  obtain'd 

A  greater  concpiest,  than  his  arms  e'er  gain'd. 

With  all  War's  rage,  he  may  abroad  o'ercome. 

But  Love  's  a  gentler  victory  at  home ; 

Securely  here,  he  on  that  fkoe  relies. 

Lays  by  his  aims,  and  conquers  with  your  eyes. 

And  dl  the  glorious  actions  of  his  life 

Thinks  weU  rewarded,  blest  with  such  a  wifb. 

TO 

THE  KING 

IV  THE  Fltffl  TSAR  OF  BIS  MAJBSTV's  REI&N. 

May  all  thy  years,  like  tiiis,  auqacious  be. 
And  bring  thee  orowus,  and  peace,  and  victory ! 
Scaice  hadst  thou  time  t'unaheath  thy  cooqu'ring 
It  did  but  gutter,  and  the  rebels  fled :         [blade. 
Thy  sword,  the  saf^eguard  of  tiiy  brother's  t^none. 
Is  now  as  much  the  bnlwaik  of  thy  own. 
Aw'd  by  thy  &me,  the  trembling  nations  send 
Throughout  the  world,  to  court  so  firm  a  friend. 
The  guilty  senates,  that  refiis'd  thy  sway, 
R^entthnr  crime,  and  hasten  to  obey ; 
Tribute  they  raise,  and  vows  and  offerings  bring. 
Confess  their  phrenzy,  and  confirm  their  king, 
Who  with  their  venom  overspread  thy  soil. 
Those  soorpioni  of  the  state,  present  their  oil. 
So  the  worid's  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  drest. 
Although  by  daily  miracles  confest, 
Aocus'd  of  evil  doctrine  by  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rif^tful  prince  refbse ; 
But  when  they  saw  such  terrour  in  the  skies* 
The  tenqple  rent,  their  king  in  gk>ry  rise ; 
Seiz*d  with  amaze,  they  own'd  their  lawfiil  Lord, 
And  struck  with  guilt,  bow'd,  trembl'd,  andador'd. 


TO 

THE  KING. 

Tao*  trained  in  arms,  and  leam'd  in  marttal  arts, 
Tlion  choosest,  not  to  conquer  men,  but  hearts ; 
Expecting  nations  for  thy  triumphs  wait. 
But  thon  prefer'st  the  name  of  tvn  to  orbat. 


So  Jove  suspends  his  solgect  world  to  doom, 
Which,  would  he  please  to  thunder,  he'd  ooosume. 
O!  could  the  ghosts  of  mighty  heroes  dead. 
Return  on  Eaitii,  and  quit  th*  Elyaian  shade  ! 
Brutus  to  James  would  trust  the  people's  cause  ; 
Thy  justice  is  a  stionger  guard  than  laws. 
Marius  and  Sjrlla  would  rengn  to  thee. 
Nor  Cnaar  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be ; 
Or  rivals  only,  who  should  best  obey. 
And  Oslo  give  his  voice  fbr  regd  sway. 


TO 

THE  KING. 

Heroes  of  dd;  by  rapine,  and  by  spoil, 
In  search  of  feme,  did  all  the  world  embroil  ; 
Thus  to  their  gods  each  then  alljr'd  hb  naifte. 
This  qprang  fivm  Jove,  and  that  from  THan  cniBe 
With  equal  valour,  and  the  same  success, 
I>read  king,  migfaVst  thon  the  universe  oppress  | 
But  Christian  laws  constrain  thy  martial  pride» 
Peace  is  thy  choice,  and  Piety  thy  guide ; 
By  thy  example  kings  are  taught  to  sway. 
Heroes  to  fight,  and  sajnts  may  learn  to  pray. 

From  gods  descended,  and  of  race  divine, 
Nestor  in  council,  and  Ulysses  shine ; 
But  in  a  day  of  battle,  all  would  yield 
To  the  fierce  master  of  the  seven-fold  shidd : 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  more. 
Mars  had  the  courage,  Jove  the  thunder  boie. 
But  all  periections  meet  in  James  alone. 
And  Britain's  king  is  all  the  Gods  in  one. 


TO 

THE  AUTHOR, 

OH  HIS  FORBOOINO  VBRSB8  TO  THE  KIKO. 
BT  MB.  BOMVIID  WALX.EB. 

Ak  eariy  plant,  which  such  a  blossom  bears. 
And  shows  a  genius  so  beyond  his  years, 
A  judgment  that  oonld  make  so  fUr  a  dioioe^ 
So  hi^  a  sul^ect  to  employ  his  voice. 
Still  as  it  grows,  how  sweetly  will  he  sing 
The  growing  greatness  of  our  matchless  kiag; 


ANSH^IL 

TO  MB.  WALLER.' 

WiBV  into  libya  the  young  Grecian  came. 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  consult  fbr  feme ; 
When  firom  the  sacred  tripod  where  he  stood, 
The  priest,  in^pir'd,  saluted  him  a  God ; 
Scaroe  such  a  joy  that  haughty  victor  knew. 
Thus  ovn'd  by  Heaven,  as  I,  thus  prsis^d  by  you. 
Whoe'er  thnr  names  can  in  thy  numbers  show. 
Have  more  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow  ; 
Ages  to  come  shall  scorn  the  pow'n  of  old, 
When  in  thy  verse,  of  greater  gods  they  »re  told  ; 
Our  beauteous  queen,  and  royal  James's  name. 
For  Jove  and  Juno  shall  be  plac'd  by  Fame ; 
Thy  Charies  for  Neptune  shall  the  seas  command. 
And  Sacarissa  shall  fbr  Venus  stand : 
Greece  shall  no  longer  boast,  nor  haughty  Rome, 
But  think  from  Britein  all  the  gads  did  come; 
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TO  TBB  imiorrAL  msmokt  op 
MR.  EDMUND  fTALLER. 

OrON  Hlf  DBATH. 

Alio  putekimr  of  cHfifwl  fife, 

Pwts  aod  heroca  to  renown  asinre, 

liD,  crovn'd  with  honoor,  end  imnxntal  name, 

l^  wit,  or  Tekmr,  led  to  eqnal  fiune, 

Tkey  mingle  with  the  gods  who  breeth'd  the  noble 
ileme. 

To  high  exploits,  the  praises  Hiet  belong 

Uve,  but  as  nottrish'd  by  the  poet's  song. 
A  tree  of  life  is  sacred  poetry, 

^eetis  the  fhiit,  and  tempting  to  the  eye; 

Ifiay  there  are,  wlyi  nibble  without  leaye. 

But  BOOS,  who  are  not  bom  to  taste,  snrnve. 
Waller  shall  never  die,  of  life  secure, 

Ai  long  as  Fkme,  or  aged  Time  endure. 

Waller,  the  Muses'  dmlfaig,  free  to  taste 

or  aD  their  stores,  the  master  of  the  feast ; 

Not  liiEe  oU  Adam,  stinted  m  hb  choice, 

INt  lofd  of  all  the  spadoos  Paradise. 
Those  fees  to  virtue,  fortune  and  mankind, 

Iv^va^  his  feme,  onoe,  to  de  jnstioe  jom'd ; 

Mocsipjng  critie  iuberrafiAs  his  praise; 

No  riral  strivea,  but  for  a  second  pbce ; 

Ho  viat  oonslndnM  (the  wriiei«s  usual  fete) 
I      A  poet  with  a  plentiful  estate; 
I      Ibefint  of  Mortals  who^  before  the  tomb, 

ftnchthat  pemieioos  moastar,  Bnry,  dumb ; 

Kdiee  sad  Pride,  those  savages,  disarm^ ; 

Not  Orpheus  with  such  poweml  nuigic  charm'd. 

Scuoe  ittlht  gmve  can  «e  aUow  him  more, 

Tkm  liviug  we  agreed  to  give  before. 
IfiinoUe  Muae  employed  her  generous  rage 
I      h  cravning  virtue^  aeonuDg  to  engage 
I      Hie  vice  and  folliea  of  an  impious  age. 
I       Ho  atyr  huts  within  this  hallowed  ground, 
I       Bat  nymphs  and  hereines,hn^and  gods  abound; 

Gkrj,  and  arms,  and  love,  is  all  the  sound. 

Hii  Bdm  with  no  acspent  is  defii'd. 

But  an  ii  gay,  delicious  all,  and  mild. 
IGrtaken  asen  his  Mose  of  flatteiy  blame, 

AtioniBg  twice  an  impaoua  tyrant's  name; 

Wf  nme  our  own,  by  giving  feme  to  foes, 

1W  ndeor  that  he  ptajs*d,  he  did  oppose. 
Nbr  were  his  thoughts  to  poetay  oonfin'd. 

The  <ato  and  business  sharM  his  ample  mmd; 

As  aU  the  feir  were  captives  to  his  iHt, 

So  HMtes  to  his  wisdom  would  submit ; 

Ha  iwe  msoft,  bis  eloquaoiee  so  strong. 

Lie  ObIo%  was  his  speech,  like  Ovid's  was  his  song. 
Ov  Bridih  kn«s  are  nisM  abore  the  heise. 


No  nore  aw  Man  and  Jore  poetio 

Bsk  the  cetostial  Charles's,  and  just  Ji 

Jtto  and  PaOas,  all  Ifae  shinmg  rsoe 

Of  hetvmly  beauties,  to  the  queen  givis  place ; 

Ckar,  like  her  brow,  and  graceful,  was  his  song, 

<^  li»  her  aaind,  and  like  her 'vurtue  strong. 

■^usBt  of  gods,  who  dost  to  gods  remove, 
Where  ait  thou  plac'd?  And  which  thT  seat  above? 
Wilier,  the  god  of 'verw,  we  will  proctsim. 
Hot Pbnbuinow,  but  Waller  be  hte  name ; 
OTjoffelbae^  the  sweet  seraphic  choir 


^  %tocs  de  homage,  and  the  Mueee  siog 
Walhr,  the  god  of  Tone,  wte  was  the  kh^ 


TO 

MYRA. 

•  Lormo  AT  ritsT  sight. 

No  wanung  of  th'  ^f)proaching.flanie. 
Swiftly,  like  sudden  death,  it  came  ; 
Like  travelleis,  by  lighf  ning  kill'd, 
I  burnt  the  mcmient  I  beheld. 

In  whom  so  many  charms  are  plac'd, 
Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grec'd ; 
The  case  so  shining  to  behold, 
Is  fill'd  with  richest  gems,  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admir'd  before, 
I  add  a  thouamd  graces  more ; 
And  Fancy  blows  into  a  flame. 
The  qsufc  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

The  object  thus  improv'd  by  thought. 
By  my  own  im^pe  I  am  can^ ; 
Pygmalion  so,  with  fetal  ait, 
Polish'd  the  form  thai  stung  his  heart. 


MTBA. 

Wakn'o,  and  made  wise  by  others  flame. 
I  fled  from  whence  such  mischieft  came. 
Shunning  the  sex,  that  kills  at  sight, 
I  sought  my  safety  in  my  flight 

But,  ah !  hi  vam  from  Fate  I  fly» 
For  fint,  or  last,  as  all  must  die  ; 
So  tis  as  much  decreed  above. 
That  first,  or  last,  we  all  must  love. 

My  heart,  which  stood  so  lomr  the  shock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  Hke  some  ram  rock, 
By  one  bright  spark  ftom  Myra  thrawn. 
Is  ihto  flame^  l&e  powder,  btowQ. 


SONG. 
TO  annu. 
FooLisa  Love,  begone,  said  I, 

Vain  are  thy  attempts  on  me ; 
Thy  soft  allurements  I  defy. 
Women,  those  fear  dissemhleis,  fly. 

My  heart  was  never  made  for  thee. 
Love  heard,  and  stral^t  prepor'd  a  dart; 

Myra,  revenge  my  cause,  saki  he : 
Too  sure  *twas  shot,  I  feel  the  smart. 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart ; 

O  Love !  my  conqueror,  pity  me. 


AN  miTATION 
or  Tu  sacoHp  cvoavs  ai  • 

THB  SlCOHn  ACT  Of  SBMICA'S  THTISTBS. 

Whbn  will  the  gods,  pn^itioos  to  our  preyers* 
Oompose  our  feotkms,  and  conclude  our  wars? 
Ye  sons  of  Inachus,  repent  the  guilt 
Of  crowns  usurp'd,  and  blood  of  parents  spHt  | 
For  impioos  greatness,  wangeaace  is  ia  sfeort^ 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  iU-gotten  power. 
Give  ear,  amhitioBS  prinoss,  and  be  wire; 
iisteOy  and  loam  vhereia  tnie  gyeatyess  lies ; 
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Place  not  your  pride  in  roofs  that  shine  with  genis, 

In  puiple  robes,  nor  sparkling  diadems  ^ 

Nor  in  dominion,  nar  extent  of  land : 

He's  only  great,  who  can  himself  command, 

Whofee  gfaard  is  peaceful  innocence,  whoae  guide 

Is  fiiithf  111  reason ;  1^0  is  void  of  piide, 

Checking  amUtkm ;  nor  is  idly  vain 

Of  the  ftilse  incense  of  a  popular  train ; 

Who,  without  tMk,  or  envy,  can  behold 

His  ndghbonr's  plenty,  and  his  heaps  of  |old  ; 

Nor  covets  other  wealth,  but  what  we  find 

In  the  possessiona  of  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fearless  he  sees,  who  is  with  virtue  crown'd. 
The  tempest  rage,  and  hears  the  thunder  sound ; 
£ver  the  same,  let  Fortune  smile  or  frown. 
On  the  red  scafibid,  or  the  blazing  throne ; 
Serenely,  as  he  liv'd,  resigns  his  breath. 
Meets  Destiny  half  way,  nor  shrinks  at  Death. 

Ye  soveraign  loids,  who  sit  like  gods  in  state. 
Awing  the  world,  and  boitlii^  to  be  great; 
Jjords  but  m  title,  vawJt  m  eflect. 
Whom  Inst  cantapouls,  and  wiU  desires  direct : 
The  reins  of  empire  but  such  hands  disgrace, 
Where  Pattioii,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 
What  is  this  Fuae,  tiraa  crowded  round  with 
slaves? 
The  breath  of  foob,  the  bait  of  flattering  knaves: 
An  honest  heart,  a  consdenoe  free  from  blame. 
Not  of  great  acts,  but  good,  give  me  the  name : 
In  vain  we  plant,  we  Iraild,  our  stoces  increase. 
If  conscienoe  roots  up  all  our  inward  peace. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  faHCramenls  of  war. 
Or  battering  engines  that  destroy  from  fiur  ? 
The  greatest  lung,  and  conqoeror  is  he. 
Who  lord  of  his  own  appetites  can  be  ; 
Blest  with  a  powV  that  nothii«  can  destroy. 
And  all  have  eonal  Ireedom  to  eijoy. 

Whom  worldly  luxury,  and  pomps  allme, 
They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  footing  sure; 
Place  me,  ye  powers  I  in  some  obscure  retreat, 
O  !  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great  : 
In  quiet  shades,  content  with  rural  sports. 
Give  me  a  HfiB  remote  from  guilty  courts. 
Where,  free  from  hopes  or  fSars,  in  humble  ease. 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man,  who,  thus  rctir'd  fn/m  sight, 
Studiea  himsdf,  and  seds  no  other  light: 
But  most  unhappy  he,  who  sits  on  high. 
Exposed  to  every  tongue  and  every  eye; 
VThsm  follies  blaje'd  about,  to  all  are  known. 
But  are  a  secret  to  himself  alone : 
Worst  it  an  evil  frune,  much  worw  than  none. 


A  LOYAL  EXHORTATION 

WMTISir  tit  TBB  YBAt  1688. 

Of  kfa^  dsthfoi^  and  blood  of  brethren  spilt, 
In  vain,  O  Britain !  you'd  avert  the  niUt ; 
If  crinies,  which  your  forefothers  blush'd  to  own, 
Bepaatsd,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down. 

IVtoMt,  ye  people,  who  your  kmgs  distress, 
IVemble,  ye  kings,  fbr  people  you  oppress ; 
Th*  Eternal  sett,  arm'd  with  his  forky  rods, 
tW  litt  ti  ftjH  of  empire  *s  from  the  gods. 


VBRSES 

(BNT  TO  THE  AVTHCa   IH  BIS  antKBMSKT. 

warrrcii  by  mbs.  Elizabeth  hicoovs. 

L 
War,  Granville,  b  thy  life  to  shades  confin'd. 

Thou  whom  the  gods  design'd 
In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  7 
Why  sleeps  the  noUe  ardour  of  thy  bkiod. 

Which  from  thy  anoestors,  so  many  agea  past. 
From  Rollo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd. 

And  then  appeared  again  at  last  ? 
In  thee,  when  tliy  victorious  lance 
Bore  the  disputed  prize  fitun  all  the  youth  of  FtBnce, 

H. 
In  the  first  trials  which  are  made  for  fome^ 
Those  to  whom  Fate  success  denies. 
If,  taking  counsel  from  their  shame. 

They  modestly  retreat,  are  wise. 
But  why  should  yon  who  still  succeed. 
Whether  with  graoefra  art  you  lead 
The  fiery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motion  trend 
In  shining  balls,  where  ail  agree 
To  give  the  highest  praise  to  thee. 
Such  harmony  in  every  motion 's  found. 
As  art  could  ne'er  eaqpress  by  any  sound. 

IIL 
So  lov*d  and  prais'd,  whom  all  admire, 
WhF,  why  should  you  trom  courts  and  camps  va- 

If  Myra  is  unkmd,  if  it  can  be,  [tire  ? 

That  any  nymph  can  be  unkhid  to  thee ; 

If  pensive  made  by  love,  you  thus  retire, 

Awike  your  Muse,  and  string  your  lyre ; 
Your  tender  song,  and  yoor  m^odkws  strain. 

Can  never  be  addicst  in  vain ;  [again. 

She  needs  must  love,  and  we  shall  have  you  back 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING 
VERSES, 

WaiTTeM  IN  THE  VEAB  1690. 

Cease,  tempting  Siren,  cease  thy  flattering  strain. 
Sweet  is  thy  charming  song,  but  sung  in  vain : 
When  the  winds  blow,  and  loud  the  tempests  roar. 
What  fool  would  trust  the  waves,  and  quit  the  shore  ^ 
Eariy,  and  vain,  into  the  world  I  came. 
Big  with  false  hopes,  and  eager  alter  fiune  ; 
TiU  looking  round  me,  ere  the  race  b^gan. 
Madmen,  and  giddy  fools,  were  all  that  ran ; 
Reclaimed  betimes,  I  from  the  lists  retire, 
-And  thank  the  gods,  who  my  retreat  inspire. 
In  happier  tunes  our  ancestors  were  bred. 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread : 
Give  me,  ye  gods  I  but  the  same  road  to  ftune. 
Whatever  my  fothers  dar'd,  I  dare  the  same. 
Chang'd  is  the  scene,  snhe  baneful  planet  rules 
An  impious  world,  contrived  for  knaves  and  fools. 
Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 
Consider,  and  examine  all  who  rise; 
Weigh  well  their  actions,  and  their  treacheroos  ends» 
How  Greatness  grows,  and  by  what  steps  ascends; 
What  murders,  treasons,  peijuries,  deceit ; 
How  many  crush'd,  to  make  one  monster  great. 
Would  3rou  command  ?  Havefoitune  in  your  power? 
Hug  when  you  ttab,  and  smile  when  you  devour? 
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le  bloody,  hke,  flstter,  fiirawear,  and  lie. 
Turn  pan^,  p^tliic,  parasite,  or  spy ; 
Such  thriring  arts  may  your  vish'd  piupoBe  bring, 
A  ffliaisler  at  leart,  peAaps  a  king. 

Fortune,  we  most  mjustly  partud  call, 
A  Dustreas  free,  wbo  beds  alike  to  all ; 
Bat  OB  such  tenns  as  only  suit  the  base, 
SoBocBLdenies  and  drnni  the  ftml  embrace* 
Vm  haoat  man,  who  starves  and  is  nndone, 
Not  Fortooe,  bat  his  tirtoe  keeps  him  down. 
Had  Oato  bent  beneath  the  conquering  cause. 
He  might  have  liv>d  to  give  new  senates  laws  ; 
Bat  on  vile  tenns  disdaining  to  be  gieat. 
He  periih*d  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fide. 
Honooif  and  fife,  th'  usurper  bids,  and  all 
That  van  nkntaken  men  good-foitune  eall» 
Viitne  Miidi,  and  sets  belbre  his  eyes 
la  honest  death,  which  he  accepts^  and  dies : 
Ogkifiottsresdhitiont  NoUepnde! 
More  honoor'd,  than  the  tyrant  liv'd,  he  dy*d ; 
More  lovM,  more  prais'd,  more  envy'd in hisdoom^ 
Than  Cbaar  tramplmg  on  the  rights  of  Rome. 
IV  ftttnoos  notlxng  fear,  but  lUb  with  shame, 
Aad  death  "a  a  pleasant  road  that  leads  to  fetne. 
On  bones,  and  scraps  of  dogs,  let  me  be  fed. 
My  limbs  unoovcr'd,  and  oqioe'd  my  head 
To  bleakest  colds,  a  kennel  be  my  bed. 
TU^  and  all  oOier  martyrdom  fer  thee. 
Seam  gferioos,  all,  tfaiiee  beauteous  Honesty ! 
Jfldfe  me,  yo  powers !  let  Fortune  tempt  br  frown, 
I  rtaad  prepared,  my  honour  is  my  own. 

Ye  great  distorben,  who  in  endless  noi^, 
h  bkod  and  rapine  seek  uanatnral  joys ; 
For  what  is  all  this  bustle,  but  to  shun 
TboM  thoughts  with  which  ypn  dare  not  be  alone  > 
As  BtfB  in  nusery,  oppieit  with  care. 
Seek  m  the  rage  of  wine^to  drown  dopair. 
Let  others  ^1^  and  eat  then*  bread  in  blood, 
Segardles  if  the  cause  be  bad  or  good  ; 
Or  diofe  in  courts,  depending  on  the  nods 
Of  rtratting  piginies  who  would  pass  for  gods. 
^  me,  uqpractis'd  in  the  couitiera  school, 
Vbo  iQeOie  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  Ibol ; 
Wbo  honour  generous  Wycherley  opprest, 
l^iW!stof  little,  wurthy  of  the  bert, 
Kkh  m  himself,  in  virtue,  that  ointshines 
All  but  the  fiune  of  his  immortal  lines. 
More  than  the  wealthiest  loid,  who  helps  to  drain 
Tie  fiubish'd  land,  and  rolls  in  impknis  gain : 
What  can  I  hope  in  courts  ?  Or  how  succeed  ^ 
l^ars  and  wolves  shall  in  the  ocean  breed, 
TV  vhale  and  dolphin  fetten  on  the  mead, 
Aad  every  element  exchai^  its  kmd. 
Ere  tbriraig  Honesty  in  courts  we  find. 

Ha|ipy  ^  man,  of  mortals  happiest  he, 
Wkoae  qnet  nnnd  from  vain  desires  is  free 
vvkoai  aeifhcr  hopes  deceive,  nor  fears  ton 
te  fives  St  peace,  withm  himself  ( 

litbooght,oract,accounkablBto 

1^  ID  bimsdf ,  and  to  the  gods  akme . 
0  flveetnea  of  content !  seraphic  joy! 
WUch  aothmg  wants,  and  nothhig  can  destroy. 

WbcradwcUs  thisPeace,  thisfteedomof  themind  ^ 
|*Vk,  bat  in  shades  remote  from  human  kind; 
gjwtiy  vales,  where  nymphs  and  shepherds  mett, 
yotwr  comes  within  the  palace  gatft 
gy^<ben  cities,  courts,  and  camps,  fiuewel, 
Wtfogftf ,  yi  grovti,  htre  let  me  ever  dwell. 


U 

From  cares,  from  busiiieBS,  and  mankind  remove, 
All  but  the  Muses,  and  inspiring  Love : 
How  sweet  the  mom !  How  gentle  is  the  night  ? 
How  cabn  the  evening !  And  the  day  how  bright ! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  hill,  I  view  bdow 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  show. 
Where  several  wanderers  travel  day  and  night* 
By  <hlferent  paths,  and  none  are  in  the  right. 


SONG. 

Love  is  by  Fancy  led  about 

From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt; 

Whom  we  now  an  angel  call. 
Divinely  grac'd  in  every  feature. 
Straight 's  a  deform'd,  a  petjur'd  creature  « 

Love  and  hate  are  Fancymll. 
nis  but  as  Fancy  shall  present 
Objects  of  grief,  or  of  c6nten^ 

That  the  lover  's  blest,  or  dies : 
Visions  of  mighty  pain,  or  pleamre, 
Imagin'd  want,  imagfai'd  treasure, 

All  m  powerful  Fancy  hes. 


BEAUTY  AND  LAfK 

A  FOBTICAL  PLSADINC. 

Kbg  Charies  IT.  having  made  a  grut  of  th«  rever- 
sion of  an  office  in  the  court  of  KingVBeneh,  tn 
his  son  the  duke  of  Grafton ;  the  loid  chkf 
justice  laying  claim  to  it,  as  a  perquisite  legally 
bdongoig  to  his  office,  the  cause  came  to  be 
heard  before  the  house  of  lords,  between  the 
dutchess,  relict  of  the  said  duke,  and  the  chief' 
justice. 

Tub  princes  sat :  Beauty  and  Law  contend  ^ 
The  queen  of  Love  will  her  own  cause  defend : 
Secure  she  looks,  as  certain  none  can  see 
Such  Beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be. 
What  need  of  words  with  such  oommandii^  eyns  f 
"  Must  I  then  speak?  O  Heav'ns!  '*  the  charmer  eriss; 
'*  O  barbarous  clime !  where  Beauty  borrows  aid 
From  Eloquence,  to  charm,  or  to  persuade ! 
Will  discord  never  leave  with  envious  care 
To  raise  debate  ?  But  discord  governs  here. 
To  Juno,  PaUas,  wisdom,  fiune,  and  power. 
Long  since  preferred,  what  trial  needs  there  more  f 
Confeas'd  to  sight,  three  goddems  descend 
On  Ida's  hill,  and  for  a  priie  contend ; 
Nobly  they  bkl,  and  lavishly  pursue 
A  gift,  that  only  couU  be  Beauty's  due : 
Honours  and  wealth  the  generous  judge  denfes. 
And  gives  the  triumph  to  the  brightest  eyes. 
Such  precedents  are  numberiess,  we  draw 
Our  right  fitim  custom ;  custom  is  a  law 
Am  high  as  Heaven,  as  wide  as  seas  or  land; 
As  ancient  as  the  worid  is  our  command. 
Mara  and  Alcides  would  this  plea  aUow  : 
Beauty  was  ever  absolute  till  now. 
It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  mine. 
And,  right  or  wrong,  he  should  his  dahn  raign: 
Not  bears  nor  tigers  sura  so  savage  are. 
As  these  iU-aaancT'd  moMleR  of  the  bar. 
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Whoie  ntatcfaloi  forai»  to  oonftflitbabiiot 
By  dint  of  beauty  BhaU  CBbort  your  gnoe  s 
Let  lier  mppear,  tlM  rival,  ftoo  to  feot ; 
Let  eyas  to  oyet  opposed  this  ftrifedacido{    . 
Now,  when  I  Uglitn,  let  bar  beane  be  tvyU 
Wai  t  a  vaiB  pramisa,  and  a  fow«nan*e  lie  ? 
Or  stands  sba  bare,  iinBaik*d»  wIiba  I  am  by  ? 
So  HeaT*n  was  modc'd,  and  once  all  Elys  roand 
Another  Jupiter  tras  said  to  soond  ; 
On  Inrazen  floors  the  royal  actor  tries 
To  i^pe  the  thimder  rattlii^  in  the  skies ; 
A  brandishM  torch,  with  emnlating  blaze, 
Afiects  the  foricy  lightning's  pointed  rajrs : 
Hius  borne  aloft,  triomphanlly  ha  rode 
Throngfa  crowds  of  woiahippeny  and  acts  the  god. 
Hie  sire  omnipoteat  prepares  the  biand. 
By  Vulaan  wrani^t,  and  atms  his  potent  hand  ^ 
Then  flaming  horls  it  itisnig  from  above. 
And  in  the  vast  abyss  cowibrinds  the  nihnic  Jove. 
PresamptnooB  wretch  I  with  mortal  ait  to  dare 
Immortal  power,  and  brave  the  thmiderer  1 

"  Gassiope,  preftnring  with  disdain, 
Her  daughter  to  tbe  Nereids,  they  complain; 
The  daughter,  for  the  mother's  guilty  soom^ 
Is  doom'd  to  be  devoured ;  the  mother  's  borne 
Above  the  clouds,  whsre^  by  iaunortal  light, 
Revers'd  she  shines,  exposed  to  human  sighl^ 
And  to  a  sbamefol  postore  is  oonfln'd. 
As  an  eternal  terronr  to  mankind. 
Did  thus  the  gods  sndi  private  nymphs  respect  ? 
What  vengeance  might  the  qneen  of  Love  eaqpect  ? 

**  But  gmnt  such  arintsrary  pleas  are  vain, 
Wav'd  let  them  be ;  mere  justice  aball  obtain. 
Who  to  a  husband  justlier  can  succeed. 
Than  the  soft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed; 
Or  to  a  father's  right  lay  stronger  claim. 
Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  survives  his  name  ? 
Behold  that  youth,  consider  whence  he  springs, 
And  in  his  royal  Tcins  respect  your  kings : 
Immortal  Jove,  upon  a  mortal  she, 
Begat  his  sire :  Second  from  Jove  is  he. 

•*  WeU  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  cause. 
Following  the  cry— of  Liberty  and  Laws, 
If  by  those  Uws,  for  which  he  lost  his  life  » , 
Yon  spoil,  ui^n^atefully,  the  son  and  wifik 

'<  What  need  I  more?  Tis  treason  to  diq;mte : 
The  grant  was  royal;  that  decides  the  suit. 
Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  power  constrain  f 
Kings,  and  the  gods,  can  never  act  in  vain." 

She  finish'd  here,  the  queen  of  every  grace, 
Disdam  Tormilioning  her  heavenly  lace : 
Odr  heaita  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rise, 
And  one  wish  sparkles  in  a  thousand  eyes. 
Of  miglit  some  champion  finish  these  debates  I 
My  sword  shall  end,  what  now  my  pen  relates. 
Up  rose  the  judge,  on  each  side  bending  low, 
A  crafl7  smUe  accompanies  his  bow ; 
ITIysBos  like,  a  gentle  pause  he  makes, 
lien,  raising  by  degrees  his  voice,  be  qpeaks. 

1  A  report  spread  of  abeaotiful  young  lady,  niece 
to  the  k>rd  chief  juttioe,  who  would  appear  at  the 
bar  of  the  house  of  kxds,  and  eclipse  the  charms 
oftheolntchessofOrafton:  no  such  lady  was  seen 
theae»  Sior  perhaps  ever  in  any  part  of  the  worid. 

s  The  duke  of  Grafton,  Blain  at  the  siege  of  Cork 
in  Iidwidj  about  the  beginning  of  the  Revolotkm. 


"  Inyou,my  lords,  who  judge;  aadallwlkolMar. 
Methniks  I  read  your  wishes  for  the  lair  ; 
Nor  can  I  wonder,  even  I  contend 
With  inward  pai%u  unwilling  to  ofiimd  ; 
Unhappy!  thus  oUig'd  to  a  defence. 
That  may  displease  such  heavenly  excellence. 
Might  we  the  laws  on  any  terms  abuse. 
So  bright  an  influenoe  were  the  best  eicnse  ; 
Let  Niobe's  3  just  &te,  the  vile  disgrace 
Of  the  PropoBOdes'  <  polluted  raoe; 
Let  death,  or  shame,  or  lunaoy  surprize^ 
Who  dare  to  match  tbe  hirtre  of  those  eyes ! 
Aloud  the  &irest  of  the  sex  complain 
Of  captives  lost,  and  loves  invoked  in  vain; 
At  her  appeamnce  all  their  glory  ends. 
And  not  a  star,  but  sets,  when  she  ascends. 

**  Where  Love  prendes,  still  may  she  bear  the 
But  rigid  Law  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes :     [prize; 
Charms,  to  which  Maia  and  Hercules  would  now, 
Minos  sind  Bhadamanthus  ^  disavow. 
Justice,  by  nothing  bias'd,  or  inclin'd. 
Deaf  to  persuasion,  to  temptation  blind. 
Determines  without  favour,  and  the  laws 
O'eriook  the  parties,  to  decide  the  cause. 
What  then  avails  it,  that  a  beardless  boy 
Took  a  rash  fimcy  for  a  female  toy  ?  . 
Th'  insulted  Argives,  with  a  numerous  host. 
Pursue  revenge,  and  seek  the  Dardaii  coast ; 
Though  the  ^ds  built,  and  though  the  gods  defend 
Those  lofty  towers,  the  hostile  Greeks  ascend  ; 
Nor  leave  they,  tiU  the  town  in  ashes  lies. 
And  all  the  mca  of  royal  Priam  dies : 
The  queen  of  Piqpbos,  ^  mixing  in  the  fray, 
JRallies  the  troops,  and  uiges  on  the  day  ; 
In  person,  m  the  foremost  ranks  she  stands, 
Provokes  the  charge,  directs,  assists,  commands; 
Stem  Diomed,  advancing  high  in  air. 
His  lofty  javelin  stokes  the  heavenly  fkir  ; 
The  vaulted  skies  with  her  loud  shridcs  resound. 
And  hig^  Olympus  trembles  at  the  wound. 
In  causes  just,  would  all  the  gods  oppose, 
Twere  honest  to  dispute ;  soCatochoae. 
Dismiss  that  plefi,  and  what  shall  blood  «mil! 
If  beauty  is  deny'd,  shall  birth  prevail  ? 
Blood,  SLnd  high  deeds,  in  distant  ages  done» 
Are  our  forefirtber's  merit,  not  our  own. 
Might  none  a  just  possesrion  be  allow'd. 
But  who  could  bring  desert,  or  boast  of  blood. 
What  numbers,  even  here,  might  be  condemn*d. 
Striped,  and  despoiPd  of  aU,  revU'd,  contemn'd  } 
Take  a  just  view,  how  many  may  remark. 
Who  now 's  a  peer,  his  grandsire  was  a  clerk : 
Some  few  remain,  ennobled  by  the  sword 
In  Gothic  times :  but  now,  to  be  my  lord. 
Study  the  law,  nor  do  thcM  robes  despise; 
Honour  the  gown,  firom  whence  your  honours  rise^ 

^  Niobe  tamed  into  a  stone  for  presuming  to  com- 
pare herself  with  Diana. 

*  Prapoetides,  certain  virgins,  who,  for  affronting 
Vemis,  were  condemned  to  open  prostitution,  and 
sfterwards  turned  into  stone, 

A  Minos  and  Bhadamanthus,  fhmous  legislators, 
who  for  their  strict  adminirtratnn  of  justice,  were 
after  their  deaths  made  chier  judges  in  the  nlemal 


^Venns* 
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Tbfst  hok'd  dktetora,  wIk>  rabdn'd  the  globe, 
Gvee  the  precedence  to  the  peaocfal  robe; 
The  mit^hty  JaUas,  pleading  at  tlie  bar, 
Was  greater,  than  when,  thundering  in  the  war, 
Heocioqner'dnatioaw:  Tis  of  more  rsaoflm 
To  sare  a  client,  than  to  storm  a  town. 

"  How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  lawi ! 
What  Mood  has  flie  not  lavithM  in  their  canae ! 
Rings  are  Hke  common  sUves  to  slaughter  led. 
Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  bread. 
>^lieo  r^  power  aspires  above  the  law*, 
A  priraie  wrong  becomes  a  public  oaose." 

He  spoke.    The  nobles  differ,  and  divide. 
Some  join  with  Law,  and  some  with  Beauty  side. 
Mofdumt,  though  once  her  slave,  insults  the  fsir, 
^Ikose  letters  twas  his  pride,  in  youth,  to  wear  : 
So  Lucifer,  revohii^,  brav>d  the  power 
Whom  he  was  wont  U>  worahip  and  implore. 
Like  impious  is  their  rage,  who  have  in  chase 
A  new  Omnipotence  in  Grafton's  face. 
Bat  Rochester,  undaunted,  just,  and  wise. 
Asserts  the  goddess  with  the  charming  eyes ; 
And  O !  may  Beauty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noUe  champion,  and  her  guaxd. 
Bcaaty  triumphs,  and  Law  submitthig  lies, 
Tke  tyrant,  tam'd,  alond  for  mercy  cries ; 
Conquat  can  never  fail  in  radiant  Grafton's  eyes. 


LADY  HYDE  >. 

Wrxh  &inM  Apelles  sought  to  frame 

Some  image  of  th'  Idalian  dame, 

To  furnish  graces  for  the  piece, 

He  lommon^d  all  the  n3rmph8  of  Greece ; 

So  many  mprtals  were  combined 

To  show  how  one  immortal  shin'd. 

Had  Hyde  thus  sat  by  proxy  too, 
A«  Venus  then  was  said  to  do, . 
Venns  heraelf,  and  all  the  train ! 
Of  irddesses  had  summoned  been ; 
rbe  painter  must  have  searched  the  skies, 
To  match  the  lustre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
TIa  ancient  Venus,  and  the  new  ; 
lo  ber  we  many  mortals  see, 
^  many  goddenes  in  thee. 


LADY  HYDE 


■AVISO  THI  SHALL  POX,  SOON  Ama  Till 

ascovBiT  ow  Mas.  mohom. 

ScAici  eonld  the  general  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 

1^  new  attempts  show  other  dangers  near; 

I^oty  *s  attack'd  in  her  imperial  foit, 

^1ieie  sU  her  Loves  and  Graces  kept  their  court; 

la  ber  chief  lesidenoe,  besieged  at  last, 

I^umbCs  to  see  her  foirest  fields  laid  waste. 

On  thmgs  immortal,  all  attempts  are  vain ; 
TTtsat  Disease,  tis  loss  of  time  and  pain ; 
1^  thy  wild  rage,  and  load  thee  with  rich  prize 
I  «B  fram  her  cbeds,  her  fhigrant  lips,  and  eyss : 
^  ber  hut  live ;  as  much  vermilion  take, 
Ai  misht  an  HelsB,  or  a  Venas  make ; 
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I  «f  CtereBdon  and  Rochester. 


Like  Thetis,  she  sImsII  fiooitmte  thy  vain  vs^. 
And  in  variety  of  charms  escape. 

The  twinkling  stars  drop  numberless  each  ntgbt» 
Yet  shines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright; 
So  firom  the  ocean  should  we  rivers  drain,    ' 
Still  woold  enough  to  dfown  the  world  remain. 


THE  DUTCHESS  OF***, 

ON8EAS0NA8LY  SUSPRIZED  IS  TAB  KMBRACKS  OP 

HBK  LORD. 

FAitEST  Zelinda,  cease  to  chide,  or  grieve ; 
Nor  blush  at  joys  that  only  you  can  gi>'e ; 
Who  with   bold   eyes  survey'd  those   matchless 
Is  punish^,  seeing  in  another's  arms :        fcftltfms' 
With  greedy  lo«iks  he  views  each  naked  part, 
Joy  feeds  his  eyes,  but  Envy  tears  his  heart 
So  caught  was  Mars,  and  Mercury  aloud 
Proclann'd  his  grief,  that  he  was  not  the  god ; 
So  to  be  caught,  was  every  giid's  desire : 
Nor  less  than  Venus,  can  Zeliiida  fire. 
Forgive  bim  then,  thou  m  re  than  heavenly  foir, 
Forgive  his  rashness,  punish*d  by  despair ; 
All  that  we  know,  which  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  those  sad  regions  where  the  tortur'd  dwell. 
Is,  that  they  see  the  raptures  of  the  Uess'd, 
And  new  the  joys  which  they  must  never  taste. 


TO 

FLAVIA, 

WRITTSII  OX  BES  OAROBM  IK  TKB  MOBTIf. 

What  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midst  of  snow. 
Of  storms,  and  blasts,  the  choicest  fruits  do  grow  ? 
Melons  on  beds  of  ice  are  taught  to  bear. 
And  strangers  to  the  Sun,  yet  ripen  here ; 
On  frozen  ground  the  sweetest  flowers  arise. 
Unseen  by  any  light,  but  Flavians  eyes ; 
Where-e'er  she  treads,  beneath  the  Charmer's  feet 
The  rose,  the  jess'mme,  and  the  lilies  meet ; 
Where^*er  she  looks,  behold  some  sudden  birth 
Adorns  the  trees,  and  fructifies  the  earth ; 
In  midst  of  mouutains,  and  unfruitful  ground. 
As  rich  an  Eden  as  the  first  is  found. 
In  this  new  Paradise  the  goddess  reigns 
In  sovereign  state,  and  mocks  the  lover's  pains ; 
Beneath  those  beams  that  scorch  us  from  her  eyes. 
Her  snowy  bosom  still  unmelted  lies ; 
Love  from  her  lips  spreads  all  his  odours  round. 
But  bears  on  ice,  and  springs  from  frozen  ground. 
So  cold  the  clime  that  can  such  wonders  bear« 
Tha  garden  seems  an  emUem  of  the  feir. 


TO 

THE  SAME: 


Hit  OAIDBMS  HAVIKO  BSCAnO  A  FLOOD  THAT  HA9 
LAID  ALL  THB  COUirntT  ROUMD  UKSBB  WATEB. 

What  hands  divine  have  planted  and  protect. 
The  torrent  spares,  and  deluges  respect ; 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  spread. 
Covering  each  oak,  and  every  mountain's  bead, 
The  chosen  patriarch  saiPd  within  his  i^rk. 
Nor  mifl^t  the  waves  o'erwbalm  the  mn^  Mrk. 
C 
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Th$  ebtming  Tltvia  is  tto  teat,  we  find. 
The  faYOurite  of  Hettven,  then  of  mankifMl ; 
Iht  godty  like  riTRit,  imitate  our  caie. 
And  Tie  vith  mortals  to  oUtge  the  fur ; 
These  (kyomrs  thus  hestow'd  on  her  alone, 
Are  hot  the  homage  which  they  send  her  down. 

O  Flavta !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crowned  with  blessmgs,  endless  as  my  love. 


TO 
MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH. 

W  HIS  f  tCKNESB. 

ttACFAoy  sick,  in  every  face  we  find 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind ; 
Whose  art  protecting.  Nature  could  expire 
But  by  a  deluge,  or  the  general  fire. 
More  lives  he  saves,  than  perish  in  our  wars. 
And  faster  than  a  plague  destroys,  repairs. 
The  hold  carouser,  and  adventurous  dame. 
Nor  fear  the  fever,  nor  refuse  the  flame ; 
Saie  in  his  dtill,  from  all  restraiots  set  free. 
But  eonscious  shame,  remorse,  or  piety. 

Sire  of  all  arts  ^  defend  thy  darling  son ; 
O !  save  the  man  whose  life  's  so  much  our  own ! 
On  whom,  like  Atlas,  the  whole  world's  reclinM, 
\nd  by  restoring  Garth,  preserve  mankind. 


TO  MY  DZAR  KUfSMAM, 

CHARLES  LORD  LAJfSDOWNE, 

VrOM  THE  BOMBARDMBNT  OP 

THB  TOWN  OP  GRANVILLE  IN  KORMANDT 

BY  THE  BHOLISH  PLEBT. 

ThO*  built  by  gods,  consum'd  by  hostile  flame, 
Troy  buryM  lies,  yet  lives  the  Trojan  name ; 
ibid  so  shall  thine,  though  with  these  walls  were  lost 
jOl  the  records  our  ancestors  could  boast 
For  Latium  conquered,  and  for  Tiimus  slain, 
JEn^H9  lives,  though  not  one  stone  remain 
Where  be  arose :  nor  ait  thou  less  renown'd 
For  thy  loud  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

Those  arms,  '  which  for  nine  centuries  had  brav'd 
The  wrath  of  Time,  on  antique  stone  engraV'd, 
Now  torn  by  mortars,  stand  yet  undefoc'd 
<^n  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  rais'd  : 
Safe  on  thy  eagle's  ^  wings  they  soar  above 
The  rage  of  war,  or  thunder  to  remove, 
Bdrae  by  the  bird  of  Ca»ar,  and  of  Jo^'e. 


LADY  HYDE, 

SITTING    AT   SIR   GODFREY    KNBLLBR^S 
FOR  HER  PICTURE. 

While  Kneller,  with  inimitable  art. 

Attempts  that  fece  whose  print 's  on  every  hoart) 

'  Apollo,  god  of  poetry  and  physic. 

9  The  Granville  arms  still  remainiog  at  that  time 
on  ope  of  tlie  gates  of  the  town. 

,^  He  was  created  a  count  of  the  Empire,  the  fa- 
mily, arms  to.  be  borne  for  ever  u|)on  the  breast  of 
thf*5n»?erilEh»read  eaglo» 


The  poet,  with  a  pencil  lesS  eonfln'd. 

Shall  pahit  her  victnes,  and  deseribe  her  mind^ 

Unlock  the  shrine,  and  to  the  sight  unfold 

The  secret  gems,  and  all  the  inward  gold* 

Two  only  patterns  do  the  Muses  name, 

Of  perfect  beauty,  but  of  guilty  feme  $ 

A  Venns  and  an  Helen  have  been  seen. 

Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  goddess  and  the  q[aeen  t 

fn  this,  the  third,  are  reconcil'd  at  last 

Those  jarring  attributes  of  feir  and  chaste. 

With  graces  that  attract,  but  not  ensnare. 

Divinely  good,  as  she's  divinely  feir ; 

With  beauty,  not  afiected,  vain,  nor  prond  ; 

With  greatness,  easy,  afiable,  and  good : 

Others,  by  guilty  artifice,  and  arts 

Of  promised  kindness,  practise  on  our  hearts. 

With  expectatioQ  blow  the  passion  up ; 

She  fans  the  fire,  without  one  gale  of  hope. 

Like  the  chaste  Moon,  she  shines  to  all  mankmd. 

But  to  Endymion  is  her  love  coofin  d. 

What  cruel  destiny  on  Beauty  waits. 

When  on  one  fiioe  depend  so  many  fetes ! 

Oblig'd  by  honour  to  relieve  but  one. 

Unhappy  men  by  thousands  are  undone. 


MRS.  QRASVIUJB, 
OP  woTTON  IN  buckinchamsbirb; 

APTERWARDS  lady  CONWAY. 

Love,  like  a  tyrant  whom  no  laws  constrain. 
Now  for  some  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain  ; 
Beauty  by  vast  destructions  gut  renown. 
And  loven  only  by  thdr  race  were  known. 
Bet  Granville,  more  auspicious  to  mankind, 
ConquVingthe  heart,  as  much  histructs  the  mind; 
Blest  in  the  fate  of  her  victorious  eyes, 
Seeing,  we  love ;  and  hearing,  we  grow  wise : 
So  Rome  for  wisdom,  as  for  conquest  fem'd. 
Improved  with  arts,  whom  she  by  arms  had  tam*d. 
Above  the  clouds  is  placed  this  gforioos  light. 
Nothing  lies  hid  from  her  enquiring  sight ; 
Athens  and  Rome  for  arts  restored  rejoice. 
Their  language  takes  new  music  from  her  voice  ; 
Learning  and  Love,  in  the  same  seat  we  find. 
So  bright  her  e>'es,  and  so  adom'd  her  mind* 

Long  had  Miner^'a  govemM  in  the  skies. 
But  now  descends,  confest  to  human  eyes ; 
Behold  in  Granville  that  inspiring  queen. 
Whom  learned  Athens  so  adored  unseen. 


MRS.  AVRA  BEHK. 

Two  warrior  chiefs  *  the  voice  of  Fame  divide. 
Who  best  deserv'd,  not  Plutarch  could  decide : 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  some  for  your  eyes  declare ; 
Debates  arise,  whieh  captivates  us  most. 
And  none  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he's  lost 
The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear ; 
Venus  the  dove ;  Pallas  the  shield  and  qwar : 
Poets  such  emblems  to  their  gods  assign. 
Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart  and  pea  be  thine. 

^  Alexander  and  C«sw. 
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THE  DESERJiON. 

Now  fly.  Discretion,  to  my  aid, 

See  haugjbty  Myra,  fair  and  htight. 
In  an  the  pomp  of  Love  arrayed ; 
Ah!  bow  I  txvmble  at  the  sight ! 
She  ooines,  she  comes— before  her  att 
Mankind  does  prostiate  faU. 
Lore,  a  destroyer  fierce  and  young:, 
AthaitVoat,  terrible,  and  strong, 
Cnd  and  rash,  delighting  stiil  to  vex. 

Sparing  nor  age  nor.  sex, 
Cbounaads  m  chief ;  well  fi>rti^^  he  lies, 
And  from  her  lips,  her  cheeks  and  ^es. 
Ail  opposition  he  defies. 
Reason,  lave^a  old  inveterate  foe, 
Scaice  ever  reconcil'd  till  now, 

A  viM  commander  he,  for  oomicil  fit ; 
Kit  nice  and  coy,  nor  has  been  seen  to  sit 
la  modem  S]mod,  nor  appeared  of  late 
In  courts,  nor  camps,  nor  in  affairs  of  state ; 

Kesson  proclaims  them  all  .his  ibes. 

Who  SQch  resistless  charms  oppose. 

My  very  bosom  friends  make  war 
Within  my  breast,  and  in  her  interests  are ; 
Esteem  and  Judgment  with  strong  Fancy  join 
To  court,  and  call  the  fair  invader  in ; 
Mj  darling  fiivourite  Inclination  too. 

All,  all  conspiring  with  the  foe* 

Abl  whither  shall  I  fly  to  hide 

My  weakness  from  the  conqueror's  pride  ? 

Now,  now,  Discretion,  be  my  guide. 
'Bat  see,  this  mighty  Archimedes  too, 
Surrenders  now. 

Presuming  longer  to  resist. 
His  very  name 
Discretion  must  disclaim ; 
F<oUy  and  Madness  only  would  persist 


SONG. 

T'lL  tell  her  the  next  time,  said  I ; 

la  vun !  in  vain !  for  when  I  try, 
rpos  my  timorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents  die. 

Ahs!  a  thousand  thousand  fears 

Stin  overawe  when  she  appears  !  [in  tears. 

My  breath  is  qpent  m  sighs,  my  eyes  are  drown'd 


IN    PRAISE    OP 

MYRA. 

>  vxt,  tone  thy  lyre,  begin  my  Muse, 
l\list  nymph,  what  queen,  what  goddess  wilt  tiiou 
dioose? 

Whose  praises  sing  ?  What  charmer's  name 

TVsoBnit  immortal  down  to  Fame  ? 
%ike,  strike  thy  stzmgs,  let  Echo  take  the  sound. 
And  bear  itiu,  to  all  the  monntains  round ; 
Piodos  again  shall  hear,  again  r^oice. 
And  Hemos  too,  as  when  th'  enchanting  voice 
Ofttmefid  OipAieos  charm'd  the  grove, 
Tt9|ht  oaks  to  diaoe,  and  made  thie  cedars  mote. 


Nor  Venus,  nor  Diana  will  we  name ; 
Myra  is  Venus  and  Diana  too. 
All  that  was  feign'd  of  them,  apply'd  to  her,  is  true  ; 
Then  sing,  my  Muse,  let  Mym  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  shepherds  would  a  garland  make. 
They  search  with  care  the  fragrant  meadows 
round, 
PlnckJng  but  here  and  there,  and  only  take 
The  choicest  flow'rs  w  ith  which  some  uymph  is 
crown'd : 

In  framing  Myra  so  divinely  <air, 
Nature  has  taken  thesame care | 
All  that  is  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  see. 
All,  beauteous  Myra,  all  bound  up'in  thee. 
Where  Myre  is,  there  is  the  queen  of  Love, 
Th'  Arcadian  pastures,  and  th'  Idalian  grove. 
Let  Myra  dance,  so  charming  is  her  mien. 
In  every  movement  every  grace  is  seen ; 
Let  Myra  smg,  the  notes  so  sweetly  wound. 
The  Syrens  would  be  silent  at  the  sound. 
Place  me  on  mountains  of  eternal  snow, 
Where  all  is  ioe,  all  winter  winds  that  blow  ; 
Or  cast  me  underneath  the  bunung  line. 

Where  everiasting  Sun  does  shine  j 
Where  all  it  80oreh'd**whatever  you  decree. 

Ye  gods!  Whersfver  I  shall  be, 
Myra  shall  still  be  lovM,  and  still  ador'd  by  me. 


SONG. 

TO   MYaA. 

L 
Why,  cruel  creature,  why  so  bent 

To  vex  a  tender  heart } 
To  gold  and  title  you  relent, 

I^ve  throws  in  vain  his  dart 

IL 
Let  glittering  ibols  in  oonrts  be  great; 

For  pay,  let  armies  move; 
Beauty  should  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows,  and  love. 

III. 
If  on  those  endless  charms  yon  lay 

The  \'alue  that 's  their  due. 
Kings  are  themselves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thousand  worlds  too  few. 
IV. 
But  if  a  passion  without  vice. 

Without  disguise  or  art. 
Ah  Myra  1  if  true  love 's  your  price, 

Bdiold  it  in  my  heait 


ilf  FK^  SINGING. 

The  Syrens,  onOe  deluded,  vainly  charmM, 
Ty*d  to  the  mast,  Uljrsses  sail'd  unharm'd ; 
Had  Myra's  voice  entic'd  bis  listenmg  ear, 
The  Greek  Uhd  stopt,  and  would  have  dy'd  to  hear. 
When  Myra  sings,  we  seek  th' enchanting  sound. 
And  bless  the  notes  that  do  so  sweetly  woond. 
What  music  needs  must  dwell  upon  that  tongue. 
Whose  speech  is  tuneful  as  another's  songi 
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Such  haraiofiy  !  such  wit !  a  Ikot  k>  (air ! 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bear  ? 
liVho  from  her  wit,  or  from  her  beauty  flfesi 
If  with  her  voice  the  overtakes  him,  diet. 

Like  soldiers  so  in  battle  we  succeed, 
One  peril  'scaping,  by  another  bleed ; 
Til  vain  the  dart,  or  glittering  sword  we  shuB, 
Oondemn'd'tu  perish  by  the  slaught'ring  gun. 


MYRA. 

AT  A   BBTIZW   OV  YRS  eUAlDS  tV 


HTM-FAftK. 


Let  meaner  beauties  conquer  singly  still, 
But  haughty  Myra  will  by  thousands  kill ; 
Through  armed  ranks  triumphantly  she  drires. 
And  with  one  glance  commands  a  thousand  lives : 
The  trembling  heroes,  nor  resist,  nor  fly, 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  squadrons  die. 


TO 

MYRA, 


Natukb,  indulgent,  provident  and  kind, 
tn  all  things  that  excel,  some  uae  designed ; 
The  radiant  Sun,  of  every  heavenly  light 
The  first,  (did  Myra  not  dispute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thousand  blessings  down ; 
Nor  is  he  set  so  hjgh  for  show  alone. 
His  beams  reviving  with  auspicious  Ore, 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  what  all  admire : 
llie  Moon  and  stars,  those  fi&ithful  guides  of  night, 
Are  plac'd  to  help,  not  entertain  the  sight : 
PlantH,  fniits,  and  flowers  the  fertile  fields  produce, 
Not  for  \*ain  ornament,  but  wholesome  use ; 
Health  they  restore,  and  nourishment  they  give, 
We  see  with  pleasure,  but  we  taste  to  li^-e. 

Then  think  not,  Myra,  that  thy  form  was  meant 
More  to  create  di»ire,  than  to  content ; 
Wi  >uld  the  just  Qods  so  many  charms  provide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortal's  pride  ? 
Would  tiiey  have  fbrm'd  thee  so  above  thy  sex. 
Only  to  play  the  tyrant,  and  to  vex  ? 
'Tis  impious  pleasure  to  delight  in  harm. 
And  Beauty  should  be  kind,  as  well  as  charm. 


PROGRESS  OF  BEJUTV. 

The  God  of  day  descending  from  above, 
Mixt  with  the  sea,  and  got  the  qneon  of  Love. 
Beauty,  that  tires  the  world,  twas  fit  shouM  rise 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  stars  and  skies. 
In  Cypnis  long,  by  men  and  gods  obeyM, 
The  lo^^r's  toil  she  gratefully  repaid. 
Promiscuous  blessings  to  her  slaves  assigned. 
And  taught  the  world  that  Beauty  should  be  kind. 
Learn  ,by  4hi8  pattern,  all  ye  fair,  to  charm. 
Bright  be  your  beams,  but  without  scorching  warm. 
Helen  was  next  from  <^^rcece  to  Phrygia  brought. 
With  nfuch  expense  of  Mood  and  empire  sought  : 
Beauty  and  liove  the  noblest  cause  afford, 
That  can  try  valour,  or  employ  the  su-urd.  ' 

Not  men  nkme  inciroJ  by  her  charm*?, 
Muf.  Heu>/^n  '^concern'd,  and  all  thegudi  take  arms. 


The  happy  Trojan  gloriously  possest^ 

Enjoys  the  daine,  and  leaves  to  Fate  the  rest 

Your  cold  reflections,  moralists,  forbear, 

His  title's  best  who  best  can  please  the  fur. 

And  now  the  gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares, 

Tlie  fierce  desires,  distractions,  and  despairs 

Of  tortur'd  men,  while  Beauty  was  confin*d, 

Resolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 

Greece  was  the  land  where  this  bright  race  begoa. 

And  saw  a  thousand  rivals  to  the  Sun. 

Hence  followed  arts,  while  each  employ'd  his  cnre 

In  new  productions  to  delist  tbe  fair : 

To  bright  Aspasia  Socrates  retir'd. 

His  wkKlom  grow  but  as  his  love  inspir*d; 

Those  rocks  and  oaks,  which  such  emotions  Mt, 

Were  cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taaght  to  melt ; 

Music,  and  songs,  and  every  way  to  move 

The  ravish 'd  heart,  were  seeds  and  plants  of  love. 

The  gods,  entic'd  by  so  divine  a  Urth, 
Descend  from  Heaven  to  this  new  heaven  on  Eaxth^ 
Thy  wit,  O  Meroury,  's  no  defence  from  Love  ; 
Nor  Mars,  thy  target ;  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove. 
Tbe  mad  immortals  in  a  tliousand  shapes. 
Range  the  wide  globe;   some  yield,  some  suffer 
Invaded,  or  deceived,  not  one  escapes.  [rapes 

Tlie  wife,  though  a  bright  goddess,  thus  gives  place 
To  mortsd  concubines  of  fresh  embrace; 
By  such  examples  were  we  taught  to  see 
The  life  and  soul  of  Love,  is  sweet  variety. 

In  those  first  times,  ero  charming  womankind 
Reform^  their  pleasures,  polishing  tbe  mind. 
Rude  were  their  revels,  and  obscene  their  joj-s. 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  lust  of  boys; 
Phoebus  laments  for  Hyachxthus  dead. 
And  Juno,  jealous,  storms  at  Ganymed. 
Return,  my  Muse,  and  close  that  odious  scene, 
Nor  stain,  thy  verse  with  images  luiclean ; 
Of  Beauty  sing,  her  shining  pi-ogrcss  view. 
From  clime  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  pursue, 
I'ell  huw  the  goddess  spread,  and  how  in  empire 
prevr. 

Let  others  govern,  or  defend  the  state. 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debate. 
In  lofty  arts  and  sciences  excel. 
Or  in  proud  domes  cmplny  their  boasted  skill. 
To  marble  and  to  brass  such  features  give. 
The  metal  and  the  stone  may  seem  to  live  ; 
Describe  the  stars,  and  planetary  way. 
And  trace  the  footsteps  of  Eteraal  Day : 
Be  tills,  my  Muse,  thy  pleasure  and  thy  care, 
A  slave  to  Beauty,  to  record  the  fair. 
Stiir  «*rind'ring  in  love's  sweet  delicions  maz^       * 
To  sing  the  triumphs  of  some  heavenly  fjace. 
Of  lovely  dames,  who  with  a  smile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  suppliant  lover  crown. 
From  Venus  down  to  M>Ta  bring  thy  song. 
To  thee  alone  such  tender  tasks  belong. 

From  Greece  to  ^fnc.  Beauty  takes  her  flight. 
And  ripens  with  her  near  approach  to  light:      / 
Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  bear  of  swarthy  dame^ 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take  unerring  aims ; 
Beauty  to  no  complexion  is  confin'd. 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  none  defln'd  j 
Jewels  tliat  shine,  in  gold  or  silver  set. 
As  pre(*ious  and  as  sparkling  are  in  jeL 
Here  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberal  heart, 
Bounteous  of  lox-e,  improvM  the  joy  with  ait^ 
7'he  first  who  gave  veeniited  slaves  to  know 
That  tbe  rich  pearl  was-of  more  use  than  eiMnr* 
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Who  with  hii^  niMtB,  or  a  hurarkHis  draught, 
Kept  iove  for  evar  iowing,  aad  full  fraught 
Joliuf  and  Anthony,  those  lords  of  all, 
Each  in  his  turn  present  the  cooquer'd  hall ; 
Those  dreadful  eaglet,  that  bad  fac'd  the  light 
From  pole  to  pole,  fall  dazslod  at  her  mgbt: 
Kor  was  her  death  less  glorious  tlian  her  life, 
A  CQQstuit  mistress,  and  a  ikithful  wife; 
Her  dying  truth  some  genenms  tears  would  cost, 
Had  not  bcr  &te  iMpiWd  the  World  well  Lost  ^ ; 
With  secret  pride  the  ravished  Muses  view 
The  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew. 

Pteas'd  in  soeh  happy  climates,  warn  and  bright, 
Love  for  some  ages  revelPd  with  delight ; 
The  martial  Moon  in  gallantry  relin'd. 
Invent  near  arts  to  make  their  charmers  kind ; 
&e  in  the  Usta,  by  gulden  barriers  bound, 
la  warlike  ranks  they  wait  the  trumpet  s  sound ; 
Some  bve-derioe  is  wrought  on  every  sword, 
And  every  ribbon  bears  some  mystic  word. 
As  when  we  see  the  winged  Winds  engage, 
Hnuted  OQ  coursers,  foaming  flame  and  rage, 
RiK^ing  from  every  quarter  of  the  sky, 
North,  east,  and  west,  in  airy  swiftness  vie ; 
fhK  Ckrad  repuls*d,  new  combatants  prepare 
To  meet  as  fierce,  and  fonn  a  thundering  war ; 
So  when  the  trumpet  sounding,  gives  the  sigq. 
The  jostling  cfaiefii  in  rude  rencounter  join, 
So  meet,  and  so  renew  the  dextrous  fight, 
£adi  fiur  beholder  trembling  fur  her  knight ; 
^U  as  one  fells,  aauther  rushes  in. 
And  all  must  be  u'erocane,  or  none  can  win. 
The  rictor,  from  the  shining  dame,  whose  eyes 
Aided  his  conqu'ring  arm,  receives  a  precious  prize, 

Thus  flourished  Love,  and  Beauty  refgnM  in  state, 
Tdl  the  proud  Spaniard  gax-e  these  glories  date : 
Past  is  the  gallantry,  the  fame  remains. 
Transmitted  safe  in  Pryden's  lofty  scenes  ^ 
Granada  «  lost,  beheld  her  pomps  restored, 
ind  Almahide  ^,  once  more  by  kings  adored. 

Love,  driven  thcmce,  to  colder  Britain  flies. 
And  with  bright  nymphs  the  distant  Sun  supplies  : 
Hnuanoes,  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 
The  loves  and  ptoweas  of  adventVous  knights. 
To  aninsaee  their  rage,  a  kiss,  record, 
From  Britain's  feirest  nymph  was  the  reward ; 
Tbos  ancient  to  Love's  empire  was  the  claim 
Of  British  Beauty,  and  so  wide  the  fiimr, 
Which,  like  oar  flag  upon  the  seas,  gives  law 
By  right  avow'd,  and  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 

Our  galbmt  kings,  of  whom  large  annals  prove 
The  mighty  deeds,  stand  as  renoHn'd  for  love ; 
A  monarch's  right  o'er  Beauty  they  may  cluim, 
Lnds  of  that  ocean  from  whence  Beauty  came* 
Thy  Rosamond,  great  Henry,  on  the  stage. 
By  a  late  Muse  presented  in  our  age, 
^Itb  aking  hearts,  and  flowing  eyes  we  view. 
While  that  dissemblad  death  presents  the  true 
b  Bracegiidle  Mhe  persons  so  agree, 
That  all  seems  real  the  ^lectatons  see. 


lAOIbrliore;  or.  The  World  well  Lost :   writ- 
ten by  Mr.  Diydeo. 

'The  Conquest  of  Granada,  written  by   Mr. 
Dryden. 

'The  part  of  Almahide,  peHbrmed  by  Mn. 
fksaor  Gwyn,  naastxes  to  JUng  Charlci  IL 
*A£uDQUfactreai. 


Of  Sooto  and  Oauls  defeated,  aad  their  kings. 
Thy  captives,  Bdward,  Faui«  for  ever  sings; 
Like  thy  high  deeds,  thy  noble  loves  are  prais^, 
Who  hast  to  Love  the  noblest  trophy  rais  d : 
Thy  statues,  Venus,  though  by  Phidias's  hand, 
Besign'd  immortal,  yet  no  longer  stand; 
The  magic  of  thy  shining  cone  is  past. 
But  Salisbury's  garter  shall  for  ever  last, 
Wlijch,  through  the  world  by  living  monarchswom, 
Adds  grace  to  sceptres,  and  does  crowns  adorn. 

If  such  their  fame  who  gave  these  rights  divine 
To  sacred  Love,  O  !  what  dishonour  s  thine, 
Forgetful  queen,  who  sever'd  that  bright  hcad^ 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarclis  to  her  bed? 
Hadst  thou  been  bom  a  man,  thou  hadst  not  err^, 
Thy  fame  had  liv'd,  and  Beauty  been  preferr'd; 
But  O  !  what  mighty  magic  can  assnage 
A  woman's  eavyy  and  a  bint's  rage  ? 

Lovetir'd  at  len^'th,  Love,  that  delights  to  smile. 
Flying  from  scenes  of  horrour  <>,  quits  our  isle. 
With  Charles,  the  Cupids  and  the  Graces  gone. 
In  exile  live,  for, Love  and  Charles  were  one ; 
With  Charles  he  wanders,  and  for  Charles  he  mourns. 
But  O !  how  fierce  the  joy  when  Charles  retams  I 
As  eager  flames,  with  opposition  pent, 
Break  out  impetuous  when  they  tind  a  vent; 
As  a  fierce  torrent,  bounded  on  his  race, 
Forcmg  his  way,  rolls  with  redoubled  pace : 
From  the  loud  palace  to  the  silent  grove, 
All,  by  the  king's  example,  live  and  love ; 
The  Muses  with  diviner  voices  sing ; 
And  all  rejoice  to  please  the  godlike  king. 

Then  Waller  in  immortal  vcrxe  proch&ims 
The  ;ihining  court,  and  all  the  glittering  dames ; 
Thy  beauty,  Sidney  9,  like  Achilles'  SH-ord, ' 
Resistless,  stands  upon  as  sure  record ; 
The  fiercest  hero,  and  the  bi-.ghtc8t  dame, 
Both  sung  alike,  shall  have  their  fote  the  same. 

And  now,  my  Muse,  a  nobler  flight  prepare. 
And  sing  so  loud  that  Heaven  and  Earth  may  hear. 
Behold  fix>m  Italy  an  awfiil  ray 
Of  heavenly  liji^t  illuminates  the  day, 
Nortliward  she  bends,  majestically  bright, 
And  here  she  fixes  her  imperial  light. 
Be  bold,  be  bold,  my  Muse,  nor  fear  to  raise 
Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  thy  earliest  praise  ; 
What  though  the  sullen  Fates  refuse  to  shine. 
Or  frown  severe  on  thy  audacious  line, 
Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  steady  sight. 
The  cloiids  shall  fly  before  tlie  dazzling  light. 
And  everlasting  day  direct  thy  lofty  flight 
Thou  who  has  never  yet  put  on  disguise 
To  flatter  faction,  or  descend  to  vice  j 
Ijct  no  vain  fear  thy  generous  ardour  tame. 
But  stand  erect,  aiKl  »ound  as  loud  as  Fame. 

As  when  our  eye  some  prhspect  would  pursue. 
Descending  from  a  hill,  lof>ks  round  to  view. 
Passes  o'er  lawns  and  meadows  till  it  .gains 
Some  favourite  spot,  and,  fixing,  there  remains : 
With  equal  rapture  my  transported  Muse 
Flics  other  otgects,  this  bright  theme  to  choose. 

Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  charmer  of  our  sight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  his  glory  and  deligbt, 

^Mary  queen  of  Scots,  beheaded  by  queen 
Elicabeth. 

^  The  Rebellion;  and  death  of  king  Charles  I. 

1  The  lady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Mr. 
Waller  under  the  name  of  3acharissa. 
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Princess  adored  and  lor'd  I  itvwse  can  give 
A  deathless  qame,  thine  shall  for  ever  liye ; 
Inviok'd  vhere-e'er  the  British  Ikm  roars. 
Extended  as  the  seas  that  gird  the  British  shores. 
The.wive  immortals  in  their  seats  above. 
To  crown  their  labours,  still  appointed  Love  ; 
Phcebus  enjoy'd  the  goddess  of  the  sea, 
Alcides  had  Omphalc,  James  has  thee. 
O  happy  James !  content  thy  mighty  mind. 
Grudge  not  the  world,  for  still  thy  queen  is  kind, 
To  lie  but  at  whose  feet  more  glory  brings, 
Than  'tis  to  tread  on  sceptres,  and  on  kings : 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breast. 
Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  so  blest  ? 
.Was  Helen  half  so  fa  r,  so  fonnM  for  joy, 
Well  chose  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. ' 
But  ah  !  what  strange  vicissitudes  of  &te, 
What  chance  attends  on  every  worldly  state  ? 
.As  when  the  skies  were  sack'd,  the  conquered  gods, 
Compeird  from  Heaven,  forsook  their  blest  abodes; 
Wandering  in  woods,  they  hid  from  den  to  den,  ' 
And  sought  their  safety  in  the  shapes  of  men : 
^  when  the  winds  with  kindling  lUmes  conspire, 
The  blase  increases,  as  they  fisn  the  fire ; 
From  roof  to  roof  the  burning  torrent  pours. 
Nor  spares  the  palace,  nor  the  loftiest  towers : 
Or,  as  the  stately  pine,  erecting  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  shooting  to  the  dcy. 
If  riven  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
Down  falls  at  once  the  pride  of  all  the  grove, 
Level  with  lowest  shrubs  lies  the  tall  head, 
That,irear'd  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  spread. 
So******* 
Bnt  cease,  my  Muse,  tliy  colours  are  too  faint, 
Hide  with  a  veil  those  griefs  which  none  can  paint; 
This  Sun  is  set — ^But  see  in  bright  array 
,   What  hosts  of  heavenly  hght  recruit  the  day. 
Love,  in  a  shining  galaxy,  appears 
Triumphant  still,  and  Qiufton  leads  the  stars. 
Ten  thousand  Loves,  ten  thousand  several  ways 
Invade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gaze ; 
Her  eyes  resistless  as  the  Syrens'  voice, 
So  s^-eet  *s  the  charm,  we  make  our  fate  onr  choice. 
Who  most  resembles  her  let  next  be  nam'd, 
Villiers  >,  for  wisdom  and  deep  judgment  faim'd. 
Of  a  high  race,  victorious  Beauty  brings 
To  grace  onr  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  delight  my  Muse  to  Sandwich  flies ! 
Whose  wit  is  piercing  as  her  sparklhig  eyes  : 
Ah  I  bow  she  mounts,  and  spreads  her  airy  wings. 
And  tiina^  hor  vcrice,  when  she  of  Ormond  sings  ! 
Of  radiant  Ormond,  only  fit  to  be 
The  succt:swr  of  beauteous  Ossory. 

Richmond 's  a  title,  that  but  nam*d,  implies 
Majestic  grracos,  and  victorious  eyes ; 
F;iir  VjUicrs  fin»t,  then  haughty  Stuart  came, 
And  Brudenal  now  no  less  adorns  the  name. 
Dorset  aliieady  is  immortal  made 
In  Prior's  verse,  nor  needs  a  second  aid. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenbcrg  we  find. 
That  Beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 
.    Rupert,  of  royal  bk)od,  with  modest  grace. 
Blushes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face. 

Not  Helen  with  St.  Albans  might  compare  : 
^or  let  the  Muse  omit  Scroop,  Holms,  and  Hare : 
Hyde,  Venus  is  ;  the  Graces  arc  Kildare. 

?  ^viatees  of  Orkney. 


Soft  and.  delidous  as  a  southflni  sky, 
Are  Dashwood's  smiles ;   when  Daimy  *  fr<ywnv 

we  die. 
Careless,  but  yet  secure  of  conquest  still, 
Lu'son  ^,  unaiming,  never  foils  to  kill ; 
Guiltless  of  pride  to  captivate,  or  shine. 
Bright  without  art,  she  wounds  without  design  : 
But  Wyndham  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart. 
And  takes  a  cniel  pleasure  in  the  smart. 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  killing  sake  ; 
Asserting  the  domfaiion  of  her  eyes, 
As  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize. 

The  skilful  Muse's  earliest  care  has  been 
The  praise  of  never-fading  Mazarine ; 
The  Poet  *  and,  his  theme,  in  spite  of  Time, 
For  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endless  prime.  ' 
With  charms  so  numerous  Myra  does  surprize. 
The  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies  ; 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  so  sure. 
No  flight  can  save,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

Yet  ^  dawning  in  her  infoncy  of  light, 
O  see  !  another  Brudenel,  heavenly  bright. 
Born  to  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line. 
And  fix  Love's  empire  in  that  race  divine. 

Fain  would  my  Muse  to  Cecil  ^  bend  her  sight. 
But  turns  astonish'd  firom  the  dazzling  light. 
Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  steepy  flight. 

O  Kneller  !  like  thy  pictures  were  my  song. 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  strong  ; 
These  matclUess  Beauties  should  recorded  be. 
Immortal  in  my  verse,  as  in  thy  Gallery  '^. 


TO  THX 

COUKTESS  OF  NEWBOURG, 

INSISTING  EARNESTLY  TO  BE  TOLD  WHO  I  MEANT 
BY    MYRA. 

With  Myra's  Charms,  and  my  extreme  despair. 
Long  had  my  Muse  amaz'd  the  reader's  ear, 
My  friends,  with  pity,  heard  the  mournful  sound. 
And  all  emiuir'd  from  whence  the  fotal  wound ; 
Th*  aiitonishM  worid  beheld  an  endless  flame, 
Ne'er  to  be  qucnch'd,  unknowing  whence  it  camr  : 
So  scatter'd  fire  from  scorched  Vesuvius  flies. 
Unknown  the  source  from  whence  those  flames  arise: 
/Bgyptian  Nile  so  spreads  its  waters  round,. 
( )  Vrflowing  far  and  near,  its  head  unfound. 

Myra  herself,  tonch'd  with  the  moving  song, 
Would  needs  be  told  to  wliom  thosi*  plaints  belongs 
My  timorous  tongue,  not  daring  to  coiifftss. 
Trembling  to  name,  would  foin  have  had  hrr  guess; 
Impatient  of  excuse,  she  urges  still, 
Persists  in  her  demand,  she  must,  she  will  j 
If  silent,  I  am  threaten'd  with  her  hate  ; 
If  I  obey — Ah  !  what  may  be  my  fate  ? 
Uncertain  to  conceal,  or  to  unfold  ; 
She  smiles — ^the  goddess  smiles — and  I  groir  bold. 

^.Ijkdy  Catherine  Damley,  dutchess  of  Buck- 
ingham. 

^  I-ady  Gower, 

<  Monsieur  St  Evremont. 

*  Lady  Molyneux. 

^  Lady  Ranelagh. 

''The  Oatlery  of  Beauties  in  Hampfon-CoQil, 
drawn  by  sir  G<^rcy  KncUe}-. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


SONGS  TO  MYRA.  ' 


«3 


Mf  TOWS  to  Myn,  alVvere  menA  to  thee, 
The  pniie,  the  lov«,  the  matchless  constancy. 
T«as  thus  of  oM,  when  all  th*  immortal  dames 
Were  grae'd  by  poets,  each  with  several  names ; 
For  Venus,  Cytherea  was  inTok'd ; 
iltais  fcr  Mlas,  to  THtonia  smok'd. 
Soch  names  were  dieirs ;  and  thou  the  most  divine. 
Most  iov*d  of  heavenly  beauties-^Myra's  thine. 


TO 

MYRA, 
X 
So  eafan,  and  so  serene,  bat  now, 
What  means  this  change  on  Myra*s  brow  ? 
Her  aguish  krre  now  ghms  and  bums. 
Then  chilis  and  shakes,  and  the  cold  fit  returns; 

II. 
Hock'd  witii  deluding  looks  and  smiles^ 

When  on  her  pity  I  depend. 
My  airy  hope  she  soon  beguiles, 

And  laughs  to  see  my  torments  never  end. 

III. 
So  19  the  stcepy  hill,  with  pain. 
The  weighty  stone  is  rolPd  in  vain, 
Which,  having  touchM  the  top,  recoils, 
iod  leaves  the  lab'rer  to  renew  his  toils. 


TO 

MYRA. 

Lorr  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 

Whom  now  her  smiles  reviv'd,  her  scorn  destroys : 

Ste  will,  and  she  will  not,  she  grants,  denies, 

Coasents,  retracts,  adWmces,  and  then  flies, 

ipproviDg,  and  rejecting  in  a  breath, 

V<^  proffering  mercy,  now  presenting  death. 

Thof  hoping,  thus  despairing,  never  sure, 

Hot  various  are  the  torments  I  endure  ! 

Crad  estate  of  doubt !  Ah,  Myra,  try 

Ooct  to  i«9oive — or  let  me  live,  or  die. 


TO 

MYRA. 


TsocGBTTUL  nights,  and  restless  waking, 
Ob^  the  pains  that  we  endure ! 

Broken  fitith,  unkind  foisaking, 
Eter  doubting,  never  sure, 

n. 

Hopts  deceiving,  vain  endeavours, 

^\l)at  a  race  has  Love  to  run ! 
false  protesting,  fleeting  favoiurs, 

£r'ry,  ev'ry  way  undone. 
III. 
SkiQ  complainingy  and  defending, 

W\  to  love,  yet  not  agree ; 
Fean  tormenting,  passion  rending, 

Oh!  tfae'pongs  of  jealousy ! 
IV. 
horn  such  painlul  ways  of  living. 

Ah  \  how  sweet,  could  Love  be  free.! 
^  prsseating,  still  receirmg, 

Ime,  iounoital  eestacy. 


SONG  TO  MTRA. 

Wry  should  a  heart  so  tender,  break  ? 

O  Myra !  give  its  anguish  ease ; 
The  use  of  beauty  you  mistake. 

Not  meant  to  vex,  but  please. 
Those  lips  for  smiling  were  designed ; 

That  bosom  to  be  prest; 
Your  eyes  to  languish,  and  look  kind ; 

For  amottnis  arms,  your  waist 
Each  thing  has  its  appointed  right, 

Establish'd  by  the  j^w'rs  abpve. 
The  Sun  to  give  us  warmth,  and  light, 

Myra  to  kindle  love. 


TO 

MYRA, 

SiNCB  truth  and  constancy  are*vain, 
Since  neither  love,  nor  sense  of  pain, 
Nor.fbrce  of  reason  can  persuade. 
Then  let  example  be  obeyed. 

In  courts  and  cities,  could  you  see 
How  well  the  wanton  fools  agree ; 
Were  all  the  curtains  drawn,  you'd  find 
Not  one,  perhaps,  but  who  is  kind. 

Minerva,  naked  from  above. 
With  Venus,  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Exposing  ev'ry  beauty  bare, 
DMcended  to  the  Trojan  heir ; 
Yet  this  was  she  whom  poets  name 
Goddess  of  Chastity  and  Fame, 

Penelope,  her  lewd  away. 
Gave  am'rous  audienoes  all  day  ; 
Now  round  the  bowl  th^  suitors  sit, 
With  wine,  provoking  mirth  and  wit. 
Then  down  they  take  the  stubborn  bow, 
Their  strength,  it  seems,  she  neods  must  know. 
Thus  twenty  cheerful  winters  pest. 
She  's  yet  immortalizM  for  chaste. 

Smile  Myra,  then,  reward  my  flame. 
And  be  as  much  secure  of  fiune ; 
By  all  those  matchless  beauties  fir'd. 
By  my  own  matchless  love  inqiir'd  ; 
So  will  J  sing,  such  wonders  write, 
That  when  th'  astonished  world  shall  cite 
A  nymph  of  spotless  worth  and  fame, 
Myra  shall  be  th'  immortal  name. 


SONG  TO  MYRA, 

FoasA«£N  of  my  kindly  stars» 

Within  this  melancholy  grove 
I  waste  my  days  and  nights  in  taegrs, 

A  victim  to  iqgrateful  ^ve. 
The  happy  stiU  unthnely  end. 

Death  flies  fipom  grie^  oir  why  thottU  I 
So  many  hours  in  sorrow  spend. 

Wishing,  alas  1  in  vain  to  die  ? 
YepopevB,  take  jnty  of  my  pein, 

Ttda,  only  this  is  my  desire ; 
Ah !  take  fnan  Myra  her  disdain, 

O  let  me  with  this  sigh  expire. 
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TO 

MYRji. 


When*  wilt  thou  bresk,  my  stubborn  hesrt  ? 

0  Death  !  how  slaw  to  take  my  part ! 
Whatever  I  pursue,  denie.«, 

Death,  Death  it&elf,  like  Myra,  flies. 

II. 
Love  and  Despair,  like  twins,  posaest 
At  the  same  fatal  birth  my  breast ; 
^0  hjpe  could  be,  her  scorn  was  all 
That  to  my  dfisthi'd  lot  could  fall. 

III. 

1  th'iught,  alas  !  that  Love  could  dwell 
But  in  warm  climes,  where  no  snow  fell ; 
Like  plants,  that  kindly  heat  require. 
To  be  maintahi*d  by  constant  fire : 

.       IV. 
That  without  hope,  'twon^d  die  as  soon, 
A  little  hope— but  I  hwe  none : 
On  air  the  poor  Camelkyns  thrire, 
Deny'd  e'en  that,  my  love  can  Vrre, 

V. 

As  tougfiest  trees  in  storms  are  bred. 
And  grow  in  spite  of  winds,  and  spread 
The  more  the  tempest  tear^  and  shakes 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes. 

VL 

Despair,  that  aconite  does  prove. 
And  certain  death,  to  others'  love; 
That  poison,  never  yet  withstood, 
Does  nourish  mine,  and  turns  to  food. 

VII. 

O  !  for  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart 
Condemnd  to  suffer  decOhless  smart ? 
Like  sad  Prometheus^  thus  to  lie 
In  endless  pain,  and  never  die. 


PHYLLIS  DRINKING. 

L 
While  Phyllis  is  drinking,  love  and  wine  in  alli- 
ance, 
With  forces  united,  bid  resistless  defiance, 
By  the  u>uch  of  her  lips  the  wine  sparkles  higher. 
And  her  eyes,  by  her  drinking,  redouble  their  fire. 

II. 

Her  cheeks  glow  the  brighter,  recmitrog  tiieh- 

colour. 
As  flowers  by  sprinklinfp  revive  with  fVesh  odonr ; 
Each  dart  dipt   in  wine  gives,  a  wound  beyond 

curing, 
And  the  liquor,  like  oil,  makes  the  flame  more 

enduring. 

'    m. 

Then  Phyllis,  bflgm,  let  oar  nptures  abotmd. 
And  a  kiss,  and  a  glass,  be  still  going  ronnd. 
Relieving  each  other,  our  pleasures  are  lasting, 
And  we  never  are  ok^d,  yet  are  ever  a  tasting. 


MYRA. 


PaEPAa'n  to  rail,  resolved  to  part. 
When  I  approached  the  peijur*d  fair^ 

What  is  it  awes  my  timorous  heart  ? 
Why  does  my  tongue  foibear  ? 

U. 
With  the  least  glance,  a  little  kind, 

Sueh  wond'rous  poir'r  have  Mjrra^s  chann^y 
She  calms  my  doubts,  enslaves  my  mind,      * 

And  all  my  rage  dtsarms. 

III. 
Forf:;etful  of  her  broken  vows. 

When  gazing  on  that  form  divine. 
Her  injured  vassal  tremblinc:  bows. 

Nor  dares  her  slave  repine. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT, 

IN   IMITATION  OP  THBOCtlTUS. 

Mix,  mix  the  philters,  quick-^she  flies,  she  flies.. 
Deafto  my  call,  regardless  of  my  cries. 
Are  vows  so  vain }  could  oaths  so  feeble  prove  ? 
Ah  !  with  what  ease  she  breaks  those  chains  of  Lore ! 
Whom  Love  with  all  his  force  «had  bound  in  ^-ain. 
Let  charms  compel,  and  magic  rites  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Brnig  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Queen  of  the  night,  brigrht  empiess  of  the  stars. 
The  friend  of  Love,  a^ist  a  lover*8  cares  } 
And  thou,  infernal  Hecate,  be  nigh. 
At  whose  approach  fierce  wolves  aflrighted  fly : 
Dark  tomlra  disclose  their  dead,  and  boUow  cries 
Echo  from  imder  ground — ^Arise,  arise. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjured  wamlerer. 
As,  crackling  in  the  fire,  this  laurel  lies. 
So,  struggling  in  love's  flame,  her  lover  dies  j 
It  bursts,  and  in  a  blaze  of  light  expires. 
So  may  she  bum,  but  with  more  lastinsr  fires. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  waoderer. 
As  the  wax  melts,  which  to  the  flame  I  hold. 
So  may  she  melt,  and  never  more  grow  cold. 
Tough  ir'n  will  yield,  and  stubborn  marble  nm. 
And  hardest  hearts  by  love  arc  melted  down. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  ^lls  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  with  impetuous  motion  wjiirlinc:  ro'.md. 
This  magic  wheel  still  moves,  yet  keeps  its  ground, 
Ever  retummg,  so  may  she  come  back. 
And  never  more  the  appointed  round  forsake. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  p);epare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjured  wanderer. 
Diana,  hail !  all  hail !  most  welcome  thou. 
To  whom  th*  infernal  king  and  judges  bow ; 
O  thou,  whose  heart  the  power  of  Hell  disarms. 
Upon  a  faithless  woman  try  thy  charms. 
Hark !  the  dogs  howl,  she  comes,  the  goddess  comc9, 
Sound  the  loud  trump,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystk;  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  peijur'd  wanderer. 
How  calm  's  the  sky !  how  undisturbed  the  deep } 
Nature  is  husht,  the  very  tempests  sleep  ^ 
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ne  drompjr  winds  brestlie  gently  thro*  tlie  trees. 
And  silenl  on  the  teacb,  repose  the  seas : 
Love  only  wakes ;  the  stonn  that  tears  my  breast 
For  efer  rsfes,  and  distracts  my  rest : 
O  Lov« !  relentless  Lore  ^  tyrant  accurst. 
In  deseiti  bred,  by  cruel  tigers  nurs'd ! 
Bqpn,  b^n,  the  mystic  Ipells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  pet)ur'd  wanderer. 
This  ribbon,  that  once  hound  her  lovely  waist, 
O  that  my  arms  .might  gird  her  there  as  &st ! 
Smiling  she  gaTc  it,  and  1  prized  it  more 
Than  the  rich  aone  the  Idalian  goddess  wore : 
This  ribbon,  this  lovM  relict  of  the  fiur, 
So  kiit,  and  so  preaerT'd~thu»--thus  I  tear.  - 

0  Love !  why  dost  thou  thus  delight  to  rend 

My  son]  with  pain  ?  Ah  !  why  torment  thy  friend  ? 
Begin,  b^n,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  peijur*d  wanderer. 
Thrice  have  1  nu^rific'd,  and,  prostrate,  thrice 
Ador'd :  assist,  ye  powers,  the  sacrifice'. 
Whoe'er  he  is  whon^  now,  the  fiur  beguiles 
With  guilty  glances,  and  with  peijur'd  smiles, 
Malignsnt  vapours  Uast  his  impious  head, 
Ytf  lightnings  scorch  him,  thunder  strike  him  dead  ^ 
Honor  of  conscicnoc  all  his  slumbers  break. 
Distract  his  rest,  as  love  keeps  me  awake ; 
If  married,  may  his  wife  an  Helen  be. 
And  cnis'«l,  and  ■oom*d,  like  Menelaus,  he. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
These  poworful  drops,  thike  on  the'threshold  pour, 
ind  bathe,  with  this  enchanted  juice,  her  door. 
That  door  where  no  admittance  now  is  found. 
But  where  my  soul  is  ever  hovering  round. 
Hute,  and  obey ;  and  binding  be  the  spell : 
Here  ends  my  charm  $  O  Love !  succeed  it  well : 
By  force  of  magic,  stop  the  flying  fair. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thon*it  now  alone,  and  painful  is  restraint, 
£ase  thy  prest  heart,  and  give  thy  sorrows  vent : 
Whence  sprang,  and  how  began  these  jrnefs,  declare ; 
How  much  thy  love,  bow  cruel  thy  despair. 
Ye  Moon  and  Stars,  by  whoee  au^cious  light 

1  haunt  these  groves,  and  waste  the  tedious  night ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  killiiu^  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 

Too  late  for  hope,  for  my  re{x>8e  too  soon 

I  law,  and  lov'd :  Her  heart  engag'd,  was  gone  ; 

A  happier  man  possessed  whom  I  adore ; 

0 !  1  should  ne'er  have  seen,  or  seen  before. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  kiUittg  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 

Mliat  shall  I  do  >  Shall  I  in  silence  bear. 

Destroy  myself,  or  kill  the  ravisher  ? 

Die,  wretched  lover,  cfie ;  but  O  f  beware. 

Hurt  not  the  man  who  is  belovM  by  her ; 

Wait  for  a  better  hour,  and  trust  thy  Fate, 

Tboo  seek'st  her  love,  beget  not  then  her  hate.- 
Ten,  for  yon  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  kiiUng  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 

My  life  consummg  witb  etenial  grief. 

From  herbs,  and  spells,  I  seek  a  vain  relief; 

To  every  wise  magician  I  repair 

In  vain,  for  still  1  love,  and  I  despair. 

Cfce,  Medea,  and  the  Sybils'  books, 

Contain  not  half  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks. 
Tell,  for  yoo  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
lU  kiil^  anguisb,  and  its  secret  smarts 


As  melted  gold  preserves  its  weight  the  sarae» 
So  burnt  my  love,  nor  wasted  in  the  flame. 
And  now,  unable  to  support  the  strife, 
A  glimmering  hope  recalls  departing  life  t 
My  rival  dying,  I  no  longer  grieve, 
Since  I  may  ask,  and  she  with  honour  give. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  biutlten  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Witness,  ye  Hours,  with  what  unwearied  care. 
From  place  to  place  I  still  pqrsu  d  the  fair; 
Nor  was  occa^sion  tare^'eal  my  flame, 
Slow  to  my  s«iccour,  for  it  kindly  came, 
It  came,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight, 
O  gods  !  and  how  I  trembled  at  the  sisrht ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Dismay'd,  and  motionless,  Ciinfus'd,  amaz'd. 
Trembling  I  stood,  and  teiTify'd  I  gaz'd ; 
My  faultering  tongue  in  vain  for  utterance  try'd. 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  albortive  dy'd. 
Or  in  weak  sounds,  and  broken  accents  came. 
Imperfect,  as  discourses  in  a  dream. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killtnjg  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart. 
Soon  she  divin'd  what  this  confusion  meant. 
And  guess'd  with  case  the  cause  of  my  complaint 
My  tongue  emboldening  as  her  looks  were  mild. 
At  length  I  told  my  griefs — and  still  she  smil'd* 
O  Syren  !  Syren !  fiur  dcluder,  say 
Why  would  you  tempt  to  trust,  and  then  betray  ? 
So  faithless  now,  why  gave  you  hopes  before  ? 
Alas  !  you  should  have  been  less  kind,  or  more. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Secure  of  innocence,  I  seek  to  know 
From  whence  this  change,  and  my  misfortunes  groir» 
Rumour  is  loud,  and  every  voice  proclaims 
Her  violated  faith,  and  conscious  flames  : 
Can  this  be  true  ?  Ah  !  flattering  mischief  speak f 
Could  you  make  vows,  and  in  a  moment  break  ? 
And  can  the  space  so  very  narrow  be 
Betwixt  a  woman's  Chth,  and  peijuiy  } 

0  Jealousy  !  all  other  ills  at  first 

My  love  essay'd,  but  thou  art  sure  the  worst. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Ungratefiil  Myra  !  urge  me  thus  no  more, 
Nor  think  me  tame,  that  once  so  long  I  bore ; 
If  passion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  despair. 
Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  bear. 
Who  knows  what  I — ?  Ah  !  feeble  rajpe,  and  vain ! 
With  how  secure  a  brow  she  mocks  my  pain : 
Thy  heart,  fond  lover,  does  thy  threats  belie. 
Canst  thou  IKirt  her,  for  whom  thou  yetwouldst  die? 
Nor  durst  she  thus  thy  just  resentment  brave. 
But  tliat  she  knows  how  much  thy  soul 's  her  slavt. 

Bat  see  !  Aurora,  rising  with  the  Sun, 
Dissolves  my  charm,  and  frees  th'  enchanted  Moon; 
My  spells  no  longer  bind  at  sight  of  day. 
And  young  Fjidymion  calls  his  love  away : 
Love 's  the  reward  of  all,  on  Earth,  in  Heaven, 
And  for  a  plague  to  me  alone  was  given : 
But  ills  not  to  be  shunn'd,  we  must  endure. 
Death,  and  a  broken  heart 's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia,  ferewell,  go  rest  thy  wearied  light, 

1  must  for  ever  wake— We'll  meet  again  at  nighti 
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Iv  lonely  wilks,  diitracted  by  despair, 
Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  with  killing  care, 
Myeyes  overflowing,  and  my  frantic  nitnd 
Racked  with  w9d  thoughts,  swelling  with  sighs  the 

<   wind; 
Through  paths  untrodden,  day  and  night  I  rove. 
Mourning  the  &te  of  my  suooftsless  lore. 
Who  most  desire  to  live,  unthnely  fall, 
But  when  we  beg  to  die,  Death  flies  our  call  j 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  k>v*d  breast 
In  vMt  of  joy,  where  Venus  wont  to  rest; 
That  fste»  which  cruel  seem*d  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happiness  to  me. 
When  will  my  sorrows  end  ?  in  vain,  in  vain 
I  call  to  Heaven,  and  tell  the  gods  my  pam ; 
The  gods,  averre,  like  Myra,  to  my  prayer, 
Consent  to  doom,  whom  she  denies  to  spare. 
Why  do  I  seek  fbr  foreign  aids,  when  I 
Bear  ready  by  my  side  the  power  to  die  ? 
Be  keen,  my  sword,  and  serve  thy  master  well. 
Heal  wounds  with  wounds,  and  love  with  death 

repd« 
Straight  up  I  rose,  and  to  my  aking  breast. 
My  bosom  bare,  the  ready  point  I  prest ; 
When  lo !  astonished,  an  unusual  light, 
Aerc'd  the  thick  shade,  and  all  around  grew  bright; 
My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form  behold, 
SpMndid  with  light,  like  beams  of  burning  gold ; 
Eternal  rays  his  shining  temples  grace ;   . 
Eternal  youth  sat  "blooming  on  his  face. 
Tirembling  I  listen,  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
Jiia  breath  perfumes  the  grove,  and  music  *s  in  the 
sound  >. 

'<  Cease,  lover,  cease,  thy  toider  heart  to  vex, 
Ito  fruitless  plaints  of  an  ungrsteful  sex. 
In  Fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ, 
That  women  ever  shall  be  foes  to  wit. 
With  proper  arts  their  sickly  minds  command. 
And  please  'em  with  the  things  they  understand ; 
With  noisy  fopperies  their  hearts  assail, 
Renoonce  all  sense ;  how  should  thy  songs  prevail. 
When  I,  the  god  of  wit,  so  oft  could  fail  ? 
Remember  me,  and  in  my  story  And 
How  vainly  merit  pleads  to  womankind : 
I,  by  whom  all  things  shine,  who  tune  the  spheres. 
Create  the  day,  and  gild  the  night  with  stars ; 
Whose  youth  and  beauty,  from  all  ages  past, 
Sprang  with  the  world,  and  with  the  world  shall  last. 
How  oft  with  fruitless  tears  have  I  impKir*d 
tJngratefuI  nymphs,  and  though  a  god,  adorM  ? 
When  could  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth. 
Move  a  hard  heart  ?  or,  mov'd,  secure  its  truth  ? 

"  Here  a  proud  nymph,with  painful  steps  I  chase, 
.The  winds  out-flying  in  our  nimble  race ; 
Stay,  Daphne,  stay. — In  vain,  in  vain  I  try 
To  stop  her  speed,  redoubling  at  my  cry, 
0*cr  craggy  rocks,  and  ruggeid  hills  she  climbs. 
And  tears  on  pointed  flints  her  tender  limbs  : 
*Till  caught  at  length,  just  as  my  arms  1  fold, 
Tum'd  to  a  tree  she  yet  escapes  my  hold. 

"  In  my  next  love,  a  diff 'rent  fate  I  find, 
Ah  \  which  i^ worse,  the  false,  or  the  unkind^ 

» Apoflo. 


Foigetting  Di^ne,  I  OMonis  'diose, 

A  kinder  njrmph — ^too  kind  fbr  my  repose  r 

The  .ioys  I  give,  bul^nore  provoke  her  breast; 

She  keeps  a  private  drudge  to  quendi  the  res^  s^ 

How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  prodanft 

Her  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  shame. 

Hard  lot  of  beauty  !  frteUy  beslow'd. 

Or  given  to  the  false,  or  to  the  proud ; 

By  different  ways  they  bring  us  equal  pain. 

The  ^lise  betray  us,  and  the  proud  disdain. 

Scom'd  and  abusM,  from  mortal  loves  I  fly» 

To  seek  more  truth  in  myown  native  sky. 

Venus,  the  direst  of  mimortal  loves, 

Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  dovea. 

With  glowing  eyes,  oonfiessing  warm  desires, 

%e  summons  Heaven  and  Earth  to  quench  her  fire^ 

Me  she  excludes ;  and  I  in  vain  adore,  • 

Who  neither  god  nor  man  refused  before; 

Vuloan,  the  very  monster  of  the  skies, 

Vulcan  she  takes,  the  god  of  wit  denies. 

"  Then  cease  to  murmur  at  thy  Myra's  pnde. 
Whimsy,  not  Reason,  is  the  female  gukle : 
The  fate,  of  which  their  master  does  complain. 
Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  inspired  trahi.\ 
What  vows  have  fiiird }  Hack  how  Oatulhis  mooma. 
How  Ovid  weq>9,  and  slighted  Oallus  bums  $ 
In  melting  strains  see  gentle  Waller  bleed, 
Unmov'd  she  heard,  what  none  unmov'd  can  read. 
And  thou,  who  qft  with  such  ambitiaus  choice, 
HasK  rais'd  to  Myn.  thy  aspiring  vovct, 
What  profit  thy  neglected  zeal  repays  ? 
Ah  what  return  ?  Ungrateful  to  thy  praise } 

*^  Change  change  thy  style,  with  mortel  rage  re- 
Unjust  disdain,  and  pride  oppose  to  soom ;      [turn 
Search  all  the  secrets  of  the  fair  and  young. 
And  then  proclaim,  soon  shall  they  bribe  thy  tongue^ 
The  sharp  detractor  with  success  assails. 
Sure  tQ  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails ; 
Women,  like  cowards,  tame  to  the  severe, 
Aro  only  fierce  .when  they  discover  fear." 

Thus  spake  the  god ;  and  upward  mounts  in  air^ 
In  just  resentment  of  his  past  despair. 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  to  my  aid  I  call 
The  Furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gall : 
Not  one  shall  'scape  of  all  the  cozening  sex, 
Vex'd  shall  they  be,  who  so  delight  to  vex. 
In  vain  I  try,  in  vain  to  vengeance  move 
My  gentle  Muse,  so  us*d  to  tender  love ; 
Such  magic  rules  my  heart,  whatever  I  write 
Turns  all  to  soft  complaint,  and  amorous  flight. 
"  Begone,  fimd  thoughts,  begone,  be  bold,"  said  I, 
"  Satire  *s  thy  theme" — In  vain  again  I  try. 
So  charming  yiyiB.  to  each  sense  appears. 
My  soul  adores,  my  rage  dissolves  in  tears. 

So  the  gaird  lion,  smarting  with  his  wound, 
Threatens  his  foes,  and  ihakes  the  forest  sound. 
With  his  strong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart. 
And  tears  his  nde  with  more  provokmg  smart. 
Till,  having  spent  his  voice  in  fruitless  cries. 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and  dies. 


ADIEV  VAMOVR. 
Here  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  cease. 
If  not  in  joy,  Til  live  at  least  m  peace  ;  ' 

«  A  nymph  belovedby  Apollo,  but  at  tlie  same 
time  had  a  private  intrigue  with  one  bohis,  whieh 
was  discovered  by  a  crow. 
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fiiiiee  for  flie  plcasmres  of  an  hoar, 
We  nraal  endure  an  age  of  pain, 

rU  be  thia  abject  thing  no  more. 
Love,  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Despair  tormented  first  my  breast, 
Nov  Falsehood,  a  more  cruel  gueslj 
O!  lor  the  peace  of  hiimankiDd, 

Ibke  women  longer  true,  or  atoner  kind  ; 
Wrttk  justice,  ot  with  mercy  reiertt,  * 

O  Love !  or  gire  me  hack  my  heart  again. 


LOVE. 

To  love,  is  to  be  doom'd  on  Earth  to  feel 
Uliat  after  death  the  tortur'd  meet  in  Hell : 
The  raltuie  dipping  in  Prometheus*  side 
His  bloody  beak,  with  his  torn  liver  dy'd. 
It  LOTe.    The  stone  that  labours  up  the  hill, 
Mocking  the  bUMN]ier*8toil  returning  still. 
Is  Lore.    Those  streams  where  Tantalus  is  curst 
To  at,  and  never  drmk,  with  endless  thirst : 
Those  loaden  bougbs  that  with  their  burthen  bend 
To  court  his  taste,  and  yet  escape  his  hand, 
AH  this  is  Love,  that  to  dissembled  joys 
invites  vain  men,  with  real  grief  destrojrs. 


MEDITATION  Off  DEATH. 

I. 
EsorcB,  enoogh,  my  Soul,  of  worldly  noise ; 

Of  aery  pomps,  and  fleeting  joys ; 
What  does  this  busy  world  provide  at  best, 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  like  glass. 
But  poisoned  sweets,  a  troubled  feast, 
And  pleasures  like  the  wmds,  that  in  a  moment  pass  ? 
Thy  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give, 
And  atody  how  to  die,  not  how  to  liye. 

n. 

Hov  ftail  is  beauty  ?  Ah  !  how  vain, 
And  how  sbort-liv'd  those  glories  are. 

That  tex  oor  nights  and  dajrs  with  pain, 
And  break  our  hearts  with  care  ! 

hi  dost  we  no  distinction  see, 
Sock  Hefett  is,  such,  Myra,  thou  must  be. 

IIL 
Hov  ihort  B  life  ?  why  will  vam  courtiers  toil, 
And  crowd  a  vainer  monarch,  for  a  smile  ? 
What  is  that  monarch,  but  a  mortal  man, 
H'n  crova  a  pagrant,  and  his  life  a  span  ? 
With  all  his  guards  and  his  dommions,  he 
Must  acken  too,  and  die  as  well  as  we. 

IV. 
Thott  boasted  names  of  conquerors  jmd  kmgs 
Are  ivaDow'd  and  become  forgotten  things : 
One  destin'd  period  men  in  common  have. 
The  p«at,  the  hose,  the  coward,  and  the  brave, 
AD  food  alike  fbr  worms,  companions  ill  the  grave. 
The  prince  and  parasite  together  lie, 
Ko  Fotaae  can  exalt,  but  Death  will  climb  as  high. 


ESSAY 

VnV  O.VNATTKAL  FtlGBTS  I!<  POETIIT. 

As  when  some  image  of  a  eharming  foce 
kjftia$ paiB^  aa  artist  tries  to  trace. 


He  carefully  oonstilts  each  beaoteoos  line. 

Adjusting  to  his  object,  his  deaign. 

We  praise  the  piece,  and  give  the  painter  fame^ 

But  as  the  just  resemblance  speaks  the  dame. 

Poets  are  Umnen  of  another  kind. 

To  copy  out  ideas  in  the  mind ; 

Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  thoughts  are 

And  Nature  sits,  the  object  to  be  drawn ;     [shown^ 

The  written  picture  we  applaud,  or  blame. 

But  as  the  due  proportions  are  the  same. 

Who  driven  with  ungovernable  fire. 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  these  bounds  aq[>ire,  r 

Gigantic  forms,  and  monstrous  births  alone 
Produce,  wiuch  Nature,  shocked,  disdains  to  own. 
By  tme  reflexion  I  wouM  see  my  face, 
Why  brings  the  fool  a  magnifying  glass  ? 
(aj  "  But  Poetry  in  fiction  takes  delight. 
And  mounting  in  bold  figures  ont  of  sight, 
Leaves  Truth  behind,  in  her  audacioua  flight: 
Fables  and  metaphors,  that  always  lie. 
And  rash  hyperboles  that  soar  so  high. 
And  every  ornament  of  verse  must  die." 
Mistake  me  not :  no  figures  I  exclude, 
And  but  forbid  intemperance,  not  food. 
Vfbo  would  with  care  some  hsqapy  fiction  finanm. 
So  mimicks  Troth,  it  looks  the  very  same ; 
Not  rais'd  to  force,  or  feign'd  in  Nature*aaoon» 
But  meant  to  grace,  illustrate,  and  adorn. 
Important  truths  still  let  your  fablea  hold. 
And  moral  mysteries  with  art  unfold. 
Ladies  and  b^ux  to  please,  is  all  the  task. 
But  the  sharp  critic  will  instruction  ask. 

(bj  As  veils  transparent  cover,  but  not  hide^ 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply'd ; 
When  thro'  the  phrase  we  plainly  see  the  sense. 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's  obvious,  will  dispense; 
The  reader  what  in  reason  's  due,  believes, 
Nor  can  we  call  that  ialse,  which  not  deceives. 

fcj  Hyperboles,  so  daring  and  so  bold. 
Disdaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  controPd 
Above  the  clouds,  but  still  within  our  sight. 
They  mount  with  Truth,  and  make  a  tow'ring  flighl^ 
Presenting  things  impossible  to  view. 
They  wander  thro'  incredible  to  true : 
Falsehoods  thus  mix'd,  like  metals  are  refin'd. 
And  ti-uth,  like  silver,  leaves  the  dross  behind. 

Thus  Poetry  has  ample  space  to  soar, 
Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore : 
Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience  read. 
Who  thus  describes  his  hero  slain  and  dead : 
(dj  "  Kill'd  as  he  was  *,  insensible  of  death. 

He  still  fights  on,  and  scorns  to  yield  his  breath.* 
The  noisy  culverin,  o'ercharg'd,  lets  fly. 
And  bursts  unarming  in  the  rended  sky : 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman's  dream, 
And  Nature  suflers  in  the  wild  extreme. 

The  captive  Canibal  weigh'd  down  with  chains 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reviles,  provokes,  disdains. 
Of  nature  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud. 
He  grins  defiance  at  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  spent  at  last,  and  speechless  as  he  lies. 
With  looks  still  thrcatning,  mocks  their  rage  and 
This  is  the  utmost  stretch  that  Nature  can,    [dies : 
And  all  beyond  is  fulsome,  fisdse,  and  vain. 

Beauty's  the  theme;  some  nynaph  divmely  foir 
Excites  the  Muse :  let  truth  be  even  thera : 
As  pamters  flatter,  so  may  poets  too, 
But  to  resemblance  must  be  ever  tme. 
A  Aiipstob 
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(e)  "  The  *  dmy  fhat  she  was  bom,  the  Cyprian 
queen 

Had  like  t'havc  dy'd  thro'  envy  and  thro*  spleen ; 

The  Graces  in  a  harry  left  the  skies 

To  have  the  bonoar  to  attend  her  eyes ; 

And  Love,  dc^pairinp  in  her  heart  a  place, 
-     Would  needs  take  up  his  lodging  in  her  f<ice.'' 
Tho'  wrote  by  great  Cumeiilp,  snch  lines  as  these, 
Such  ci%'il  nonsense  sure  coulil  never  please. 
Waller,  the  best  uf  all  th'  inspired  train, 
To  melt  the  fair,  instructs  the  dying  swain. 

(J'J  The  Roman  wit  ^,  who  impiously  dividet 
His  hero  and  his  gods  to  diif 'rent  sides, 
I  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  spite  of  sense, 
Th'  admiring  world  still  stands  in  his  defence. 
How  oft,  alas !  the  best  of  men  in  vain 
Contend  for  blessings  which  the  worst  obtain ! 
The  gods,  permitting  traitors  tmucceed. 
Become  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed  : 
And  by  the  tjnrant's  murder,  we  may  tind 
That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind. 

Thui  forcing  truth  with  such  preposterous  praise. 
Our  characters  we  lessen,  when  we*d  raise : 
Like  castles  built  by  magic  art  in  air, 
That  vanish  at  approach,  such  thoughts  appear; 
But  raised  on  truth,  by  some  judicious  hand, 
As  on  a  rock  they  shall  for  ages  stand. 

fgj  Onr  King  ^  returned,  and  banish'd  peare  re- 
The  Muse  ran  mad  to  see  her  exxVd  lord;    [stor'd, 
On  the  crack'd  stage  the  bedlam  heroes  roarM,  ' 
And  sarce  could  speak  one  resisonable  word ; 
Brydcn  himself,  to  please  a  frantic  age, 
Was  fbrc'd  to  let  his  judgment  stoop  to  rage. 
To  a  wild  audience  he  conformed  his  voice, 
Comply *d  to  custom,  but  not  err*d  by  choice: 
Deem  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer  s  sin, 
Almansor's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  ; 
That  fury  spent  in  each  elaborate  piece, 
He  vies  for  fame  with  ancient  Rome  and  ^eece. 
First  Mulgrave  *  rose,    Roscommon  next,  like 
light. 
To  clear  our  darkness,  ami  to  guide  our  flight ; 
With  steady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  soumls. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  set  us  bounds ; 
Jhe  Stagirite  and  Horace  laid  asid(>, 
Informed  by  them,  we  need  no  fbrcign  guide : 
Who  seek  from  poetry  a  lasting  name, 
May  in  their  lessons  learn  the  road  to  fame : 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  sure 
That  every  line  the  test  of  tnith  endure ; 
On  this  fbnndation  may  the  fabric  rise, 
Firm  and  unshaken,  till  it  touch  tlie  skies. 

From  pidpits  banish 'd,  from  the  court,  from  love, 
Forsaken  Truth  seeks  shelter  in  the  grove ; 
Cherish,  ye  Muses !  the  neglected  fair. 
And  take  into  your  train  th'  abandon*d  wanderer. 


EXPLANATORY  ANNOTATIONS 

07f  THE 

FOREGOING  POEM. 

fa)  Tux  poetic  world  is  nothing  but  fiction ;  Par- 
»  Pegasus,  and  the  Muses,  pure  imaghiation 


>  Comeille.        *  Locan.        3  King  Charles  H. 
♦  Earl  of  Mnlgrave's  Essay  upon  Poetry ;  and 
Lord  Roscommon^s  upon  Vnslated  Verse. 


and  chimaera :  but  being  liovtvw  m  cyilea  wunr* 
sally  agreed  on,  all  that  has  or  may  be  cootriFed  or 
invented  upon  this  £auodatioo,  according  to  nstor^ 
shall  be  reputed  as  truth;  buTivhataoevcr  shall 
diminish  from,  or  eaccod  the  just  nroportioos  of 
luUure,  shall  be  rejected  as  false,  ana  pass  far  ex- 
travagance ;  as  dwar&  and  giants,  for  monsters 

(bj  When  Honi|r>  mentioning  Achillea,  tenm 
him  a  lion,  this  is  a  metaphor,  and  the  meaoiog  is 
obvious  ami  true,  though  the  literal  setoae  be  fidae, 
the  poet  intending  thereby  to  give  bis  reader  some 
idea  of  the  strength  «»d  fbrtitade  of  his  hero.  Had 
he  said,  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had  been  false, 
by  presenting  an  imag«  not  conformable  to  the  na- 
ture and  character  of  a  htfro^  ke. 

fc)  Hyperboles  are  of  di>'>crse  sorts,  and  the 
manner  of  mtrodoqng  them  is  different :  some  are 
as  it  were  naturalized  and  estabUahed  fay  a  custo- 
mary way  of  expression ;  as  when  we  say,  such  a 
one  is  as  swift  as  the  wiikI,  whiter  than  snow,  or  the 
like.  Homer,  speaking  of  Kerens,  calls  him  beauty 
itself.  Martial,  of  Zoilus,  lewdness  itself.  Such 
hyperboles  He  indeed,  but  deceive  us  not;  and 
therefore  Seneca  terms  them  lies  that  readily  con- 
duct our  imagination  to  truths,  and  have  an  mtel- 
ligtblc  signification,  though  the  expressien  be 
f^t rained  beyond  credibility.  Custom  has  likewise 
familarised  another  way  for  hyperboles,  for  exam., 
plo,  by  irony ;  as  when  we  say  of  some  nnfamoos 
woman,  she's  a  civil  person,  where  the  meaning  is 
to  be  taken  q^iitc  opposite  to  the  latter.  These  few 
llgurcs  are  mentioned  only  for  example  sake ;  it 
will  be  undcntood  that  all  others  are  to  be  used 
with  the  like  care  and  discretion. 

(d)  I  needed  not  to  have  travelled  so  far  for  an 
extravagant  flight;    I  remember  one  of  British 
growth  of  the  like  nature  r 
See  those  dead  bodies  hence  conveyM  with  care. 
Life  may  perhaps  return— with  change  of  air. 

But  I  choose  rather  to  correct  gently,  by  foreign 
examples,  hoping  that  snch  as  are  conaeions  of  the 
like  excesses  will  take  the  hint,  and  secretly  reprove 
thenitielves.  It  may  be  possible  for  some  tempers 
ti)  maintain  rage  and  indignation  to  the  last  gaqp ; 
but  the  sonl  and  body  once  parted,  there  must  ne- 
cessarily be  a  determination  of  action* 
QdudcwKpio  ostendis  mihi  sic  increduhn  odL 
I  cannot  forbear  quotmg  on  this  occask>n,  as  an 
example  for  the  present  purpose,  two  noble  lines  of 
Jasper  Main^s,  in  the  collection  of  the  Oxford  Verses 
printed  m  the  year  1643,  upon  the  death  of  my 
grandfather,  sir  Bevil  Granville,  slam  in  the  heat  of 
action  at  the  battle  of  Lanadowne.  The  poet,  after 
having  described  the  fight,  the  soldiers  animated  by 
tho  example  of  their  leader,  and  enraged  at  his 
death  thns  concludes : 

Thus  he  bdng  slain,  his  action  foaght  anew. 
And  the  dead  cooquer'd,  whilst  the  living  slew. 

This  is  agreeable  to  truth,  and  within  the  eompass 
of  nature :  it  is  thns  only  that  the  dead  can  act 

(e)  I^  jour  qtt*eUe  q^iutk  Vennsbienqu'immor- 

telle, 
Pensa  mourir  de  honte,  en  la  voyant  si  belle, 
Lcs  Giaces  a  Penvi  descenibent  des  cieux 
Pour  avoir  I'hOBeiir  d'acoompagner  ces  yenx. 
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fit  rAmonr,  ^  ne  ^  Mlver  dtns  son  courage, 
VoolBt  dbstmitaieiit  loger  tor  mb  Tisane. 

This  is  a  lover's  d^sctTp^mk  of  his  mistress,  by  the 
pest  GfinwiUe ;  ciril,  to  be  sore,  and  potite  «s  any 
tkhif  can  be.    Let  any  body  turn  over  Waller,  and 
be  wiQ  see  bonr  much  more  natiunlly  and  delicately 
^e  Ei^liah  anthor  treats  the  article  of  love,  than 
Ibis  celebrated  fiwnchmaiiL    I  would  not,  however, 
be  tboogbt  by  any  deiDsatory  quotation  to  take 
from  the  merit  of  a  writer*  whoas  reputation  is  so 
imiTcnally  and  so  justly  established  in  all  nationa; 
bat  as  I  said  before,  I  rather  choose,  where  any 
_  I  fti«  to  be  foiud,  to  carrect  my  own  country- 
I  bf  fisragn  examples,  than  to  provoke  them  by 
iMt^mmt^mm  diawn  fiXMii  thfiir  own  writings.  Humanum 
vktrrm^^     I  cannot  forbear  one  quotation  more 
from  aiKitber  cekbmtad  Frenph  author.    It  is  an 
cpifiam  iQMm  a  monument  for  Francis  I.  king  of 
Fianoe,  by  wiy  of  qocslion  and  anasrer,  which  in 
Ej^ftb  is  WBsbatim  Ana : 
Under  this  marble,  who  lies  buried  here  ? 
Fraoe&s  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  eompare. 
Ulrr  has  ao  great  a  king  so  small  a  stone  ? 
Of  i^at  great  king  here»s  bat  the  heart  alone. 
Tlien  of  this  oonqucror  here  Ties  but  part  ? 
No— here  he  lies  a!/— for  he  was  all  heart. 
The  anthor  was  a  Gascon,  to  whom  1  €an  properly 
«|ipQae  nobody  so  well  as  a  Wolcfamaa,  for  which 
pmpQte  I  am  farther  furnished  from  the  foremen- 
tiooed  ooUectjon  of  Oxford  Vencs,  with  an  epigram 
bf  Maxtin  liueUin  upon  tbe  same  subject,  which  I 
remember  to  bave  heard  often  repeated  to  me  whoa 
I  was  m  boy.     Besides^  from  whence  can  we  dmw 
better  nnrmf'^  than  Orom  the  very  scat  and  nursery 
sftheMnseK? 
Tkns  «IbIb>  thy  vnliaiit  ancestor  ^  did  lie, 
Whefi  bis  one  bsMi  a  navy  did  d«fy; 
Wben  ■s«r«BcompfiMM  voind,  he  vtelor  stood, 
AM  b«ai^  his  pimrnne  hi  his  ^Mdiyiefhiy  blood, 
Till,  all  the  purple  ourrent  dry'd  and  spent, 
He  Ml,  and  made  the  waves  his  msmiiMant.    ' 
Wheie  tfmll  the  next  fam'd  Qranvilte's  aslies 

Standi 
lliy  graodaire^  fills  the  sea,  and  Mae  tbe  land 
I  cannot  say  the  two  last  lines,  in  which  consists  the 
^\t^  or  point  of  the  epigmm,  are  strictly  conform- 
able to  tbe  rule  herein  set  down :  the  word  a*/r«, 
Bietaphoricany,  can  signify  nothing  but/nm*? ;  which 
if  mere  sound,  and  can  till  no  space  either  of  land 
or  sea :  the  Welchman,  however,  must  be  allowed 
to  have  out-done  the  Gasccnn.  The  fallacy  of  the 
French  epigram  appears  at  first  sight;  but  the 
Biglish  strikes  the  fiincy,  sij^emU  and  da7j?les  the 
jwi^ment,  and  may  perhajw  be  allowed  to  pass 
under  the  shelter  of  those  daring  hyperboles,  which, 
by  presenting  an  obvions  meaning,  make  their  way, 
scoQidiB^  to  Seneca,  through  the  incredible  to  true. 

(f)  Vietfix  cmm  Deis  plaeidt^  sed^n<fta  Qitoni. 
TbeoMMitof  aomany  ages  faavM^  cstablisbod  the 
feputstjon-irtbis  Rue,  it  Baayp»hnpsbepres«np- 
tioD  to  attack  it;  bMt  it  is  not  to  be-supposed  that 

sSb  Kicbard  Orttkvine,  viM^fmfMl  of  fing^ 
bmd.  a  Ite  t«%B  «»f  queen  Ebflilbeith,  maiMttimed 
a  figbt  with  bis  aiii^le  A»p  agahMltlie  «bole  Ar- 
mada of  S^ite,  t««i9ltef  tf  lIlfy-thDie  «r  tteir  best 

aeaofvar.    • 


Cato,  who  is  described  t6  have  been  a  man  of  ngid 
morals  and  strict  -devotion,  more  resembling  the 
gods  than  men,  would  have  chosen  any  party  in 
oppoation  to  tfaoee  gods,  whom  he  professed  to 
adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  understand,  that 
his  hero  was  too  righteous  a  person  to  accompany 
the  divinities  themselves  in  an  unjnSt  cause }  4mt  to 
represent  a  mortal  man  to  be  either  wiser  or  jneter 
than  the  Deity,  may  show  the  impiety  of  the  writer, 
but  add  nothing  to  the  merit  of  Ibe  hero ;  neither 
reason  nor  religion  will  allow  it,  and  it  is  impos- 
sible for  a  corrupt  being  to  be  more  excellent  than 
a  divine :  succest;  implies  permission,  and  not  ap- 
probation ;  to  place  the  gods  always  on  tlie  thriv-  , 
iog  side,  is  to  make  them  partakers  of  all  successful 
wickedness:  to  judge  right,  we  must  wait  for  the 
conclusion  of  the  action ;  the  catastrophe  will  best 
decide  on  which  side  is  Provid0noe»  and  the  vi(4ent 
death  of  Caosar  acquits  the  9ods  from  being  oom- 
pamoQS  of  his  usurpistion. 

loican  was  a  determined  repubiiean;  no  wonder 
he  was  a  firee-thinker. 

(g)  Mr.  Dryden,.  in  one  of  his  prologues,  has 
these  two  lines : 
He's  bound  to  please,  not  to  write  well,  and  knows 
There  is  a  mode  in  pla}'8,  as  well  as  dothee. 
From  whence  it  is  plain  where  he,  has  exposed  him- 
self to  the  critics  \  he  was  forced  to  follow  the 
fashion  to  humour  an  audience,  and  not  to  please 
himself.  A  hard  sacrifice  to  make  for  present  subsist- 
ence, especially  for  such  as  would  have  th«r  writings 
live  as  well  as  themselves.  Nor  can  the  poet  whose 
labours  are  his  daily  bread,  be  delivered  from  this 
cmcl  necessity,  unless  some  move  ceitainencoamge- 
ment  can  beprovidf^l  than  the  bare  uncertain  proltti 
of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre  be  put  under  some 
more  impartial  management  than  the  jurisdiction 
of  players.  Who  wiite  to  live,  must  unavoidably 
comply  with  their  taste  by  whose  approbation  they 
subsist ;  some  generous  prince,  or  prime  minister 
like  Richlieu,  can  only  find  a  remedy.  In  big 
Epistle  Dedicatory  to  the  Spanish  Friar,  this  in- 
comparable poet  thus  censures  himself: 

"  I  remember  some  verses  of  my  own,  Maximin 
and  Almanzor,  which  cry  vengeance  upon  me  for 
their  extravagance,  &c.  All  i  can  say  for  those 
passages,  which  are  1  ho{>e  not  many,  is,  that  I 
knew  they  were  bad  enough  to  please,  even  when  I 
wrot(^  them ;  but  I  rej>ent  of  them  anMng  my  sins : 
and  if  any  of  their  fellows  intrude  by  chance  into 
my  present  writings,  I  draw  a  stivke  over  those 
Dalilahs  of  the  theatre,  and  am  resolved  I  will 
settle  myself  no  reputation  by  the  applause  of 
fools :  *tis  not  that  I  am  'morti0ed  to  all  ambition, 
but  I  scorn  as  much  to  take  it  from  half-witted 
judges,  as  I  should  to  raise  an  estate  by  cheating 
of  bubbles:  neither  do  I  discromraend  the  lofi^ 
style  in  trai^y,  which  is  pomjious^  and  magnifi- 
cent ;  but  nothing  is  truly  sublime,  that  is  not  just 
and  proper." 

This  may  stand  as  an  nnanswersMe  apology  for 
Mr.  Dryden,  agafaist  his  critics ;  and  likewise  for 
an  unquestionable  authority  to  confirm  those  prin- 
ciples which  the  foregoinir  poem  pretends  to  lay 
down,  for  nothing  can  be  just  and  proper  but  what 
is  built  \ipon  trolb. 
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LANSDOWNE'S  POEMS. 


EPIGRAMS  AND  CHARACTERS,  »:e. 

'       IHICIltVTIOH  FOR  A  FIGUIIE  REnLBSBMriRG  TBB 
GOD  OP   LOTS. 

Whob'br  thoa  art,  thy  lord  and  master  see, 
TbtM  vast  my  slave,  thou  art,  or  thou  sbalt  be. 

OIFIMITION  OF   LOTS. 

Love  is  begot  by  Fancy,  bred 
By  Ignorance,  by  Expectation  fed, 
Bestroy'd  by  Knowledge,  and^  at  best. 
Lost  in  the  moment  tis  possessed. 


Women  to  oards  may  be  compar'd ;  we  play 
A  roand  or  two,  when  us'd  we  throw  away, 
TWce  a  firesh  pack ;  nor  is  it  worth  our  giieving. 
Who  cuts  or  shuffles,  with  our  dirty  leaving. 

TBB  RBLIBF. 

Of  two  relteft  to  ease  a  love-si^k  mind, 
flavia  prescribes  despair ;  I  urge,  be  kind : 
Flavia,  be  kind,  the  remedy  's  as  sure, 
fHs  the  most  pleasant,  and  the  quickest  cure. 

SENT  TO   CLABINDA  WITII   A   NOVEL,   ENTITLED, 
LBS  MALUEVK8  DE  L'AMOUE. 

Haste  to  Clarinda,  and  reveal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel ; 
When  that  is  done,  then  tell  the  fkir 
That  I  endure  much  more  for  her : 
Who'd  truly  know  Love's  power  or  smart, 
Must  view  her  eyes,  and  read  my  heart. 

WBITTEN  IN  HBB  PBArBB-BOOK. 

.    In  vam,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray  $ 
What  arrogance  on  Heav'n  to  call 
For  that  which  you  deny  to  all ! 

SONG   TO  THE    5AME. 

In  vain  a  thousand  slax-es  have  try'd 
To  overcome  Clarinda's  pride : 

Pity  pleading. 

Love  persuadmg. 
When  her  icy  heart  is  thaw'd, 
Honour  chides,  and  straight  she's  aw'd. 

Foolish  creature. 

Follow  Nature, 
Waste  not  thus  your  prime ; 

Youth  *s  a  treasure. 

Love 's  a  pleasure, 
Both  destroy'd  by  Time. 

ON  TBB  SAME. 

Clarinda,  with  a  haujghty  grace. 
In  scornful  postures  sets  her  face. 
And  looks  as  she  were  bom  alone 
To  give  us  love,  and  take  from  none. 
Tho'  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda,  I  would  die  for  thee, 
If  you're  too  proud  to  ease  my  pain,' 
I  am  too  proud  ibr  yoor  disdain. 


BBB  Nkm. 

Guess,  and  1*11  frankly  own  her  name 
Whose  eyes  have  kindled  such  a  flame ; 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 
Had  ne'er  been  sung,  had  she  been  seen. 
Who  set  the  very  gods  at  war, 
Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Believe  me,  for  by  Heav'ns  »tis  tmie  I 
The  Sun  m  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  so  feiror  bright, 
Nfot  even  his  own  reflected  light 
So  sweet  a  fttce !  such  graoeftil  mien ! 
Who  can  this  be  ?— Th  Howard— or  BAtLnmBK. 


CLBORA. 

Clbora  has  her  wish,  she  weds  a  peer, 
Her  weighty  train  two  pages  scarce  can  bear; 
Persia,  and  both  the  Indies  must  provide, 
To  grace  her  pomp,  and  gratify  her  pride  ; 
Of  rich  brocade  a  shining  robe  she  wears, 
And  gems  surround  her  lovely  neck,  like  stars  ; 
Drawn  by  six  greys,  of  the  proud  Belgian  kind. 
With  a  long  train  of  livery  beaux  behind. 
She  charms  the  park,  and  sets  all  hearts  on  fire. 
The  lady's  envy,  and  the  men's  desfane; 
Beholding  thus,  "  O  happy  as  a  queen  !'* 
We  cry;  but  shift  the  gaudy  flattering  scene  ; 
View  her  at  home,  in  her  domestic  light; 
For  thither  she  must  come,  at  least  at  night : 
What  has  she  there  }  A  surly  iU-bred  lord. 
Who  chides,  and  snaps  her  up  at  every  word ; 
A  brutal  sot,  who  while  she  holds  his  head, 
With  drunken  filth  bedaubs  the  nuptitd  bed ; 
Sick  to  the  heart,  she  breathes  the  nauBeoua  fume 
Of  odious  steams,  that  poison  all  the  room ; 
Weeping  all  night  the  tremblii^  creature  Hes, 
And  counts  the  tedious  bonn  when  she  may  rise : 
But  most  she  fears,  lest  wakti^  she  should  find. 
To  make  amends,  the  monster  would  be  kind  ; 
Those  matchless  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god. 
Must  bear,  tho'  much  averse,  the  loat^me  load  r 
What  then  may  be  the  chance  that  next  ensues  ? 
Some  vile  disease,  fresh  reeking  from  the  stews; 
The  secret  venom  circling  in  her  veins. 
Works  thro*  her  skin,  and  bursts  in  bloating  stains ; 
Her  cheeks  their  freshness  lose,  and  wonted  grace, 
And  an  unusual  paleness  spreads  her  face ; 
Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corrupted  breath 
Tainting  her  gums,  infects  her  iv'ry  teeth  ! 
Of  sharp  nocturnal  anguish  she  complains. 
And,  guiltless  of  the  cause,  relates  her  pains. 
The  conscious  husband^  whom  Uke  symptoms  seize. 
Charges  oo  her  the  guilt  of  their  disease  ; 
Aflecting  fury  acts  a  madman's  part. 
Hell  rip  the  fktal  secret  from  her  heart ; 
Bids  her  confess,  calls  her  ten  thousand  names ; 
In  vain  she  kneels,  shewe^,  protests,  catclsums; 
Scarce  with  her  life  she  'ecapes,  expoe'd  taaha^e. 
In  body  tortur'd,  murder'd  in  her  feme  ; 
Rots  with  a  vile  adulteress's  naoe. 
Abandon'd  by  her  friends,  without  defence. 
And  happy  only  in  her  innocenoe. 

Such  is  the  vengeance  the  just  godapiovida 
For  tfaoM  who  barter  Uberty  for  pride. 
Who  impiotttly  invvdce  the  powers  abpv« 
T9  witness  to  felse  vovs  of  mutual  lisve* 
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Ttemadt  of  poor  deoras  may  be  found, 

Soch  luHbaads,  and  such  wretched  wives  abound. 

Ye  pax^mt  powen !  the  arbiters  of  blias^ 
frenne  Oarinda  from  a  fate  like  this ; 
YoQ  ftm'd  her  &ir,  not  any  gnct  deny'd, 
Bot  gaf<e,  alasM  a  spaik  too  mjich  of  pride. 
Kefenn  that  fu&ag,  and  protect  her  still  $ 
O  save  her  from  the  CTBse  of  choosing  ill  \ 
Deem  it  not  enry,  er  a  jealous  care, 
That  mores  thew  Irishes,  or  provokes  this  prayer ; 
Though  wone  than  deitfa  I  dread  to  see  tfaoee  chaims 
ADotted  to  some  happier  mortal's  arms, 
TonneotrngtlMm^ti  yet  cooM  I  hear  that  pain. 
Or  any  iH,  hut  hearing  her  complain ; 
btat  on  her^  my  love  fidgets  his  own. 
Nor  iianMs  one  wish,  hot  for  her  sake  alone ; 
Wbome'er  the  gods  have  destfai'd  to  prefer, 
Theycanoot  make  me  wretched,  Uessmg  her. 


CLOE. 

,  attest 
1  Teotnr'd  to  lay  forms  aside ; 
Tvst  1  was  modest,  not  die  chaste, 
Cloe,  80  gently  press'd,  OHnply'd. 

VA  idte  awe,  an  amorous  fool, 
1  gas'd  npon  her  eyes  with  fbur; 

Say,  Love,  how  came  yoor  slave  so  dull. 
To  read  no  better  there? 

Tfaos  to  omselvcsthe  greatest  foes, 
AhfaMqih  the  nymph  be  well  inclined ; 

For  vaot  of  oonrage  to  propose. 
By  oar  own  ibily  she 's  unkind. 


MMS.  CLj^VERING  S 
siMomo. 

WsE!i  we  bdftold  her  angel  &ce ; 

Or  when  she  sings  with  heavenly  grace, 

In  vhat  we  hear,  or  what  we  see. 

So  ravidung  's  the  harmony. 
The  melting  soul,  in  rapture  lost. 
Knows  not  which  charm  enchants  it  most 

Sooidi  (hat  made  hiUs  and  rodss  rejoice, 
AsBpbioD^  lifte,  the  Syrens'  voice. 
Wooden  with  pnin  receiv'd  for  true, 
AionoefindcMdxt,  and  renew; 

Ko  charms  like  Clavering^s  voice  sarprize, 

Eieq^  tiie  magic  of  her  eyes. 


SONG. 

Tat  happiest  mortals  once  were  we, 
I  lur'd  Myra,  Myra  me ; 
Each  desiioos  of  the  blessing, 
Kolhiag  wanting  but  possessing  ; 
IkiT'd  Myra.  Myra  me, 
Tbe  bappieit  moirtals  once  were  weu 
1^  ance  cruel  frtes  dissever, 
turn  fiom  love^  and  torn  for  ever, 

1  Altenrards  lady  Cowper. 


Tortures  end  me, 

Death  befriend  me ; 
Of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain. 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 


THE  WILD  B0A1V8  DEFJ^NCE. 

A  BoAa  who  had  enjoy'd  a  happy  reign 
For  many  a  year,  and  fed  on  many  a  man, 
Call'd  to  account,  softening  his  savage  eyes. 
Thus  suppliant,  pleads  his  cause  befbre  he  dies. 

For  what  am  I  oondemn'd  ?  My  crime 's  no  more 
To  eat  a  man,  than  yoors  to  eat  a  boar : 
We  seek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides^ 
Nature,  and  mere  necessity  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  sport,  then  dish  us  np 
For  drunken  feasts,  a  rdish  for  the  cup : 
We  lengthen  not  our  meals ;  but  you  must  feast. 
Gorge  till  your  bellies  burst — ^pray  who 's  the  beast  ? 
With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  6iss, 
But  are  in  truth  worse  brutes  than  all  of  us : 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  brother. 
Most  bc^tly  of  all  beasts,  devour  each  other : 
Kings  worry  kings,  neighbour  with  neighbour  strives. 
Fathers  and  sons,  friends,  brothers,  husbands,  wives. 
By  fraud  or  force,  by  poison,  sword,  or  gui^ 
Destroy  each  other,  every  mother's  son. 


FOR  LIBERALITY. 

Trough  safe  thou  thihk'st  thy  treasure  lie|. 

Hidden  in  chests  from  human  eyes, 

A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 

Bury'd,  my  friend,  as  far  from  thee. 

Thy  vessel  that  yon  ocean  stems, 

Loaded  with  golden  dust,  and  gems, 

Purchaa'd  with  so  much  pains  and  cost, 

Yet  in  a  tempest  may  be  loot 

Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thankless  crew, 

Priests,  pickpockets,  and  lawyers  too. 

All  help  by  several  ways  to  drain, 

Thanking  themselves  for  what  they  ^in : 

Tlie  liberal  are  secure  alone, 

For  what  we  frankly  give,  for  ever  is  our  own. 


CORimJA. 

CoRimfA,  in  the  bloom  of  youth 

Was  coy  to  every  lover. 
Regardless  of  the  tenderest  troth. 

No  soft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  hers,  all  at  her  feet 

Lay  prostrate  and  adoring. 
The  witty,  handsome,  rich,  and  great, 

In  vain  alike  imploring. 

But  now  grown  old,  she  would  repair 
Her  loss  of  time,  and  pleasure  ; 

With  willmg  eyes,  and  wadton  air. 
Inviting  every  gaser. 

But  love 's  a  summer  flower,  that  dies 
With  the  first  weather's  dianging. 

The  lover,  like  the  swallow,  flies 
Fh»&  SUQ  to  fua,  ytiU  rangiag • 
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Myra,  let  this  example  more 
Your  foolish  heart  to  reason ; 

Youth  is  the  proper  ti^ne  for  lov«y 
And  age  is  virtue's  season. 


LANSDOWNES  POEMS. 


CLOE. 

Bright  as  the  day»  and,  like  the  morning,  fair. 
Such  Cloe  is — and  common  as  the  air. 


A  UECEZPT  FOR  VAPOURS. 

'*  Why  pines  my  dear  ?"  To  Fulvia  bis  youn^  bride. 
Who  weeping  sat,  thus  aged  Comas  cry'd. 
'*  Alas  !''  said  she,  "  such  Tistons  break  my  R»t, 
The  strangest  thoughts !  I  think  I  am  possest : 
]y[y  syrtptoms  I  ha^'C  toW  to  men  of  skill, 
And  if  I  would— they  say — I  might  be  well.'' 

"  Take  their  adyice,»*  said  he,  **  my  poot  dear 
I'll  buy  at  any  rate  thy  precious  life."  [wHe, 

Blnshing,  she  would  excuse,  but  all  in  vain, 
A  doctor  must  be  fetch'd  to  ease  her  pain. 
Hard  pr^ss'd,  she  yields :  from  White's,  or  Will's, 

or  Tom's, 
No  matter  which,  he  's  summonM,  and  he  comes. 
The  careful  husband,  with  a  kind  embrace 
Entreats  his  care :  then  bows,  and  quits  the  place : 
For  little  ailments  oft  attend  the  fair, 
Not  decent  for  a  husband's  eye,  or  ear. 
Something  the  dame  would  say :  the  ready  knight 
Prevents  her  speech — "  Here's  tliat  shall  set  you 

right. 
Madam,"  said  he— with  that,  the  doors  made  close, 
He  gives  delioioosly  the  healing  dose. 
**  Alas  !"  she  cries :  "  ah  me  !  O  cruel  cure  ! 
Did  ever  woman  yet  like  me  endure  ?" 
The  work  perform'd,  up  rising  gay  and  light, 
•Old  Coraus  is  call'd  in  to  see  the  sight ; 
A  sprightly  ved  Vermillion  's  all  her  face. 
And  her  eyes  languish  with  unusual  grace : 
With  tears  of  joy  fresh  gusliing  from  his  eyes, 
*'  O  wond'rous  power  of  art !"  old  Comus  cries ; 
"  Amazing  change  !  astonishing  success ! 
Thrice  happy  1 !  What  a  brave  Doi^r  's  this  ! 
Maids,  wives,  and  widows,  with  such  whims  opprest. 
May  thus  find  certain  ease. — Probatum  est." 


ON  AN  JLL-FAVOURED  LORD, 

That  Macro's  looks  are  good,  let  no  man  doubt. 
Which  I,  his  friend  and  servant— thus  make  out. 
In  every  line  of  his  perfidious  fece, 
The  secret  malice  of  his  heart  we  trace ; 
So  fair  the  warning,  and  so  plainly  writ. 
Let  none  condemn  the  light  that  shows  a  pit 
Codes,  whose  face  finds  credit  for  hiy  heart. 
Who  can  escape  so  smooth  a  villain's  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  that  can  persuade. 
Seeing  we  tmst,  though  sure  to  be  betray  d ; 
His  looks  are  snares :  but  Macro's  cry  "  Beware, 
Briiere  not,  though  ten  thousand  oathahe  swear  j*» 
If  thou'rt  deiHMVd,  observing  well  this  rule. 
Not  Macro  is  the  tomve,  but  thou  the  fool. 
In  this  one  point,  he  and  his  looks  agree, 
As  they  betray  thdir  master— so  dkl-he. 


CLOE. 

Cloe's  the  wonder  of  her  sex, 

'Tis  well  her  heart  is  tender. 
How  might  such  killing  eyes  perplex. 

With  Virtue  to  defend  her  ? 
Bi  .^  Nature,  graciously  inclia'd 

With  liberal  hand  to  please  as. 
Has  to  her  boundless  beauty  join'd 

A  boundless  bent  to  ease  oa. 


ON  THE  SAME,      ' 

Of  injnr'd  fiune,  and  nighty  wrongs  reoeiv>d, 

Cloe  con^>lain8,  vpd  woBd'twatf  's  rnggik^d : 

That  free,  and  lavish  of  a  beauteous  face. 

The  fairest,  and  the  foulest  of  her  race. 

She's  mine,  or  thine,  and,  strolling  up  and  down. 

Sucks  in  more  filth,  than  any  smk  m  town, 

I  not  deny :  This  I  have  said,  tis  true ; 

What  wrong !  to  give  so  bright  a  nynph  her  dae. 


COMNNA. 

So  well  Corinna  likes  the  joy. 
She  vows  she'll  never  more  be  coy. 
She  drinks  eternal  draughts  of  pleasure ; 
Eternal  draughts  do  not  suffice, 
**  O  !  give  me,  give  voa  more,"  she  cries, 
"  Tis  all  too  little,  little  measure.'' 

Thus  wisely  she  makes  up  for  time 
Mispent,  while  youth  was  in  its  prime : 
So  biitrellers,  who  waste  the  day. 
Careful  and  cautions  of  their  way. 
Noting  at  length  the  setting  Sun, 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  comes  on, 
Double  their  speed,  to  reach  their  inn. 
And  whip  and  spur  through  thick  and  thin. 


CLOE  PERFUMING  HERSELF. 

Believe  me,  Cloe,  those  perfumes  that  cost 
Such  sums  to  sweeten  thee,  is  treasure  lost; 
Not  all  Arabia  would  sufficient  be. 
Thou  smell'st  not  of  thy  sweets,  they  stink  of  thee. 


BEUNJQA. 


BsLtKnA's  pride  's  an  arrant  cheat 

A  foolish  artifice  to  blind ; 
Some  honest  glance,  that  scorns  deceit. 

Does  still  reveal  her  native  mind. 

With  look  demure,  and  forc'd  disdain. 

She  klly  acts  the  saint; 
Wc  see  through  this  disguise  as  plain. 

As  we  distingaish  paint. 
So  have  I  seen  grave  fools  design, 

With  formal  looks  to  pass  for  wise  ^ 
But  Nature  is  a  light  will  shine. 

And  break  through  all  disguise. 
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IMPROMPTU, 

vixrm  uwDiB  A  ricToas  of  tbb  cocxTBSfl  or 
SAScowicuy  DBAwy  XM  man's  habit. 

Wam  Smdwicfa  in  her  sex's  garb  we  see, 

Tbe  qoem  of  beaoty  then  she  fieems  to  be ; 

Nov  fair  Adonis  in  this  oiale  disguise, 

Or  little  Captd  with  his  mother's  eyes. 

No  style  of  empire  chiingM  by  this  remove, 

Wbo  seem*d  the  goddess,  seems  the  god  of  love^ 


TO  MY   PBIEXD 

MR.  JOHN  DRYDEN, 

m  UU  SITEBAL  EXCELLENT  TRANSLATIOM  OP  THl 
ANCIENT   FOETS. 

As  fknfent  transplanted  from  a  southern  sky. 
Bat  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raising  die, 
Xsno^  their  native  sun,  at  best  retam 
Bot  a  feint  odoar,  and  survive  with  pain : 
Tbas  ancient  wit,  in  modem  numbers  taught, 
Wanting  the  warmth  with  which  its  author  wrote, 
b  «  dead  image,  and  a  senseless  draught 
While  we  traiBfuse,  the  nimble  sphit  flies. 
Escapes  unseen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  desire, 
Moit  ioutate  with  Roman  force  and  fire, 
in  desance  of  style,  and  phrase  the  same, 
Jbl  in  the  sparklmg  genius,  and  the  flame; 
Whence  we  oonclnde  from  thy  trauslated  spng. 
So  just,  so  smooth,  so  soft,  and  yet  so  strong ; 
Cekstisl  poet  I  soul  of  harmony  ! 
That  every  genius  was  reviv'd  in  thee. 
Thy  trumpet  sounds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light. 
Never  to  die,  and  take  to  Heaven  thdr  flight ; 
Deck'd  in  thy  verse,  as  clad  with  rays  they  shine, 
AU  glorify  d,  immortal,  and  dhine.  ^* 

As  Britain  in  rich  soil,  aboundiog  wide, 
FanMh*d  for  use,  for  luxury,  and  pride. 
Yet  qiieads  her  wanton  sails  on  every  shore 
For  IbidgD  wadth,  insatiate  still  of  more, 
To  lier  own  wool  the  silks  of  Asia  joins, 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvests,  Indian  mines : 
So  Diyden,  not  contented  with  the  &me 
Of  hi»  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name. 
To  lands  remote,  sends  forth  his  learned  Muse, 
Tbe  noblest  seeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choose ; 
Feaiting  onr  sense  so  many  various  ways, 
Ssy,  iftt  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirst  of  praise  i 
Thit  by  compsuring  others,  all  might  se& 
Who  ffloit  exodi'd,  are  yet  exceird  by  dhee. 


MORNING  HYM^. 

TO  TBB  DOTCBBSS  OP  HAMILTOM. 

AwAEB,  bri^t  Hamilton,  arise. 

Goddess  of  love,  and  of  the  day  ; 
Avake,  diBclose  thy  radiant  ej'es. 

And  show  the  Son  a  brighter  ray.. 
Phcbos  m  vain  calls  forth  the  bhishmg  mona. 
Re  bat  creates  the  day  which  yon  adorn. 
The  lark,  that  wont  with  wathlRig  throat 

Early  to  salute  the  skies, 
Or  sleeps,  or  else  ittspends  his  nott^ 

Bbciuming  da.y  tiU  yon  ^ti  «i- 
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Goddess  awake,  thy  beams  dSieplay, 

Restore  tbe  universe  to  light. 
When  liamiRoo  appears,  then  dawns  the  day  ; 

And  when  she  di^ppears,  begins  thfe  night. 

Lovers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep, 

(For  lovers  never,  never  sleep) 

Wait  for  the  rism<Br  of  the  fair. 

To  offer  songs  and  hymns  of  prayer ; 
like  Persians  to  the  Sun, 

Even  life,  and  death,  and  ^te  are  there : 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  destiny,  ' 
Th'  inevitable  book,  't\*'as  noted  down. 

The  dying  s^uld  revive,  the  living  die, 
As  Hamilton  shall  smile,  as  Hamiltoo  shall  frown  I 

C  H  O  B  U  8. 

Awake  bright  Hamilton,  arise. 

Goddess  of  love,  and  of  the  day. 
Awake,  disclose  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  shew  the  Sun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blushing  mom^ 
He  but  creates  the  day,  which  you  adorn. 


DRINKING  SONG  TO  SLEEP. 

Gbeat  god  of  sleep,  since  it  must  be. 
That  we  must  ^-e  some  hours  to  thee. 
Invade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 
Glows  in  my  cheeks,  and  warms  my  soul ; 
That  be  my  only  time  to  snore. 
When  I  can  laugh,  and  drmk  no  more  ; 
Short,  very  short  be  then  thy  reign, 
For  Vm  in  haste  to  laugh  and  drink  again. 

But  O  !  if,  melting  in  my  arms, 
In  some  soft  dream,  with  all  her  charms. 
The  nymph  belov'd  should  then  surprise. 
And  grant'  what  waking  she  denies ; 
Then,  gentle  Slumber,  pr'ythee  stay. 
Slowly,  ah !  slowly  bring  the  day. 
Let  no  rude  noise  my  bUas  destroy, 
Such  sweet  delusion  's  real  joy. 


WBITTEN   UPOH   A   DBINKIN'G   GLASS   UNDfB 

MRS.  HAREMS  NAME. 

Thx  gods  of  wine,  and  wit,  and  love  prepare. 
With  chearftit  bowls,  to  celebrate  the  fair  : 
Love  is  enjoinM  to  name  his  favourite  toast, 
And  Hare's  the  goddess  that  delights  him  most; 
Phoebus  approves,  and  bids  the  trumpet  sound. 
And  Bacchus  in  a  bumper  sends  it  round. 


UNDER  THE  DUTCHESS  OF  BOLTON'S* 

LovE*s  keenest  darts  are  radiant  Bolton's  care. 
Which  the  bright  goddess  poisons  with  despair  i 
The  god  of  wme  the  dire  ^ect  foresees, 
And  sends  the  juice  that  gives  the  lover  c 


UNDER  THE  LADY  HARPER% 

To  Harper,  «prightly,  young,  and  gay. 
Sweet  as  the  rosy  mom  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim,  Til  drink  it  up 
To  tile  kst  di'op,  wer^  poison  in  the  cup, 
D 
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tjn>%%  TAB 

LAUt  MARY  VILLIER'S  NAMBt 
If  I  not  kn'c  you,  Villiers,  mote 
Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before. 
With  stich  a  passion  fixt  and  wire. 
As  even  possession  could  not  cure, 
Kever  to  cease  but  with  my  breath  ; 
May  thep  thi«  bumper  be  my  deatii; 


CUPID  DISARMED. 

VO   THE   PEINCESS   D^AXIVEUGKl. 

Cupid,  delighting  to  be  near  her, 

Charm'd  to  behold  her,  charm'd  to  hear  hcr» 

As  he  stood  gazing  on  her  face. 

Enchanted  with  each  matehless  grace^ 

Lost  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart, 

Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart  *: 

She  seises  it,  and  arms  her  hand, 

**  Tis  thus  I  Love  himself  command ; 

Now  tremble,  cruel  boy,  she  said, 

For  all  the  mischief  you  have  made«" 

Th^  god,  recovering  his  surprise^ 
Trusts  to  his  wings,  away  he  tiies. 
Swift  as  an  arrt)w  ctjts  the  wind. 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  betiind; 
Princess,  restore  the  boy  his  Useless  duits, 
With  surer  charms  you  captivate  oUr  hearts  ^ 
l/)ve's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  release  us  from  your  chain. 


EXPI.ICATIOH   IN   FRES'cn. 

CUPIDON  DESARMji. 

tAJM.K   POUR    MADAME    LA   PRINCESSE   D'AUVERCVE. 

CuviDON,  prcnant  plasir  de  se  trouver  toujours 
iiuprt'<  dVlle ;  charme  de  la  voir,  charme  de 
reiiteinlre ;  comme  il  admiroit  un  jour  ses  graces 
inimltablc's,  d<'uis  cette  distraction  de  son  ame  &  de 
Res  Fons,  il  IjlvsSsl  tomber  ce  dard  fatal  qui|  ne 
manque"  jamis  de  percer  Ics  coeurs.  tile  le  ra- 
mu&>c  soudain,  &  s'acmant  la  b^lle  main, 

**  C'est  ainsi,"dit  elle,  "qncjemerendmaitresse 
de  iWuiour,  trcmblez,  enfant  malin,  je  veux 
vancer  toiu;  Ics  maux  que  tu  as  fait.** 

T^  dieu  ctonne,  revenant  de  sa  surprize,  se  fiant 
a  bus  ailfs,  s'cchappe,  &  s^envole  vite  comme  une 
Heche  qui  r^'nd  I'air,  &  lui  laisse  la  possession  de 
foute  son  artilkrie. 

Priiicetse,   rcndez  lui  ses  armcs  qui  vous  fiont 

inutiles : 

1a  Nat  lire  vous  adonnce  des  charmes  pluspuissants : 

I^s  captives  de  !•  Amour  sonvent  recouvrent  la  liberte; 

11  n'y  A  que  la  Mort  seulc  qui  puisse  afTranchir  les 

votrcs. 


BACCIIVS  DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA  DII.LON',  KOW  LADY  FALKLAND. 

BACCfitJi  to  arm?  !  the  enemy  *8  at  hand, . 
J*ur^  ;y)pear3;  stand  to  your  glasses,  stand, 


The  god  ,of  love,  the  god  of  whft  deAe^, 
Behold  liim  in  hih  march,  in  Laura's  eyes  f 
BaMshtu  to  arms !   and  to  resist  the  dart, 
Ea«b  withli  ftdthful  brimmer  guard  his  hearti 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  there's  treaapn  in  the  cup# 
For  Love  comes  pouring  in  with  every  drop  ; 
I  fed  hun  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  brain^ 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  resistance  is  in  vain. 
Or  craving  quarter,  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  health,  and  give  up  all  thy  soul* 


THYRSIS  A^D  DEUA. 

iONO  iV  DULdCUB; 


Delia^  how  long  must  I  despair. 

And  tax  you  with  disdain ; 
Still  to  my  tender  low  severe, 

Untouched  when  I  complain  ? 

DELIA. 

When  men  of  equal  merit  love  us. 

And  do  with  equal  ardour  sue, 
Thyrsis,  you  know  but  one  must  move  uSj 

Can  I  be  your's  and  Strephon's  too  ? 
My  eyes  view  both  with  mighty  pleasure 

Impartial  to  your  high  desert, 
To  boith  alike,  esteem  I  measure. 

To  one  alone  can  give  my  hearts 

THYRSis. 

Mysteridus  guide  of  inclinatioh. 

Tell  me,  tyrant,  why  am  I 
With  equal  merit,  equal  pas^^ion. 

Thus  the  victim  chosen  to  die) 
Why  am  I 

The  victim  chosen  to  die  ? 

DRf.tA* 

On  Fate  alone  depends  succe?«< 

And  Fancy,  Reason  over-rules. 
Or  why  should  Virtue  ever  miss 

Reward,  so  often  given  to  fbols  ? 
*Tis  not  the  valiant,  nor  the  witty, 

But  who  alone  is  bom  to  please; 
Love  does  predestinate  our  pity, 

We  choose  but  ^hum  he  fii-st  decreeti 


A  LATIS  IKSCRIPtlOS* 

ON  A  MEbAL  FUR  LEWIS  XIV.  OF  FRAKCit 

pROXiMut  &  similis  regnas,  Lndovice,  tonanti. 
Vim  summam,  summa  cum  pietate,  geris, 

Magnus  es  expands  alis,  sed  maximus  armis^ 
Protegis  hinc  Anglos,  7'edtones  inde  fens. 

Quin  coeant  toto  Titania  ftedera  Rheno,     . 
Ilia  oquilam  tanti^ni,  Callia  fulmen  habet« 


SNGLtSHEO,    AND    APPLIED    TO 

SUEEN  ANNE. 

Next  to  the  Thunderer  let  Anna  standi 
In  pietj'  supreme,  aii  in  command ; 
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TamM  for  iictoriofis  nms  and  generocn  aid, 
Yoang  Aofltria's  refuge,  and  fierce  Bourbon's  dread. 
Utanbn  leagues  in  Tain  shall  brave  the  Rhine, 
When  to  the  eagle,  you  the  thunder  join.  v 


URGANDA'S  prophecy: 

trOKEH   BY    WAY   OP   SPILOCUB   AT«THI 
PIBST  RBPEESENTATIOM  OP 

THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS. 

Ttoramc  fiiry  roOs  within  my  breast, 
And  u  at  Ddpho^  when  the  foaming  priest 
Tall  of  his  goo,  proclaims  the  distant  doom 
f)f  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come^ 
Uj  labouring  mind  so  struggles  to  unfold 
On  British  ground  a  future  Age  of  gold; 
Bot  lest  incredolous  you  hear — behold : 

Hen  a  tnne  rtpresenting  the  qusbm,  and  (heieveral 
inun^ki  djker  twjestyU  reign. 

Higfa  on  a  throne  appears  the  martial  queen. 
With  grace  sublime,  and  with  imperial  mien  ^ 
Soneying  round  her,  with  impartial  eyes/ 
Wbam  to  protect,  or  whom  she  shall  chastise. 
Next  to  her  side,  victorious  Marlbro*  stands, 
Wsiting,  observant  of  her  dread  commands; 
The  queen  ordains,  and,  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree. 
Id  every  line  of  her  auspicious  face 
Soft  Mercy  smiles,  adom'd  with  every  grace ; 
So  aogeb  look»  and  so  when  Heaven  decrees. 
They  scourge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

firipress  and  conqu'ror,  hail !  thee  Fates  ordain 
0^* dl  the  Hilling  world  sole  arbitress  to  reign; 
Te»  DO  one  people  are  thy  laws  confined, 
Oittt  Britain's  queen,  but  guardian  of  mankind; 
Sure  hope  of  all  who  dire  oppression  bear, 
Tor  aH  th'  oppressed  become  thy  instant  care. 
Nations  of  conquest  proud,  thou  tam'st  to  free. 
Denouncing  war,  presenting  liberty;    ' 
IV  victor  to  the  vanquished  yields  a  prize. 
For  in  thy  triumph  their  redemption  lies ; 
Fneedom  and  peace,  for  Tavish'd  fame  you  give, 
hfade  to  htess,  and  conquer  to  relieve. 
&  the  Sun  scorches,  and  revives  by  turns, 
Beqoilittg  with  rich  metals  where  he  bums. 

'TsBght  by  this  great  example  to  be  just, 
SocceediiK  kings  shall  well  fidfil  their  trust; 
Baond,  md  war,  and  tyranny  shall  cease. 
And  jarring  oatioos  be  compelVd  to  peace  ; 
Ptinoei  and  states,  like  subjeicts  shall  agree 
To  tnut  her  power,  safe  in  her  piety. 


PROLOGUE 

TO 


THE  BRmSH  ENCHAJSTERS. 

Pons  by  obaervation  find  it  true, 

Til  harder  much  to  please  themselves  than  yon ; 

To  wene  a  plot,  to  work  and  to  refine 

A  Isboor^i  scene ;  to  polish  every  line 

Jadfmnt  most  sweat,  and  feel  a  mother^s  pams : 

Vam  fcob !  thus  to  disturb  and  rack  their  brains, 

^i^hea  mott  liidMlg—t  to  Che  writer's  eaa^ 

Yw  ait  too  food  to  te^hwrd  to^  please; 


No  such  convulsive  pangs  it  will  require 
To  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  adraire. 

Our  author  then,  to  please  you,  in  your  way. 
Presents  yoa  now  a  bauble  of  a  play ; 
In  jingling  rhyme,  well  fbrtify'd  and  strong. 
He  fights  entrench^  o*er  head  and  ears  in  song<< 
If  here  and  there  some  «vil.fated  line, 
Should  chance  through  inadvertency  to  shine. 
Forgive  him,  beaux,  he  means  you  no  offence. 
But  begs  you  for  the  love  of  song  and  dance. 
To  paidoD  all  the  poetry  and  sense. 


AMOTREa 

EPILOGUE, 

Bxsiciisn  poa  thi  samb. 

Wit  once,  like  Beauty,  without  art  or  dress^ 

Naked,  and  unadorned,  could  find  success. 

Till  by  fruition,  novelty  destroy 'd, 

The  njrmph  must  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoyed* 

As  by  his  equipage  the  man  you  prize. 

And  ladies  must  have  gems  beside  their  eyes : 

So  fares  it  too  with  plays  ;  in  vain  we  write. 

Unless  the  music  anid  the  dance  invite, 

Scarce  Hamlet  clears  the  charges  of  the  night. 

Would  you  but  fix  some  standard  bow  to  move. 

We  would  transform  to  any  thing  you  love ; 

Judge  our  desire  by  our  cost  and  pains, 

Sure  the  expense,  uncertain  are  th»;  grains. 

But  though  we  fetch  from  Italy  and  France 

Our  fopi^eries  of  tune,  and  mode  of  dance. 

Our  sturdy  Britons  scorn  to  borrow  sense : 

However  to  foreign  fashions  we  submit. 

Still  every  fop  prefers  his  mother  wt. 

In  only  wit  this  constancy  is  shown, 

For  never  was  that  arrant  changeling  known. 

Who  for  another's  sense  would  quit  his  own. 

Our  author  would  excuse  these  youthful  scen«i|, 
Begotten  at  his  entrance  in  his  teens  : 
Some  childish  fancies  may  approve  the  toy,' 
Some  like  the  Muse  the  more  fbr  being  a  boy  ; 
And  ladies  should  be  pleas'd,  if  not  content. 
To  find  sp  young  a  thing,  not  wholly  impotent* 
Our  stage-reformers  too  he  would  disarm. 
In  charity  so  cold,  in  zeal  so  warm ; 
And  therefore  to  atone  for  stage  abuses. 
And  gain  the  chi\fCh-indulgence  for  the  Muses, 
He  gives  his  thirds — to  charitable  uses. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  Mft.  BBVIL  BIGGOM'S  EXCBLLKMT  TAAOBttT, 
CALLED 

THE  GENEROUS  CONQUEROR. 

Youa  comic  writer  is  a  conunon  foe, 
None  can  mtrigue  in  peace,  or  be  a  beau. 
Nor  wanton  wife,  nor  widow  can  be  s^jed. 
Not  even  Russel  '  can  inter  the  dead, 
But  straight  this  censor,  in  his  whim  of  wi£. 
Strips,  and  presents  you  naked  to  the  pit. 

1  Russel,  a  famous  undet;taker  for  funerals ;  al- 
luding to  a  comedy  writtcB  by  sir  Richard  Steels, 
entitled  The  FunvaL  *       -  ^  ' 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


36 


lANSDOWNEfS  POEMS. 


Thus  critics  Aottl^  lilte  these,  be  iwiiided  ioft§. 
Who  for  the  poison  only  suck  the  rase ; 
Snarling  and  carping,  without  wit  or  sense. 
Impeach  mista]Ms,  oVrlooking  eaceUence; 
As  if  to  every  fop  it  might  belong, 
Uke  senators  to  censure,  ri^  or  ^frrong. 

But  generous  minds  have  more  heroic  vienv, 
And  love  and  honour  are  the  themes  they  choose. 
From  yon  bright  Heaven  i  our  author  fetched  h» 
And  paints  the  passions  that  your  eyes  inspire :  [fire. 
Full  of  that  flame,  his  tender  scenes  he  warms, 
And  frame»^bis  goddess  by  your  matchless  charms. 


TH?  JBW  OF  VENICE. 

Each  in  Ms  turn,  the  poet  *,  and  the  priest  \ 
Have  view'd  the  stage,  but  like  false  prophets 
The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  reUgioQS  rage,    ~   [guessed. 
Would  silence  poets,  and  reduce  the  stage  ; 
The  pbet,  rashly  to  get  clear,  retorts 
On  lungs  the  scandal,  and  bespatters  courts 
Both  err :  for,  without  mincing,  to  be  plain» 
The  guUt*s  your  own  of  every  odious  scene : 
The  present  time  still  gives  the  stage  its  mede. 
The  vices  that  you  practise,  we  explode ; 
We  hold  the  glass,  and  but  reflect  youi^  shame, 
Like  Spartans,  by  exposing,  to  reclaim. 
The  scribler,  pinchM  with  hunger,  writes  to  dine. 
And  to  your  genius  must  conform  his  line ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  submit : 
Would  you  encourage  sense,  sense  would  be  wriL 
Good  plays  we  try,  which,  after  the  first  day. 
Unseen  we  act,  and  to  bare  benches  play ; 
Plain  sense,  which  pleas'd  your  sires  an  age  agOj 
Is  lost,  without  the  garniture  of  show : 
Aft  vast  expense  we  labour  to  our  ruin. 
And  court  your  favour  with  our  own  ijudoing ; 
A  war  of  profit  mitigates  the  evil, 
But  to  be  tax'd  and  bcateiv— is  the  devil. 
How  was  the  scene  forlorn,  and  how  despis'dy 
Wheh  Timon,  without  music,  moraliz*d  f 
Shakespeare^s  stiblime  m  vain  entlcM  the  throng. 
Without  the  aid  of  Purcel*s  syren  song. 
In  the  same  antique  loom  these  scenes  were 
wrwight, 
Kmlienish'd  with  good  morals,  and  just  thought; 
True  Xatore  in  her  noblest  light  you  ace, 
F.re  yet  debaiidi'd,  by  modem  gallantry. 
To  trifling  jests,  and  falsome  rifaoldry. 
What  rust  remains  upon  the  shining  mass, 
Antic|uity  must  privilege  to  pass. 
'TIS  Shakespeare's  play,  and  if  these  scenes  mis- 
carry. 
Let  GormoD  *  take  the  8ta|;e—- or  Lady  Mary  ^ 


i  To  the  Toadies. 

»  Mr.  Dryden's  Frologne  to  the  Pilgrim. 

3  Mr.  Cellier's  View  of  the  Stage, 

*  A  famous  prize-fighter. 

^  A  fasiovs  rope-daiMer  so  mIM 


PROLOQUg 

'  to 
THE  S&Er<}AllMrtBi 
tm 
OKCB  A  iorti  Ann  always  a  tovntu 

As  quiet  i&onarchs  thsit  On  peaceful  thrones 

In  sports  and  revels  long  had  rcign'd  like  drotiee,^ 

Ronzing  at  length,  reflect  with  guilt  and  shame. 

That  not  one  stroke  had  yet  been  given  for  fiune^ 

Wan  they  denoamce,  and  to  redeen<  the  past. 

To  bold  attempts,  and  rugged  labours  baste  i 

Our  poet  so,  with  like  concern  reviews 

The  youthful  follies  of  a  love^ck  Muse.; 

To  amourous  toils,  and  to  the  silent  grove. 

To  Beauty's  snares,  and  to  deceitfol  Love 

He  bids  farewel ;  his  shield  and  lance  prepares. 

And  mounts  the  sti^,  to  bid  irauortal  wm. 

Vice,  like  some  monster,  sufi'*rn«  nooe  t*escape. 
Has  seiz'd  the  town,  and  varies  still  her  shape: 
Here,  like  some  general,  she  struts  in  state, 
M'^hile  crouds  in  red  and  blue  her  oiders  wait; 
There,  like  some  pensive  statesman  treads  demurr. 
And  smiles  and  hugs,  to  make  destruction  sure  : 
Now  under  hi|^  commodes,  with  looks  erect, 
BarefaeM  devours,  in  gaudy  colours  dedt'd;. 
Then  in  a  visard,  to  avcrid  grimace, 
Allows  all  freedom,  but  to  see  the  fiiee. 
In  pulpits  and  at  bar  she  wears  a  gown. 
In  camps  a  sword,  in  palaces  a  crown.  / 
Resolved  to  combat  with  this  motley  beast 
Our  poet  comes  to.strike  one  stroke  at  least. 

His  glass  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  or  beau; 
Some  features  of  you  ail  he  means  to  show. 
On  chosen  heads,  nor  lets  the  thunder  fidf. 
But  scatters  his  artillery—at  all. 

Yet  to  the  fair  he  fain  would  qnanrf er  shofw, 
ffis  tender  heart  recoils  at  every  blowj 
If  unawares  be  gives  too  smart  a  stroke. 
Ho  means  but  to  correct,  and  not  province. 


ODE 


ONTHS 

PRE3KNT  CORRUPTION  OF  MANKINI)^ 

iySCiUSS&  TO  THE  LOED  FALKLA1#. 

Ofalki.and!  oi&pring  of  a  generous  rBoe» 
Renowned  for  aims  and  arts,  in  war  and  peacsv 
My  kinsman,    and  my  friend!  from  whence  this 

curse 
£ntail*d  on  man,  still  to  grow  worse  and  wntse? 

Each  age,  industrious  to  uivent  new  crimes. 
Strives  to  oixtdo  in  guilt  preceding  times  ^ 
But  now  we're  so  improved  in  all  that's  bad. 
We  shall  leave  notbii^  for  our  sons  to  add* 

That  idol,  Gold,  possesses  every  heart. 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  art;, 
Vhtue  is  folly  J  conscience  is  a  jest ; 
RefigioQ  gain,  or  priestcraft  at  the  best. 

Friendship's  a  oloah  to  hide  somA  Crateherooi  flf4 
Your  greetait  foe^  irf  yaAcpHfoiijaf  ftiendi 
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Thi  nal  rettgn'd,  migiiarded,  and  secure, 

Tbe  wound  it  deepest,  and  the  stroke  most  sUre. 

Jiiilioe  b  bought  and  sold;  the  bench,  the  bar 
Plead  and  decide;  but  Gold's  thMnteiiMreter. 
PeniicMxiB  metal !  thrice  accnist  be  he 
Who  foond  thee  fint;  all  evils  spring  from  thee. 

Sres  sdl  ttieir  vons,  and  sons  their  sires  betray: 
lad  senates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay  j 
The  wife  no  longer  is  restrani*d  by  shame, 
Jfcit  hat  the  hn^wnd's  isave  to  play  the  game, 

Dinas*d,  decrq[Ht,  fiom  the  mixt  embrace 
Soooeeds,  of  furious  mold,  a  puny  race; 
fnm  soch  defenden  what  can  Britain  hope? 
ind  where,  O  liberty!  is  now  thy  prop  ? 

Not  soch  the  men  who  bent  the  stubborn  bow^ 
And  learnt  in  nigged  sports  to  dare  a  foe : 
Not  such  the  men  who  filPd  with  heaps  of  slain 
Pam'd  Aginooort  and  Cressy's  bloody  plain. 

Hao^ity  Britannia  then,  inor'd  to  toil, 
Spned  &r  and  near  the  terroms  of  her  isle  j 
Tn»  to  herself,  and  to  the  public  weal, 
K6  Gallic  gold  could  blunt  the  British  steel. 

Not  much  unlike,  when  thou  m  arms  wer*t  seen, 
Eager  for  glory  on  th' embattled  green, 
Wha  Stanhope  led  thee  through  thekMti  ofSpain, 
To  die  in  purple  Afananara's  plain. 

The  reacu*d  empire,  and  the  Gaul  subdu'd, 
la  Aana*s  reign,  our  ancient  fame  renewM : 
What  Britons  could,  when  justly  rous'd  to  irar, 
{M  Blenheim  speak,  andwitpesi  Gibraltar. 


FORTUNE. 

EflGKAM. 

^■n  Fortune  seoms  to  smile.  His  then  I  fe^r 
Some  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  mischief  near : 
Cs'd  to  her  frowns,  I  stand  upon  my  guard. 
And  armM  in  virtue,  keep  my  soul  prepar'd^ 
Fickle  and  &Ise  to  others  s^e  may  be, 
{  can  complain, ....  but  of  her  constancy, 

.....  Virtutem  k  m^ 
Fortonam  cpc  aliis  .'. , . , 


CRARACTEtt  OF  MR,  WYCHERLBY  \. 

Or  all  our  modern  wits,  none  seems  to  me 
f^ice  to  have  tooch'd  upon  true  comedy, 
But  hasty  Shadwell,  and  slow  Wyx^berley, 

1  This  cfaamcter,  however  just  m  other  part^ 
Oilaia,  yet  is  iiQurious  in  one ;  Mr.  Wycheriey  be» 
iag  if^wfantcd  as  a  laborious  writer,  which  every 
nan  who  hasthe  least  peiaonal  knowledge  of  hin^ 


Those  indeed,  who  form  their  judgment  only 
^hii  writJQgs^  may  b^  apt  to  imiyrba  io.maiiy 


ShadwelPs  unfinished  works  do  yet  im|iatt 
Great  prooft  of  Nature's  force,  though  none  of  Art ; 
But  Wycheriey  earns  hard  whate'er  he  gains. 
Ha  wants  no  judgment,  ^i^d  he  roares  no  pams,  &c. 
Lord  Itochester^s  Poems* 


VERSES 

warmN  in  a  lb4»  of  thb  Amioa's  pobm% 

PaE8ElfT£|)  'rO  TBS  QUfiBN. 

THE  MUSE'S  LAST  VYJNG  SONG^ 
A  MUSE  expiring,  who,  with  eariicst  voice, 
Made  kings  and  queens,  ap4  B^uty's  charms  h«r 

choice;  ^ 

Now  on  her  death-bad,  this  last  homage  pays, 
O  Queen  !  to  thee :  accept  her  dying  lays. 
So,  at  th'  approach  of  Death,  the  cygnet  tries 
To  warble  one  xiOie  more--4ind  singing  dies. 
Hail,  mighty  queen !  whose  powerful  smile  alone 
Commands  subjection,  and  secures  the  throne : 
Contending  parties,  and  plebeian  rage. 
Had  puzzled  Lojralty  f^r  half  an  age : 
Conquering  our  hearts^  you  end  the  long  dispute. 
All,  who  have  eyes,  confess  you  absolute. 
To  Tory  doctrines,  even  WlfigB  resign. 
And  in  your  person  own  a  right  divine. 
Thus  sang  the  Muse,  in  her  last  moment^  fltM 
With  Carolina's  praise— and  then  expirU 


WaiTTEM   IN  A    LEAF   OF  THE   SAME    POEMlj,. 
PRECENTSn  TQ  TQE  PRINCES^  EOYAt.. 

VVhbn  we*d  exalt  some  heavenly  fair. 

To  some  bright  goddess  we  comps^re  t 

Minerva,  wisdom ;  Juno,  grace  j 

And  Venus  furnishes  the  face : 

In  royal  Anne's  bright  form  is  seen, 

What  comprehends  them  all-*-Tbe  queen. 


WaiTTEH  OH  A  WINDOW  IN  THB  TOWEE,    WHERE  Sit 
ROBERT  WALPOLE  HAD  BEEN  CONFINED. 

Good  unexpected,  evil  unforeseen. 
Appear  by  turns,  as  Fortune  shifts  the  scene  : 
Some,  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain. 
And  fall  so  h^r%they  bound  and  rise  agtun. 


PELEUS  AND  THETIS. 

A   MASQUE,   ^£T  TO   MVSIC, 


TBE   ARGUMENT. 
P<aeus,  in  love  with  Thetis,  bv  the  assistance  ol 
^roteoi  obtainn  hjer  fi^vonr;  but  Jupiter  inter- 

admirable  rtiAectaons,  snoh  divarsity  of  images  and 
characters,  Euch  ttrid  ii^uiries  into  nature,  such 
close  observations  on  the  s^eral  humours,  manners, 
and  affectiont  of  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  men,  and, 
as  it  were,  so  true  aud  so  perfect  a  dissection  of 
humankind,  delivered  with  so  much  pointed  wit 
fMOtd  fqrce  of  e^q^rorHOi)^  coalA  be  qo  other  than  tha 
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posinfT,  Pdeus  in  despair  consults  Prometheos, 
iamous  for  his  skill  in  astrology ;  upon  whose 
prophecy,  that  the  son  bom  of  Thetis  should 
prove  greater  than  his  father,  Jupiter  desists. 
The  prophecy  was -afterwards  verified  in  the 
birth  of  Achilles,  the  son  of  Peleus. 

PERSONS  IN  THE  MASQUE. 

Jupiter.  Prombtbsub. 

Pelevs.  Thetis. 

Tlie  Scene  represenU  moun/ Caucasus;  Prometheus 
appears  ckairi'd  to  a  rocky  a  vulture  gnamng  hit 
Ifeast.  Peleus  enUrs  addressing  tunue\f  to  Pro- 
metheus. 

PELEUS. 

Condemu'd  on  Caucasus  to  lie. 

Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die, 

With  certain  pain,  uncertain  of  relief, 

Tnie  einb!»  m  of  a  wretched  lover's  grirff. 

To  whose  inspecting  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planetary  way, 
To  penetrate  eternal  day, 

And  to  revolve  the  starry  heaven. 

To  thee,  Pronictheus,  1  complam. 

And  bring  a  heart  ^s  full  of  pain. 

PROMETHEUS. 

From  Jupiter  spring  ail  our  woes, 

Thetis  is  Jove's,  who  once  was  thine : 
Tis  vain,  O  Peleus,  to  oppose 

Thy  torturer,  and  mine. 
Contented  with  despair^ 
Resign  the  fair, 
Resign,  resign, 
Or  WTotohed  man,  prepare 
^r  change  of  torments,  g;reat  as  mine.  / 

PELEUS. 

In  charge  of  torment  would  be  ease ; 

Could  you  divine  what  lovers  bear. 
Even  you,  Prometheus,  would  confen 

There  is  no  vulture  like  despair. 

work  of  extraordinary  diligence  and  application : 
whereas  others,  who  have  the  happiness  to  he  ac- 
quainted with  the  author,  as  well  as  his  writings, 
are  able  to  affirm  these  happy  performances  were 
due  to  his  infinite  genius  and  natural  penetration. 
Wc  owe  the  pleasure  and  advantage  of  having  been 
so  well  entertained  and  instructg^  by  him  to  his 
faeiiity  of  doing  it ;  for,  if  I  mistake  him  not  ex- 
tremely, had  it  l)een  a  trouble  to  him  to  write,  he 
T'ould  have  spared  himself  that  trouble.  What  he 
has  p' rlbi-med  wmiKl  indeed  have  been  diflicult  for 
another;  but  the  club  which  a  man  of  ordinary 
si/e  could  not  lift,  was  but  a  walking-stick  for 
Herenles. 

Mr.  Wychorlcy,  in  his  writings,  has  been  the 
si larpeet  satirist  of  his  time ;  but,  in  his  nature,  he 
has  all  the  softness  of  the  tenderest  dispositions : 
in  his  writinifs  he  is  severe,  bold,  undertaking  ;  in 
his  nature,  ^^cntle,  modcft,  inoffensi^'e ;  he  makes 
us<'  uf  bis  oatire  as  a  man  truly  brave  of  his  courage, 
only  U{>on  public  oceasions  and  for  public  good. 
Ke  compassionates  the  wounds  he  is  under  a  ne- 
cessity to  probe,  or,  like  a  good-natured  conqnerer, 
gric^^es  at  tlie  occasions  that  provoke  him  tu  make 
Wi^h  l:avock. 

Iliero  tire  who  object  to  his  versification;  but  a 


PtOMETHBtW. 

Cease,  cniel  ▼oltiire,  to  devous, 

PtLtUS« 

Cease,  cruel  Thotis,  to  disdain. 

Thetis  entering,  they  repeat  together^ 
Cease,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 
Cease,  cruel  Thetis,  to  disdain. 

THETIS. 

Peleus^  uijustly  you  complain. 

PROMBTBBVS  MUl  PILIVS. 

Cease,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour. 
Cease,  cruel  Thetis,  to  disdain. 

TBSTIS. 

Peleus,  unjustly  you  -complain. 

The  gods,  alas  !  no  refuge  find 
From  ills  resistless  Fates  ordain : 

I  still  am  true— and  would  be  kist 

PELEUS. 

To  love  and  to  languish 

To  sigh  and  complain. 
How  cruel 's  the  anguish ! 

How  tormenting 's  the  pain! 


I 


Pursuing, 

Denying, 
O  the  curse  of  disdain. 
How  tormenting 's  the  pain '. 
Tok)ve,  &C. 

THETIS. 

Accursed  Jealousy*! 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lover's  eye. 
Through  which  all  objects  false  we  se^ 

Accursed  jealousy ! 
Thy  rival,  Peleus,  rules  the  sky. 

Yet  I  BO  prize  thy  love. 
With  Peleus  I  would  choose  to  die. 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jove. 

diamond  is  not  less  a  diamond  for  not  being  polish^ 
ed.  Versification  is  in  poetry  what  colouring  is  iq 
painting,  a  beautiful  ornament ;  but  if  the  propor- 
tions s^re  just,  the  posture  true,  the  figure  bold, 
and  the  resemblance  accoiding  to  nature,  though 
the  colours  should  happen  to  be  rough,  or  care- 
lessly laid  on,  yet  may  the  piece  be  of  inestimable 
value ;  whereas  the  finest  and  the  nicest  oolouring 
art  can  invent,  is  but  labour  in  vain,  where  the  rest 
is  wanting.  Our  present  writers  indeed,  tot  the 
most  part,  seem  to  lay  the  whole  stress  of  their  en- 
deavours upon  the  harmony  of  words ;  hot  then, 
like  eunuchs,  they  sacrifice  their  manhood  for  ^ 
voice,  and  reduce  onr  poetry  to  be  like  echo,  no- 
thing but  sound. 

In  Mr.  Wyrherley,  every  thing  is  masculine ; 
his  Muse  is  not  led  forth  as  to  a  re^^lew,  but  as  to 
a  battle ;  not  adorned  fbr  parade,  but  execution  ; 
he  would  be  tried  by  the  sharpness  of  his  blade, 
and  not  by  the  finery ;  like  your  heroes  of  anti- 
quity, he  charges  in  iron,  and  seems  to  despise  all 
ornament  but  intrinsic  merit ;  and  lik»  those  he-* 
ro(*s  has  therefore  added  another  name  to  bis  own, 
and  by  the  unanimons  consent  of  hts^botempora* 
ries,  is  distingtiished  by  the  just  appellation  of 
MaiOir  Wychpirky.  l^SDOH'NE^ 
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A  €ltf  of  thnnier;  Jupiter  appears^    descending 
upon  hie  eagle. 
But  see,  the  mighty  thunderer  *s  here ; 

TYemblc  Peleus,  tremble,  fly ; 
The  thonderer  !  the  mighty  thunderer ! 
tVemUe,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

J  fiiU  chorus  ^  voices  and  instruments  <U  Jvpiter 
tf  descending^ 

CH0RV9* 

&it  tee,  the  mighty  thundemr  *8  here ; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly ; 
Jhe  thunderer !  the  mighty  thunderer  | 

TreqiUe,  Ppleqs,  tremble,  fly, 

Jupiter  behig  descended^ 

PiCjHim|Jto0Q8  slave,  rival  to  Jdve, 

How  dar'st  thou,  mortal,  thus  defy 
^  goddeiB  with  audacious  love, 
ibid  irritate  a  god  with  jealousy  ? 
Presumptuous  mortal — ^hencc*-* 
Tremble  at  omnipotence. 


^Um'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 

I  fiear  no  odds 

Of  meror  gods. 
Bat  Jove  himself  defy. 
Jove,  lay  thy  thunder  down ; 

Ann'd  with  love,  and  Thetlfi  by, 
There  is  more  terrour  in  her  frown, 
And  fiercer  lightening  in  her  eye ; 

I  fear  no  odds  '  ^ 

Ofroenbrgodi, 
But  Jove  himself  defy. 

JUTITE^. 

Jring  me  lightning,  give  me  thunder. 
Haste,  ye  Cyck^s,  with  your  forked  rod^ 
This  rebel  Love  braves  all  the  gods. 

Biiqg  me  Ijgfat*nnig,  give  me  thunder. 

Peleus  and  Thetis,  kdldingfasi  ^y  on^ 

Jore  may  kill,  but  ne'er  shall  sunder,    [anoihtr^ 

JVVUEtU 

hmg  me  lighfning,  give  me  thunder, 

PBLEUS  and  thetis. 
Me  may  kill,  but  ne'er  shall  sunder, 

THSTIS   to  JUPITES« 

Tby  tore  still  arm'd  with  &te, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate  : 
0  mifdit  it  prove  to  me. 
So  geotle  Peleqs  w^re  but  free  -, 
0  might  it  prove  to  me 
ft  fatal  as  to  lost  ooosaming  Seniele  I 
Thy  \o^^e  still  ano*d  with  &te, 
Iidreadfolasthy  hate. 

MOMrTHBVS  to  JUPITBR. 

Boa  of  Saturn,  take  advice 
I^^on  one  whom  thy  severe  decree 

fu  fonush'd  leisure  to  grow  wise : 
11100  ru]*st  the  god»,  but  Fate  rules  thee, 

^^  [the  raopRECT.] 

J^W  th'  immortal' miaiid  compressing, 
JWI  t^  joy,  and  reap  the  blessing. 


Thus  th'  unerring  stars  advise : 
From  thai  auspicious  night  an  heir  «hal>rlWi 

Paternal  glories  to  eflkce 

The  most  illustrious  of  his  race, 
Tho'  sprang  from  him  who  rules  the  skief. 

jUFiTBR    [Apart.'i 
Shall  then  the  son  of  Saturn  be  undone, 
like  Saturn,  by  an  impious  son  ? 
Justly  th'  impartial  Fates  conspire. 
Dooming  that  son  to  be  the  sire 

Of  such  another  son. 
Cpnscious  of  ills  that  I  have  done. 
My  fears  to  prudence  shall  advise ; 
And  guilt  that  made  iv.e  great,  shall  make  me  wist. 

The  fatal  blessing  I  resign ; 
Peleus,  take  the  maid  divine : 

[Ghing  her  to  Peleus. 
Jove  consenting  she  is  thine ; 
The  Altai  blessing  I  resign, 

[Joins  their  liands. 

PELEVS. 

Heav'n  had  been  lost,  had  I  been  Jove. 
There  is  no  Heav'n,  tt^ore  is  no  Heav'n  but  loN-e. 

PELEUS  and  thetts,  together. 
There  is  no  Heav'n  but  love, 

No,  no,  no, 
There  is  no  Heav'n  but  love. 

JUPITER  to  PROMETHEUS. 

And  thoy,  the  stars  interpreter, 

'Tis  just  I  set  thee  free. 

Who  giy'^  me  iiljerty ; 
Arise,  and  be  thy  self  a  star, 

'Tife  just  I  set  thee  fre^ 

Who  giv'st  iiie  liberty. 

\Tke  vulture  drops  dead  at  the  feet  qf  Pro-: 
metheus,  his  chains  drof  qff  and  he  fs  borne 
up  to  Heaven  xaith  Jupiter  to  a  hud  fiou- 
rish  of  all  the  instruments, 

[P^eus  (^d  Tbetis  run  into  each  others  arm^ 


Fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arms. 
Goddess  of  immortal  charms  ! 
To  my  anns,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly, 
Goddess  of  transporting  joy  I 
'  But  to  gaze 

On  thy  face. 
Thy  gentle  hand  tluts  pressing, 
h  heav'nly,  heav'nly  blessing, 

O  my  suol ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Lost  in  8we<st  tumultuous  dying, 
"V^liithc^,  whithor  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  soul  I 

THETIS. 

You  tremble,  Pdeui-^So  do  I — 

Ah  stay!  and  we'll  together  die. 

Immortal,  and  of  race  divine. 

My  soul  shall  lake  its  flight  with  thiAa.: 

Life  dissolving  in  delight. 

Heaving  breasts,  and  swimmmg  sight, 

Falt'ring  speech,  and  gasping  breat^ 

Symptoms  of  delicious  deatli. 

Life  dissolving  in  delight. 

My  soiU  is  ready  fqr  the  gigi^t. 
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OXDJ9o4t 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  ftying  ? 
Lost  in  sweet  tamultuous  dying, 
li^liither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 
O  my  soul ! 

Pbleus  and  Thetis  both  together  repeat 

O  my  soul ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying? 
Ixnt  in  sweet  tumultuoos  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  soul ! 

Chorus  of  all  the  voices  and  instruments,  singing 
and  dancings 
When  the  storm  is  blown  over. 

How  blest  is  the  swaio, 
"Who  begins  to  discover 

An  end  of  his  pain  ! 
Mlien  the  storm,  &c. 

IThe  mask  concludes  xvith  a  variety  qf  dances.^ 


BRITISH  ENCHANTEBSg 

OB, 

NO  MAGIC  UKE  LOVE, 

A 

Dramatic  Poem. 

WITH 
SCBKES,  MACHINES,  MUSIC,  AKD  DECOKATIOKS. 

THE  PREFACE. 

Op  all  public  spectacles,  that  which  should  pro- 
perly be  called  an  Opera,  is  caJculat^d  to  give  the 
highest  delight.  There  is  hardly  any  art  but  what 
is  required  to  furnish  towards  the  entertainment; 
and  then'  is  something  or  other  to  be  provided  that 
may  touch  every  sense,  and  please  every  palate. 

The  poet  has  a  two-fold  task  upon  his  hands  in 
the  dramatic,  and  the  lyric:  the  ^irchitect,  the 
jminter,  the  composer;  the  actor,  the  singer,  the 
dancer,  ice.  have  each  of  them  their  several  employ- 
ments in  the  preparation,  and  in  the  execution. 

The  samo  materials  indeed,  in  different  banfls, 
will  have  diflci-ent  success;  all  de^iends  upon  a  skil- 
ful mixture  of  the  varions  ingredients :  a  bad  artist 
will  make  but  a  meer  hodge-podge  with  the  same 
materials  that  one  of  a  good  ta$te  shall  prepare  an 
excellent  olia 

TThe  (reasoning  must  be  sense ;  unless  there  is 
vhercwitlial  to  please  fhe  understanding,  the  eye 
and  the  ear  will  soon  grow  tired. 

The  French  opera  is  perfect  in  the  decorations, 

the  dancing,  and  ma^ificence;  the  Italian  excels 

in  the  music  and  voicei;  but  the  drama  falls  abort 

in  both. 

» 

An  KnL'-lish  stomach  requires  something  solid  and 
sub'^t'intial,  and  will  rise  hungry  from  a  regale  of 
notliinp  but  s\vcpt-^peats. 

An  opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigu :  the  table  is  findy 
illuminated,  adorned  with  flowers  and  fruits,  and 
tyery  thing  that  tbip  season  affords  fragrant  or  de- 


Ijgiitfol  to  the  eft  or  the  odour;  bot  onlest there  if 
something  too  for  the  appetite,  'tis  odda  but  the 
guests  break  up  diantisfled. 

It  is  incumbeiit  upon  the  poet  ahme  to  proride 
for  that,  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  oondiict  cff 
his  plot,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  the  elevatioQ 
of  lus  sentiments,  anid  the  justneas  of  his  characten. 
In  this  conaiats  the  soUd  and  the  substantial. 


The  nature  of  this  entertainment  rnpiires  the  plot 
to  be  formed  upon  some  story  in  which  enchanters 
and  magicians  have  a  principal  part :  in  our  modem 
heroic  poems,  they  supply  the  place  of  the  gods 
with  the  adcients,  and  make  a  much  more  naUuml 
appearance  by  bemg  mortals,  with  the  difference 
only  of  being  endowed  with  supernatural  power. 

Hie  characters  should  be  great  and  illugtriousi 
the  figure  the  actor  makea  upon  the  stage  is  one 
part  of  the  ornament;  by  oomequence  the  senti- 
ments must  be  suitable  to  the  characters  in  which 
love  and  honour  will  have  the  principal  share. 

The  dialogue,  which  m  the  French  and  Italian  it 
set  to  notes,  and  sung,  I  would  have  pronouDCcad ; 
if  the  numbeiB  are  of  themselves  harmomous,  there 
will  be  no  need  of  music  to  set  them  off;  a  good 
verse,  well  pronounced,  is  in  itself  musical ;  and 
speech  is  certainly  more  natural  for  discourse,  than 
singing. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  prepo^er()us  than  to  be- 
hold Cato,  Julius  Cesar,  and  Alexander  the  Great, 
strutting  upon  the  stage  in  the  figure  of  songsterv, 
personated  by  eunuchs  ? 

The  smging  therefore  should  be  wholly  applied 
to  the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  which,  by 
being  freed  from  a  tiresome,  unnatural  recitative, 
must  certainly  administer  more  reasonable  pleasure. 

llie  several  parts  of  the  entertainment  should  be 
so  suited  to  relieve  one  another,  as  to  be  tedious  in* 
none ;  and  the  connection  should  be  such,  that  not 
one  should  be  able  to  subsist  without  the  other ;  like 
embroidery,  |p  fixt  and  ^Tought  into  the  substance, 
tliat  no  part  of  tiie  ornament  could  be  removed, 
without  tearing  the  stuill 

To  introduce  singing  and  dancing,  by  head  and 
shoulders,  no  way  relative  to  the  action,  does  not 
turn  a  play  into  an  opera ;  though  that  title  is  now 
promiscuously  given  to  every  farce  sprinkled  here 
and  there  with  a  song  and  a  dance. 

The  richest  lace,  ridiculously  set  qn,  will  ma\fi 
but  a  fooFs  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  criticise  what  has  ap- 
peared of  this  kind  on  the  English  stage  :  we  havA 
several  poems  under  the  name  of  Dramatic  Operas 
by  the  best  hands ;  but  in  my  opinion  the  subjects 
for  the  most  part  have  been  improperly  chosen ; 
Mr.  Addison's  Rosamond,  and  Mr.  Congreve's  Sc- 
mele,  though  excellent  in  their  kind,  are  rather 
masques,  than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  concerned  for  the  honour 
of  my  eountry,  even  in  the  minutest  things,  I  aia 
for  endeavouring  to  out-do  our  neighbours  in  per- 
formances of  a|l  kinds. 

TliOs  if  the  splendour  of  the  French  opera,  and 
the  harmony  of  the  Italian,  were  so  skilfully  inter- 
woven with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  regular 
dramatic  bottoi^,  as  to  instruct,  as  well  as  delight. 
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to  iapravB  the  nmid,  w  weD  as  ravish  the  sense, 
tboe  can  be  no  doubt  but  such  an  additioa  would 
cBiiCle  our  English  opera  to  the  preference  of  all 
«tJien.  Tbe  third  part  of  the  enoouragement,  of 
vhich  we  have  been  so  liberal  to  ibreignerB  for  a 
cwoeit  of  music  only,  ini8-caU*d  an  opera,  would 
more  than  effect  it 

In  the  Goostniction  of  the  following  poem,  the 
satbor  has  endeavoured  to  set  an  example  to  his 
nitt ;  precepts  are  best  explained  by  examples ;  an 
abler  hand  might  have  executed  it  better.  How- 
ever,  it  may  serve  for  a  model  to  be  improved  upon, 
vhen  we  grow  weary  of  scenes  of  low  life,  and  return 
to  a  taste  off  more  generous  pleasures. 

We  are  iqproached  fay  foreigners  with  such  un- 
catural  irregnlarities  in  our  dramatic  pieces,  as  are 
iboclung  to  all  other  nations;  even  a  Swiss  has 
pUyod  the  critic  npon  us,  without  considering  they 
are  as  little  approved  by  the  judicious  in  our*  own. 
A  stranger  who  is  ignorant  of  the  language,  and  in- 
cspabie  off  judging  of  the  sentiments,  condemns  by 
the  eye,  and  concludes  what  he  hcan  to  be  as  ex- 
tiavagant  as  what  he  sees.  When  (Edipus  breaks 
Ik  wKk  out  of  a  balcony,  and  Jocasta  appears  in 
her  bed,  murdering  herself  and  her  children,  i«istead 
«f  moving  tcrrour,  or  compassion,  such  spectacles 
enty  fin  the  spectator  with  horrour :  no  wonder  if 
stuageis  are  shocked  at  such  sights,  and  conclude 
01  a  nation  hardly  yet  civilized,  that  can  seem  to 
ddigfat  in  them.  To  remove  this  reproach,  it  is 
mach  to  be  wished  our  scenes  were  less  bloody,  and 
the  swurd  and  dagger  more  out  of  fiuhioa.  To 
Bake  some  amends  for  this  exclusion,  I  would  be 
km  severe  as  to  the  rigour  of  some  other  laws 
cnaeled  by  the  masters,  though  it  is  always  ad- 
nseaUe  to  keep  as  dote  to  them  as  possible ; 
Int  reforifnations  are  not  to  be  brought  about  all  at 


It  may  happen, that  thenature  of  certain  subjects 
proper  for  moving  the  passions  may  require  a  little 
Qure  latitude,  and  then,  without  offence  to  the  critics, 
noe  there  may  be  room  for  a  saving  in  equity  from 
the  severity  of  the  common  law  of  Parnassus,  as 
vdl  as  of  the  King's  Bench.  To  sacrifice  a  princi- 
pal beauty,  upon  which  the  success  of  the  whole  may 
dqwnd,  is  being  too  strictly  tied  down  ;  in  such  a 
case,  sommmn  jus  may  be  simmui  injuria. 

CoraeiUe  himself  comphiins  of  finding  his  genius 
often  cramped  by  his  own  rules :  "  There  is  infinite 
diSnence  (says  he)  between  specubtion  and  prac- 
tice :  let  the  seven  st  critic  make  the  trial,  be  will 
be  convipcod  by  his  own  experience,  that  upon  cer- 
tain occaakms  too  strict  an  adherence  to  tiic  letter 
of  the  law  shall  exclude  a  bright  opportunity  of 
shining,  or  touching  the  passions.  Where  the  broich 
n  of  little  moment,  or  can  be  contrived  to  be  as  it 
viTe  impeiccptible  in  the  representation,  a  gentle 
diaffnsatioD  mi^t  be  allowed."  To  those  little 
fRcdoma  he  attributes  the  succev  of  his  Cid :  but 
the  rigid  legislators  of  the  academy  handled  him  so 
HMgikly  for  it,  that  he  never  durst  make  the  venture 
sfain,  nor  none  Who  have  followed  him.  Thus 
P*u  oaed,  the  French  Muse  must  always  flutter,  like 
*  bird  vrith  the  wings  cut,  incapable  of  a  lofly 
■ight 

The  dialogue  of  their  tragedies  is  under  the  same 
•OQttiaint  «|  the  oonstruction ;  not  a  4|8C0Lirse,  but 


an  oration;  not  speaking,  but  declsuming;  not  free, 
natural,  and  easy,  as  conversation  should  be,  but 
precise,  set,  formal  argumcntinic,  pro  and  con,  likrt^ 
disputants  in  a  school  In  writinjr,  like  dress,  is  it* 
not  possible  to  be  too  exact,  too  starched,  and  toj 
formal  ?  Pleasing  neg1i.?ence  I  have  secq :  who 
ever  saw  pleasing  formality  ? 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  To 
be  a  French  puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  English 
latitudinarian,' is  taking  diiVerent  paths  to  be  both 
out  of  the  road.  If  the  British  Muse  is  too  unruly, 
the  French  is  too  tame ;  one  wants  a  curb,  the  other 
a  spur. 

By  pleading  for  some  little  relaxation  from  the 
utmost  severity  of  the  rules,  where  the  subject  may 
seem  to  require  it,  I  am  not  bespeaking  any  such 
indulgence  for  the  present  performance :  though 
the  ancients  have  left  us  no  pattern  to  follow  of 
this  species  of  tragedy,  I  perceive,  uiwn  exami- 
nation, that  I, have  been  attentive  to  tlieir  strictest 
lessons. 

The  unities  are  religiously  ol)ser%'ed :  the  place 
is  the  same,  varied  only  into  dilTerent  prospects  by 
the  power  of  enchantment :  all  the  incidents  fall 
naturally  within  the  very  time  of  representation : 
the  plot  is  one  principal  action,  and  of  that  kind 
which  introduces  variety  of  turns  and  changes,  all 
tending  to  the  same  point :  the  ornaments  and  de- 
corations  are  of  a  piece  with  it,  so  that  one  OQuld 
not  well  subsist  without  the  other  :  every  act  con< 
eludes  with  some  unexpected  revohition :  and  in  the 
end,  vice  is  punished,  virtue  rewarded,  and  tlie 
moral  is  instructive. 

Rhyme,  which  I  would  by  no  means  admit  into 
the  dialogue  of  gmver  tragedy,  sccniM  to  me  the 
most  proper  style  for  representations  of  this  heroia 
romantic  kind,  and  best  adapted  to  accompany 
music.  The  solemn  language  of  a  haup^lity  tyrant 
will  by  no  means  become  a  passionate  lorer,  and 
tender  sentiments  require  the  softest  colouring. 

The  theme  must  govern  the  style  j  every  thought, 
every  character,  every  subject  of  a  difiercnt  nature, 
must  speak  a  difiercnt  language.  An  humble  lover's 
gentle  address  to  his  mistress  would  rumble  strange- 
ly in  the  Miltonic  dialect ;  and  the  soft  harmony  of 
Mr.  Waller's  numbers  would  as  ill  liecome  the 
mouths  of  Lucifer  and  Beelzebub.  The  terrible, 
and  the  tender,  must  be  set  to  diilercnt  notes  ot 
music. 

To  conclude.  This  dramatic  attempt  was  the 
first  essay  of  a  very  infant  Masc,  rather  as  a  ti'*k 
at  such  hours  as  were  free  from  other  exf  rciFc?,  th.m 
any  way  meant  for  public  entertainment :  but  Mr. 
Beiterton,  having  had  a  casual  sight  of  it  many 
years  after  it  was  written,  beg't^ed  it  for  the  stage, 
where  it  found  so  favourable  a  n\Tption,  as  to  have 
an  imintcrruptcd  nui  of  at  lea^it  forty  days.  Tlie 
separation  of  the  principal  actors,  which  soon  fol- 
lowed, and  the  introduction  of  the  Italian  opeia, 
put  a  stop  to  its  fartiicr  appearance. 

Hud  it  been  composed  at  a  riper  time  of  life,  the 
faults  mii:ht  have  lycim  fewer :  however,  uixin  re- 
vising it  now,  at  so  great  a  distance  of  time,  with 
a  cooler  jftdgmont  than  the  first  conceptions  of 
youth  ^;11  allow,  I  canuut  cbs^uteiy  say,  scripsisfae 
pudet. 
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PERSONS  NAMES. 


MEN. 
CELros,  a  Brilish  king,  father  to  Oriana. 

CoNSTAKTlUB,  a  Roman  emperor,  designed  for  mar- 
riage xvith  Oriana. 
Amadis  OP  6AUL,a  famous  knight  adventurer,  in 

love  xcith  Oriana. 
Florestan,     his    companion,  in  love  with  Gori- 

sanda. 
Arcalaus,        a  wicked  enchanter,  enemy  to  AxtM^ 
Lucius,  a  Hovtan  of  the  emperor^s  train. 


WOMEN. 


OklANA, 


coribanua, 
Urgasda, 
Arcabon, 
Deua^ 


f n  love  with  Amadis,    but .  given   i/t 

mar  rut  ^e  to  Constantius.. 
betrothed  to  Florestan. 
good  enchantress,  friend  to  Amadis. 
sister  to  Arcalaus. 
an  attendant  to  Urganda. 
Troops  i>f  magicians  attending  the  several  enchan" 
iers.     Knights  and  ladies,  captives.      Men  and 
women  attending  the  British  court.     Priests,  or 
Druids.    Romans  tUtending  Constantius.  Singers, 
dancers,  S^ic. 
f^mz   the  kiug^s  palace,   and  parts  adjacent,  in- 
habited by  the  different  enchanters. 


ACT  L      SCENE  I. 

The  curtain  rises  to  a  symphony  of  all  sorts  of  in- 
struments of  miuic.  The  scene  represents  an  en- 
chanted grove,  adornH  and  beautified  with  foun- 
tains, statues,  &!c, 

Visanda   and   Delia  performing  some  solemn  ce- 
remony of  enchantment. 

A  full  stage  qf  singers  qud  dancers, 
vscakoa. 
Sound,  sound,  ye  winds,  the  rendcd  clouds  divide, 
Fright  back  the  priest,  and  save  a  trembling  bride. 
Assist  an  injured  lover's  faithful  love : 
An  injor'd  knrer's  cause  is  worthy  Jove, 

Successfiil  is  our  charm :  the  temple  shaken, 
The  altar  nods,  th'  astopishM  priest  forsakes   [side. 
The  hallow'd  shrine,  starts  from  the  bridejrroom's 
Breaks  off  the  rites^  and  leaves  tlie  knpt  luity'd. 

URCANDA. 

Ye  sweet  musicians  of  the  sky, 
Hither,  hither,  hither,  fly,  fly, 
And  with  enchanting  notes  all  magic  else  supply. 
[Ur^nda  and  Delia  retire  down  the  scene,  waving 
their  enchanted  rods,  as  continuing  the  ceremony. 

Full  chorus  qf  instruments  and  voices, 
Sound  the  tnimpei,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  inspire  the  flute; 
In  harmony, 
Celebtial  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  somul.    . 

lHet(t  the  statues  leap  from  their  pedestals^  9ndform 
variety  of  dances* 


Chorus  ef  ting§rt  p/ler  the  dance. 
Music  so  channs,  and  does  so  sweetly  woun^ 
That  ev'ry  sense  is  ravished  vith  the  squndf 
A  single  vgice^ 

When  nymphs  are  coy. 

And  fly  from  joy. 
The  shepherd  takes  his  reed  | 

He  plays  a  tune. 

She  stops  as  soon. 
And  straight  they  are  agreed, 

The  battle  near. 

When  cowards  fear. 
The  drum  and  trumpet  sounds  ( 

Their  courage  warms. 

They  rush  to  arms. 
And  brave  a  thousand  wounds. 

CHORUS. 

By  luirmony  otir^souls  are  sway'd  ; 
By  harmony  the  world  w^  made. 
A  second  dance, — Singers  agcdn  advanet^ 
A  single  voice. 

When  with  adoring  looks  we  gaze 
On  bright  Oriana's  heavenly  ^oe. 
In  ev'ry  glance,  aiid  ev'ry  grace, 
WTiat  is  it  that  we  see. 

But  hannony, 
Celestial  harmony ! 
Our  ravish'd  heaits  leap  up  to  meet 

The  music  rf  her  eyes. 

The  music  of  her  eyes, 

And  dance  around  her  feet. 

Full  chorus  qf  voices  and  insiruments,  as  at  firsi^ 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  insphre  tho- flute; 
In  harmony. 
Celestial  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  th^  trumpet,  sound. 

A  third  dance, 
Uiganda  anA  Delia  come  forwards 

URGANDA. 

This  care  for  Amadis,  ye  gods,  approve, 
For  what 's  a  soldier's  recompence  but  love  ? 
When  forc'd  from  Britain,  calPd  to  distant  war, 
His  vanquish'd  heart  rpmain'd  a  captive  here  j 
Oriana's  eyes  that  glorious  conquest  made, 
Nor  was  his  love  ungratefully  repaid. 

DELIA. 

By  Arcabon,  like  hostile  Juno,  crost. 
And,  like  iEneas,  driven  from  coast  to  coast, 
Tlic  uTind'ring  hero  wou'd  return  too  late, 
Charg'd  by  Oriana  with  the  crimes  of  Fate  { 
Who  anxious  of  neglect,  suspecting  change. 
Consults  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge. 

UaOANDA. 

Just  in  the  moment,  when  resentment  fires, 
A  charming  rival  tempts,  a  nigged  king  requii^sLs 
Ix>ve  yields  at  last,  thus  combated  by  pride. 
And  she  submits  to  be  the  Roman's  bride. 

DELIA. 

Did  not  3rour  art  with  timely  charms  pnmdcu 
Oriana  were  hi|  wife,  and  not  his  fcMri4«f 
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fn  MBoeiA  times,  ere  chivalry  was  known 
f[ht  ndaot  woiM  with  moosten  overgrown, 
Centaun  and  giants,  nnrst  with  human  blood, 
And  dire  magicians,  an  infernal  brood, 
Vex*d  men  and  gods :  but  most  the  £ur  complain 
Of  violated  loves,  and  lovers  slain. 
To  shelter  innoeence,  and  injur'd  right, 
The  nationB  all  elect  some  patron-knight, 
Sworn  to  be  true  to  love,  and  slaves  to  fame, 
Aad  numy  a  valiant  chief  enrolls  his  name  ; 
By  shhnng  marks  distinguish'd  they  appear. 
And  vaiious  orders  various  ensigns  wear. 
Bonnd  by  strict  oaths,  to  serve  the  brightest  eyes. 
Not  mote  they  strive  for  glory,  than  the  prize  ; 
While  to  invite  the  toil,  the  ikirest  dame 
Of  firitam  is  the  boldest  champion's  claim. 

DSLIA. 

Of  all  who  in  this  race  of  fame  delight, 
Bnre  Amadis  is  own*d  the  hardy'st  knight, 
^'or  Theseus,  nor  Alcides,  ventured  more, 
Kw  he  so  fSsm'd,  who,  bathM  in  monster's  gore, 
i'poD  his  created  helm  the  trampled  dragon  bore. 

UROATTOA. 

Ardan,  that  black  enchanter,  whose  dire  arts 
Fji*lav»d  our  knights,  and  broke  our  virgins'  hearts. 
Met  spfar  to  spear,  his  great  delivering  hand 
Slew  the  destroyer,  and  redeemed  the  land  ; 
Far  from  thy  breast  all  care  and  grief  remove, 
Oiiana's  thine,  by  conquest  as  by  love, 
nsLiA. 
But  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardan's  blood, 
A^ )  Arcalaus,  foes  alike  to  good, 
(iluttons  in  murder,  wanton  to  destroy. 
Their  fatal  arts  as  impiously  employ : 
Heira  to  their  brother's  mischief,  and  sworn  foes 
To  Amadis,  their  magic  they  oppose 
'    '    t  bis  love  and  life. 


With  eqna)  care, 
joeir  vengeance  to  prevent,  ^e  thus  prepare, 
Behold  the  time,  when  tender  love  shall  be 
Kor  vest  with  doubt,  nor  prest  with  tyrai^ny. 
The  kve-sick  hero  shall  firom  camps  remove. 
To  re^  reward :  ^e  hero's  pay  is  love. 
The  tasks  of  gk)ry  painful  are,  and  hard, 
Alt  ah !  bow  blest,  how  sweet  is  the  reward  ! 

M  ske  retires^  choru*  qf  all  the  voicts  and  iiutru- 
menit  repeat, 
Soond  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute^ 
Strike  the  lyre,  mspire  the  flute  ; 
In  harmony. 
Celestial  hannony. 
An  magic  charms  are  found  | 
fiouBd  the  trumpet,  sound.   ' 


3CENE   n. 


TU  Sc$at  dkmgee  ta  ike  inside  of  m  magnificent 
'  temple.  King  CeKuB,  and  the  BrUith  court. 
Men  and  women  magn^ficenUy  dretsed  in  painted 
h^tt,  after  the  ancient  manner.  The  priettt  and 
Ihwdt  in  their  tolemmiUtt  seeming  in  cot^fusian^ 
jtfladng  tknr  tdofSf  seed  setting  their  ajtan  in 


order.  Thunder  and  Itght^ninfr.  In  the  mean 
time,  CoBStantius,  Oriana,  and  Corisai^a,  cotn$ 
fortvard, 

CONSTANTIUS. 

LovBus  consult  not  stars,  nor  search  the  skies. 
But  seek  their  sentence  in  their  charmer's  eyes. 
Careless  of  thunder  from  the  clouds  that  break. 
My  only  omens  from  your  looks  I  take ; 
When  my  Oriana  smiles,  from  thence  I  date 
My  future  hope ;  and  when  she  frowns,  my  fate. 

ORIANA. 

Cease,  prince,  the  anger  of  the  gods  to  move, 
Tis  now  become  a  crime  to  mention  love. 
Our  holy  men  interpreting  the  voice 
Of  Heaven  in  wrath,  forewarn  th*  ill-omen'd  choice 

^  CONSTANTrUS. 

Strange  rules  for  constancy  your  priests  dense. 
If  love  and  bate  must  vary  with  your  skies,     , 
From  such  vile  servitude  set  reason  free  ; 
The  gods  in  every  circumstance  agree 
To  suit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me  ; 
In  this  right  hand  the  sceptre  that  they  place. 
For  me  to  guirlc,  was  meant  for  you  to  grace. 
Thou  best  and  fairest  of  the  beauteous  lund. 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  gods  designed, 
Aud  be  the  oharming  mistress  of  mankind. 

CORISANDA. 

Nuptials  of  form,  of  interest,  or  of  state. 
Those  seeds  of  pride,  are  fruit^l  in  debate  ; 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declaim. 
And  choose  the  gentle  virgm,  chaste,  and  fair  i 
Let  women  to  superior  fortune  bora,         \ 
For  naked  virtue,  fdl  temptations  scorn ; 
The  charm 's  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind. 
If  gratitude  cement  whom  love  has  join'd. 
And  Providence^  not  niggnrdly,  but  wise. 
Here  lavishly  bestows,  and  there  denies, 
That  by  each  other's  virtue  we  may  rise. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  man  and  wife  we  find. 
But  friend  and  bene&ctor  always  bind. 

The  King  advances,  followed  bif  priests  and  imbu 

KINO. 

Onr  priests  recover :  Twas  a  holy  cheat ; 
Lead  back  the  bride,  the  ceremonies  wait. 

ORIANA. 

What  Heaven  forbids 


Twas  ignorance  of  my  will. 
Our  priests  are  better  taught :  what  now  is  ill. 
Shall,  when  I  pleas^,  be  good ;  and  none  shall  dart 
Preach  or  expound,  but  what  their  king  would  hear. 
IPriests  bow  profoundly  low. 
Ere  they  interpret,  let  »em  mark  my  nod. 
My  voice  their  thunder,  this  right  arm  their  god. 

llooking  sternly  at  'em,  thejf  bow  again  as  b^ore. 
Prince  take  your  bride, 

ORTAITA. 

Twere  impious  now  to  suffer  him  raj  hand. 

[R^ustng  her  hand. 

KING. 

How  dar*st  thou  disobey,  when  I  command  ? 
Mind,  mind  her  not,  nor  be  disturb'd  at  tears, 
A  counteifeited  qualm  of  bridal  fi^: 
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You  *d  see,  rould  ymi  hrr  inu^arJ  motions  watch> 
I'cigning  d«.lay,  she  wi&lKs  for  dispatch ; 
Into  a  woman's  mciuiing  w<.uld  you  look, 
Tljcn  read  her  backw-ard,  like  a  wizard's  bcJok, 
Priests,  to  your  charge — back  to  your  office  go. 

[^Spoiicn  uilh  a  stern,  imperious  air*     PriesU 
retire,  obsequioudy  iwvcing,  as  b^ore. 

ORIAVA. 

Th^  obedience  that  is  due,  and  whidi  I  owe. 
Bread  sir,  shall  ever  be  observ'd  by  me ; 
It  is  not  to  dispute  your  high  decree 
That  tlius  I  kneel,  but  humbly  to  implore 
One  moment*s  afiort  suspence ;    I  own  your  power, 
And  I  submit.     Grant  but  this  small  delay, 
And  as  the  prince  decides,  Oriana  ahall  obey, 

,        COKSTAXTIUS. 

I  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain. 
Destined  to  love,  as  they  are  doomed  to  reign. 

XING.     {Aside, 
•    Into  what  hands,  ye  gods  !  have  ye  resigned 
Your  world  ?  Are  these  tha  masters  of  mankind ) 
These  supple  Romans  teach  our  women  scorn  j 
I  thank  ye,  gods,  that  I  'm  a  Briton  bom. 
f  7b  ihtm.^  .Agree  these  trifles  in  a  short  debate. 
>{o  more  delays;  I  am  not  us'd  to  wait 

\King  Celius  rtiirts  back  into  the  temple, 

Drianay  Constantius,  and  Corisanda;  ^fter  q 
short  pause, 

ORUHA. 

Your  stars  and  mine  have  choien  you,  to  prore 
The  noblest  way  how  generous  men  should  love : 
All  boast  ^hcir  flames,  but  yet  no  wo^ian  ibond 
A  passion,  wliere  8elf-lo^'e  ^aa  not  tfSfe  ground. 
Slaves  we  are  made,  by  false  pretences  caught. 
The  Briton  in  my  soul  disdains  the  thoaght, 

C0NSTANT1U8. 

55o  much,  so  tenderly  your  slave  adores, 
lie  has  no  thought  of  happiness,  but  yours. 

ORTANA. 

Vowsmay  be  feigned,  nor  shall  n^ereworcb  prevail, 
I  must  have  proofs,  but  proofs  that  cannot  fail. 
By  arms,  by  lionour,  and  by  all  that 's  dear 
1*0  heroes,  or  expecting  lovers,  swear. 

COXSTANTIUS, 

Needs  there  an  oath  ?  and  can  Oriana  say, 
Thus  I  command^  and  doubt  if  I  'U  obey  ? 

ORIANA. 

-Prepare  then,  prince,  to  hear  a  secret  told. 
Wh^oh  shame  would  shun,  and  blushing  I  unfold, 
But  dangers  preying,  cowards  will  grui^  bold : 
Know — then — I  love. 

CON6TANTIUS.       [Eagtrif, 

Can  you  command  despair,  yet  love  confess } 

And  curse  with  the  same  breath  with  which  you  bless  ? 

GHANA.   [VtsdmnJuU^  putting  him  off, 

Ikfi^take  me  not — that  I  do  love,  is  true. 
But  flatter  not  yourself,  it  is  not  you. 
coNsTANTius.      [Starting. " 

Forbid  it,  gods  I  recall  the  fatal  breath 
Which  spoke  that  word,  the  sound  is  infctaat  deaUu 


ORIANJU 

Too  late  to  be  recalPd,  or  to  den]^, 
I  own  the  fatal  truths— if  one  must  die, 
Yqu  ane  the  judge;  say,  is  it  you — or  I } 
A  meuenger  from  the  temple, 

MESSENGER. 

The  king  is  much  displeased  at  this  delay. 

coNSTANTivs,  Walking  about  in  a  pasnoa^ 
And  let  him  wait,  while  'tis  my  will  to  staj* 

ORIANA. 

Bear  back  a  gentlier  answer :  we  '11  cbey. 

[Exit  meuenger^- 

CONSTANnVf. 

Hence  every  soimd  that 's  either  soft,  or  kind  ; 

0  for  a  war  like  that  within  my  mind ! 
Say,  flatterer,  say,  ah  !  ^r  deluder,  speak. 
Answer  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  shall  break  ; 
Since  thus  engaged,  you  never  could  intend 
Your  love,  why  was  I  flatter'd  with  your  hand  % 

ORIAIIA. 

To  what  a'  &ther  and  a  king  thinks  fit, 
A  daughter  and  a  subject  must  submit. 
Think  not  from  tyranny  that  love  can  grow  | 

1  am  a  sUve,  and  you  have  made  me  so. 
Those  chains  which  dut^  hath  put  on,  removal 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  never  love. 

coNSTAirnus. 
Crud  Oriana,  much  you  wrong  my  flame. 
To  think  that  I  could  lay  so  harsh  a  cbuin. 
Love  is  a  subject  to  himself  alone. 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own; 
No  ties  can  bind,  which  from  constraint  arisc^ 
Where  either  's  forc'd,  all  obligation  dies. 

0  fatal  law  !  requiring  to  resign 

The  object  lov'd ;  or  hated,  keep  her  min^ 

ORiAHA.     [Soothingly^ 

>    Accuse  me  not  of  hate ;  with  equal  ejFes 

1  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize : 
Friendship,  esteem,  be  yours ;  bereft  before 
Of  all  my  love,  what  can  I  oAer  more  ? 
Your  rival's  image  in  your  worth  I  view, 
And  what  I  lov'd  m  him,  esteem  in  you; 

Had  your  complaint  been  first,  it  might  have  iiiov*d^ 
He  tlien  had  been  esteem'd,  and  you  bekw'd: 
Then  blame  me  not,  since  what  decides  your  fate^ 
Is  that  you  pleaded  last,  and  came  too  late. 

CORISANDA. 

Hard  fate  of  merit !  Fortune  holds  the  scale. 
And  still  throws  in  the  weight  that  must  prevail  I 
Your  rival  is  not  of  more  charms  possest, 
A  grain  of  better  luck  has  made  him  blest. 

coNsTA^mus.     [Aside. 
To  love,  and  have  the  power  to  possess, 
A^  jd  resign,  can  Nature  yield  to  this : 
Shall  Nature,  erring  from  her  first  command. 
Self-preservation,  fell  by  her  own  hand  > 
By  her  own  act,  the  qirings  of  life  dAtroy, 
The  principles,  and  being  of  her  joy  ? 
Tormenting  thought !  da  Nature  then  approve 
Blesnngs  obtaxn'd,  by  cursing  those  v;e  love. 
Pomcssiqg,  she  is  lost— renouncing^— I-^  [die. 

Where's  then Ujb doubt 2<^Die^  di^  CooiUotiuia 
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RoDoar,  mad  Loite,  ye  tymBto,  1  obey, 
UTieie-e*er  yoor  cruel  call  directs  ray  way ; 
To  shame,  to  chains,  or  to  a  certain  gnxe, 
Lead  on,  onpitying  guides— behold  your  slave. 

OaiAVA. 

Though  love  he  wanting  to  i^iex-c  your  care, 
Cloiy  may  make  amends,  with  fame  iu  war; 
Hooonr  *8  the  noblest  chace,  pursue  that  game. 
And  reoompense  the  loss  of  love  with-  fame ; 
If  still  against  such  aids  your  love  prevails. 
Yet  absoice  is  a  cure  that  seldom  fails. 


CONSTAMTIUS. 

lyrannic  Henoiir !  what  amends  canst  thou 
Per  make  my  heart,  by  flattering  my  brow } 
Vain  race  of  fame,  unless  the  conquest  prove 
In  sfarch  of  beauty,  to  conclude  in  love. 
Piafl  hope  of  aids !  fcr  time  or  chance  to  give, 
That  love,  which,  q>ite  of  cruelty,  can  live ! 
from  your  disdain,  since  no  relief  I  find, 
1  must  love  a(beeiit,  whom  I  love  unkind ; 
TboQgh  seas  driide  ns,  and  though  mountains  part, 
Tbat  £ital  fimn  will  ever  haunt  my  heart. 
O din  reveneof  hope,  which  I  endure. 
From  sure  pbsaeasioD,  te  despair  as  sure ! 
Farwd,  Oviane^-yet,  ere  I  remove, 
Canyoa  leloso  one  tear  to  bleeding  love  ? 
Ah!  no,  take  heed-^tnra,  tnni  those  eyes  away, 
The  charm  *s  so  atrong,  I  shall  for  ever  stoy. 
Fiiooes,  rejoice— fiv  your  nesct  news  shall  be, 
Cwstmriin  dieg-4o  sel  Oriana  free. 

[Exeunt  sevendly, 


ACT  IL       SCENE  I. 

TXf  Scene,  a  thick  wooded  forest,  the  trees  loaded 
9itk  mlitary  ensigns  and  trophies.  A  rich  pa- 
tilian  makes  the  point  of  view  at  the  further  end. 

Arcalaus  and  Arcabon. 

ASCALAUS. 

EscHAimcts,  say — ^whence  snch  replies  as  these  ? 
TV»  aMwer»st  love,  I  speak  of  Amadis. 

AaCABOH. 

S«i^  be  poaa^d,  and,  as  in  sport  pursued 
The «i»age  herd,  and  scowerM  through  the  wood; 
tijeisand  wolvetf  in  vain  his  stroke  withstand,^ 
tot  down,  like  poppies,  by  the  reaper^  hand  i 
Like  Man  be  look'd,  as  terrible  and  strong ; 
like  Jove,  majestic ;  like  Apollo,  younar, 
With  all  their  attributes  divinely  graced. 
In!  sore  their  thunder  in  his  ann  was  pl%D'd* 

ABC  A  LAVS. 

^PMi'd?  Wholook>d> 

ABCABOH. 

^^  Ah!  tbera 's  the  fatal  wound, 

^n  tean  my  heart-strings— but  he  shall  6e 
]J«.  ye  infemals,  if  there  *$  power  in  art,  [found ; 
^ae  snns  shall  hold  him,  as  he  grasps  my  heart, 
^0 1,  who  can  draw  down  \hg  Moon,  ana  kee|^ 
Tbertais  oonfin^d,  enchant  the  boist'rous  deep, 
Hd  Boreas  halt,  make  bilk  and  foiMti 
awBK        . 


AaCALAUX. 

Be  made  a  whining  fool  to  love  ? 
5(uspend  these  follies,  and  let  rage  surmounl, 
A  brother's  death  requires  a  strict  account ; 
To  day,  to  day,  perhaps  this  very  hour, 
This  moment,  now,  the  niurdVcr 's  in  our  pow*r. 
I^Ave  Love  in  cottages  and  c<^lls  to  reign, 
With  nymphs  obscure,  and  with  the  lowly  swain ; 
Who  wa«;te  their  days  and  strength  in  such  short 
Are  fools,  who  barter  life  and  fame  for  toys,    [joys 

ARCABON. 

They're  fools  who  preach  we  waste  our  daj-s  and 
strength, 
What  is  a  life,  whose  only  charm  is  length  ; 
Gi\^  me  a  life  that's  short,  and  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  ^whose  minutes  never  cloy  r 
What  iaan  age  in  dxill  renown  drudg'd'o'er ; 
One  little  single  hour  of  love  is  more. 

An  attendant  enters  haxtily,  and  whispers  Arcalaus. 

ARCALAUS. 

See  it  perform'd-^nd  thou  shalt  be, 
Black  minister  of  Hell— a  god  to  me. 

lAUendani  flies  away  through  the  air. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  just  ready  to  be  caught. 
Here  Ardan  fell,  here,  on  tliis  iatal  spot 
Our  brother  dy'd ;  here  flow'd  that  precious  gore^ 
The  purple  flood,  which  cries  aloud  for  more  r 
Think  on  that  image,  see  him  on  the  grotuid, 
His  life  and  fame  both  bury'd  in  one  wound  : 
Think  on  the  murtherer,  wilii  insulting  pride 
Tearing  the  weapon  from  his  bleediuF  side  • 
Ofathmk'       .  ■■ 

ARCABON. 

What  need  these  bloody  images  to  move  I 
Revenge  I  will,  and  would  secure  my  love  : 
Why  should  I  of  a  frailty  shameAil  be, 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free  ? 
Not  fierce  Medea,  mistress  of  our  art, 
Nor  Circe,  nor  Calypso  'scap'd  the  smart. 
If  Helthas  power,  both  passions  I  will  please. 
My  vengeance  and  my  love  shall  both  have  ease. 
Lead  on,  magician,  make  revenge  secure. 
My  hand  'a  as  ready,  and  shaU  strike  as  sut«. 

[Ihey  go  ofi 

Oriana  and  Corisaokda  entering  from  the  hicer  pat  i 
of  the  scene, 

ORIANA. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  in  silent  grovc% 
From  courts  retir'd,  possess  their  peaceful  loves. 
Of  royal  maids,  bow  wretched  is  the  fate. 
Bom  oidy  to  be  victims  of  the  state ; 
Our  hopes,  our  wishes,  all  our  passions  ty*d 
For  public  use ;  the  slaves  of  others  pride. 
Here  let  us  wait  th'  event ,  on  which  alone 
Depends  my  peace,  I  tremble  tUl  'tis  known. 

COBISANDA. 

So  geneious  this  emperor's  love  does  seem, 
Twould  justify  a  change,  to  change  for  him, 

ORIAHA. 

Alas!  thou  know'St  not  men,  their  oaths,  and  atW 
Of  feigmng  truth,  with  treaaon  in  their  hearts. 
Wh#  now 's  ador^,  may  the  next  hour  disease. 
At  first  their  cure,  and  after  their  disease 

IFhiuiish  qfaus'u:  as  ri  theforesL 
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eoRttAwnA. 
Oft  we  have  heard  such  airy  somida  as  these 
Salute  as  as  we  pass. 

Enter  several  of  Arcalaus'  magieioju  tinging  and 
dancing,  representing  thepherdsf  shepherdesses, 
etnd  pa'isans* 

A  shepherd,  singing. 
Follow  ye.  nymphs  and  shepherds  all. 
Gome  celebrate  the  festhral, 
And  merrily  sing,  and  sport,  and  play. 
For  tis  Oriana's  miptial  day. 

A  dance  of  shepherds  and  shepherdesses.      Then  a 
-shepherdess,  addressing  to  Oriana,  sings. 

Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love* 
Be  happy  as  the  blest  above  ; 
Graces  numberless  attend  thee. 
The  gods  as  many  blessings  send  thee  : 
Be  happy  as  the  blest  above. 
Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 

A  rural  dance  qfpa'isans, 

lExeuni  dancing, 

OaiANA. 

^reposterons  nuptials  !  that  fill  every  breasi 
VTiih  joy,  but  only  her*s  who  should  be  blest 

COaiSANDA. 

Sure  some  magician  keeps  his  revels  here : 
Princess  retire,  there  may  be  danger  near. 

[Flour'uh  qf  sqft  natsic  at  a  distance. 

OaiAHA. 

what  danger  in  such  gentle  notes  can  be> 
Thou  friend  to  love,  thrice  powerful  harmony, 
ril  follow  thee,  play  on— — 
Music  *s  the  balm  of  love,  to  charm  despair, 
Suspends  the  smart,  and  softens  every  care« 

[Exeunt  down  the  scene,  following  (he  music. 

Aictiaaa  enters  teith  an  attendant,  observing  them 
as  they  walk  down  into  the  forest,    • 


Finish  the  rest,  and  then  be  firee  as  ahr : 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  so  fair. 
Happy  beyond  my  wish,  I  go  to  prove 
At  once,  the  joys  of  sweet  revenge  and  love. 

llValks  down  the  scene  qjter  them. 

Enter  Amadis  and  Florestan. 

AMADIS. 

Mistake  me  not— no— Amadis  shall  die, 
If  she  is  pleased,  but  not  disturb  her  joy ; 
Nice  honour  still  engages  to  requite 
False  mistresses,  and  friends,  with  slight  for  slight: 
But  if,  tike  mine,  the  stubborn  heart  retain 
A  wilful  tenderness,  the  brave  must  feign. 
In  private  grief,  but  with  a  careless  scorn 
In  public,  seem  to  triumph,  not  to  mourn. 

PLORBSTAN. 

Hard  is  the  task,  in  lov-e  or  grief,  to  feign ; 
When  passion  is  sincere,  it  will  complain : 
Doubts  which  from  rumour  rise,  you  should  soqpendj 
From  evil  tongues  what  virtue  can  defend  ? 
In  love,  who  injures  by  a  rash  distrust, 
b  th«  aggre^NT,  tnd  the  fisst  unjust. 


If  she  is  true,  why  all  this  nuptial  iloise^ 
Still  echoing  as  we  pass  her  guiHy  joys  ? 
Who  to  a  woman  trusts  his  peace  of  miiid. 
Trusts  a  frail  bark,  with  a  tempestnous  wind. 
Thus  to  Ulysses,  on  the  Stygian  coast 
His  fate  inquiring,  spake  Atrides'  ghost ; 
"  Of  all  the  plaguea  with  which  the  world  is  eorst^ 
Of  every  ill,  a  woman  is  the  wont ; 
Trust  not  a  woman. ''-*Wel!  might  he  adrise. 
Who  perishM  by  his  wife's  adulteries.' 

PLORESTAN. 

Thus  in  despah*,  trhat  most  we  lote,  we  wrongs 
Not  Heaven  escapes  the  impious  atheist's  tokigue* 

AMADISr 

Enticing  crocodiles,  whose  tears  are  death. 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath : 
Like  Egypt's  temples,  dazzling  to  the  sight. 
Pompously  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright ; 
With  glittering  gold,  and  sparkling  gems  they  shine. 
But  apes  and  monldes  are  the  gods  within. 

FLORBSTAM. 

My  love  attends  with  pain,  while  yon  porsne 
This  angry  theme  ; — I  have  a  mistress  too  : 
The  faultless  form  no  secret  stains  disgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  miblemtth'd  as  her  face  ; 
Not  painted  and  adom'd  to  varnish  sin. 
Without  all  angel,  all  divine  within ; 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  she  got ; 
A  heaven  without  a  cloud,  a  sun  without  a  spot* 
AKADis.      [^Embracing  him. 

Forgive  the  visions  of  my  Mrantick  brain. 
Far  from  the  num  I  love  be  all  such  pain ; 
By  the  immortal  gods  I  swear,  my  friend, 
llie  Fat(^  to  me  no  greater  joy  could  send, 
Tlian  that  your  labours  meet  a  prosperous  end. 
Aftin-  so  many  glorious  toils,  that  you 
Have  found  a  mistress  beautiful  and  true. 

ORtAXA  and  corisanda.     {tVitkour* 
Help,  help,  oh  !  Heavens,  help— — — 

AMADIS. 

What  cries  are  these  > 

rLORBSTAM. 

It  secm'd  the  call  of  Beauty  in  distress. 
Of  sa\-agc  bpa<ts  and  men,  a  moustroos  brood 

Possess  this  land— — 

ORIANA   and  CORISANDA. 

Helpi  help 

AMAniS. 

Again  the  cry 's  renrw'd. 
Draw  both  our  swords,  and  dy  with  speed  to  sav«  f 
Th'  oppressed  have  a.sure  refuge  in  the  brave. 

lExeunt,  drawing  their  swards, 
Oriana  and  Corisanda  cross  the  stage,  pursued  by  • 
party  of  Arcalaus'  magieiam* 

ORIAHA   and   C0RI8ANDA. 

Help,  help 

PARTT. 


Pursue, 

riorestaa  crosses  the  stage  following  the  purst^t* 
Arcalaus  fghting  and  retreating  before  *— ^:- 
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AKCALAVI. 

Ybon  ftm^st  upon  thy  fate :  mortal  forbear, 
A  more  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 

AMADIS. 

Think  not  my  sword  shall  give  the  least  reprieve, 
Tvoe  cfuehy  to  let  such  monsters  live. 
nMstan  re-^miers  retreating  before  another  party, 
U  teizedf  disarmed,  and  carried  qff", 

AlCALAVi* 

Yet  pause,  and  be  advis'd ;  avoid  thy  hte ; 
Without  thy  )tfe,  my  vengeance  is  complete : 
BehoM  tty  friend  b<Hiie  to  eternal  chains, 
Roaember  Ardan  now,  and  count  thy  gains. 

AMADIS. 

like  Aldan's  be  thy  firte,  mipitied  fall : 
Umis  I  'U  at  ooce  reva^e,  and  fine  them  alL 
ffgkif  Aicalaua  mHU  retreating.  A  tudden  sound 
ef  instruMentM  expressing  terronr and  horrour,  veith 
thunder  at  the  same  time.  Monsters  and  demons 
Titeffom  under  the  stage ,  tchile  others  ftf  down 
frtmabaceerouing  to  and  fro  in  confusion,  during 
viich  the  stage  is  darhened.  On  a  tudden  a 
fouriih  of  contrarjf  music  succeeds  ;  the  sky  clears, 
end  the  tckole  scene  changes  to  a  delightful  vale, 
Anadis  appearing  leaning  on  his  sword,  surround' 
sd  bf  shepierds  and  shepherdesses,  who  with  songs, 
miuk  oMd  dances,  perform  thefdkming  enchant- 

To  he  sung  in  full  chorus* 
livve,  creator  Love,|appearf 

Attend  and  hear  ; 
Appear,  appear,  s^pear. 

A  tingle  voice* 
ijsvt,  creator  Ivove, 
Parent  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 

Delight  of  gods  above ; 
To  thee  all  natnre  owes  her  birth  ; 
JLov«,  creator  Love. 

Another  single  voice. 
All  that  in  ambient  air  does  move. 

Or  teems  on  fieitile  fields  below. 
Or  sparkles  in  the  skies  above. 

Or  does  in  rolling  waters  flow. 
Spring  from  the  seeds  which  thou  dost  sow, 

Urie,  creator  Love. 

CROftUS. 

^tter  in  love  a  slave  to  be, 
Than  with  the  widest  empire  free. 
nAXcs. 

Ona  TO  DISCORD. 

A  single  voice, 
^'Tko  Iflfe's  away  then  Discord  reigns, 
T^  Furies  he  unchains, 
Didi  JEolos  unbind 
The  nofthem  wind. 
That  fetter'd  lny  m  caves, 
And  root  up  trees,  and  plough  the  plains : 

Old  Ocean  finets  and  mves, 
Iran  their  deep  rooU  the  rocks  he  tetit. 
Whole  deluges  lets  fly, 
^t  dash  against  the  sky, 
And  4eem  to  drowa  th^  stort ; 


Th^  assaulted  clouds  rctnm  the  shoc^. 

Blue  IJght'nings  singe  the  waves. 

And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 
Then  Jove  usurps  his  father's  crown. 

Instructing  mortals  to  aspire ; 
The  father  would  destroy  die  soo» 

The  son  dethrones  tlie  sire« 
The  Titans,  to  regain  their  right. 
Prepare  to  try  a  second  Fight, 
Briareus  arms  his  hundred  hands, 
And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  bandi* 

Pelion  upon  Ossa  thrown. 
Steep  Olympus  they  invade, 

Qods  and  giants  tumble  down. 
And  Mars  is  foIPd  by  Encelade. 
Horror,  confusion,  dreadful  ire. 
Daggers,  poison,  sword  and  fire. 
To  execute  the  destin'd  wrath  conspire. 
The  Furies  loose  their  snaky  rods. 
And  lash  both  men  and  gods. 

Chorus  repeat  the  last  stoma* 
Then  Symphony  for  Love. 

A  single  voice. 

But  when  Love  bids  Discord  cease. 

The  jarring  seeds  unite  in  peace  ; 

O  the  pleasures  past  expressing  ! 

O  the  rapture  of  possessing ! 

Melting,  d3ring,  heavenly  blessing, 

O  the  rapture  of  possessing  I 

Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy ! 

Hail  to  the  delicious  boy ! 
In  Cyprus  first  the  god  was  known, 

Then  wandering,  wandering  o'er  the  main. 

He  in  Britannia  fix'd  his  reign. 
And  in  Oriana's  eyes  his  throne. 
A  full  chorus. 

Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy ! 

Hail  to  the  delicious  boy ! 

See  the  Sun  from  Love  returning. 

Love  's  the  flame  in  which  he  *s  burning. 

Hail  to  love,  the  softest  pleasure  ; 

Love  and  Beauty  reign  for  ever. 


TTien  to  be  sung  by   a    shepherdess  addratihg  htT" 
self  lo  Amadis. 

Now  mortal  prepare. 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand ; 
Now  mortal  prepare. 
And  surrender. 

For  Love  shall  arise. 

Whom  no  power  can  withstand. 
Who  rules  from  the  skies 

To  the  centre. 
Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand ; 
New  mortal  prepare, 
And  surrender. 
Cbobus  repeat. 
Now  mortal  prepare,  &c. 

During  the  chorus,  Oriana  appean  r'ning  from  un^ 
der  the  stage,  reposed  upon  a  machine  represent- 
ing a  bed  of  f  overs.  The  chorus  ended,  she 
rises,  and  comes  forvard, 
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OtUVA. 

In  what  enchanted  regions  am  I  lost 
Am  I  alive  ?  Or  wander  here  a  ghost  ? 
Art  thou  too  dead  }^Starts  at  the  tight  qfAmndM, 


Where-e^eryou  are,  the  realms  of  bliss  most  be; 
I  see  my  goddess,  and  'tis  heaven  to  see. 

[7'Aroatng  ateay  h'u  sword,  it  seized  and  bound. 
Stand  off,  and  give  me  way 

OBIANA. 

No,  keep  him  there, 
Th'  ungrateiiil  traitor,  let  him  not  come  near : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sisyphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans. 
With  robbers,  and  with  raurd'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  pains—for  he  has  murder'd  love. 

AMADIS. 

Have  4  done  this  ?— 

0RIAt?A. 

Base  and  perfidions  man ! 
Let  mc  be  heard,  and  answer  if  you  can. 
Was  it  your  lox'e,  when  trembling  by  your  side 
I  wept,  and  I  implor'd,  and  almost  dy'd, 
Urging  your  stay :  Was  it  your  love  that  bore 
Your  fiuthless  vessel  from  the  British  shore  i 
What  said  1  not,  upon  the  fatal  night 
When  you  avow'd  your  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part, 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  h^urt? 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhuman  and  ingrate. 
Repent  your  folly-»but  repeat  too  late. 

AMA9SS. 

Mistaken  princen ;  by  the  stais  above. 
The  powers  below,  and  by  Immortal  Jove  « 

Unwilling  and  compeliM — 

oaxANA. 

Unwilling  and  compeli'd  !  vain,  vain  pretence 
Por  base  neglect,  and  cold  indifference 
Was  it  yowr  love,  when  by  those  stars  above,  ' 
Those  powers  below,  and  that  immortal  Jove, 
You  vow'd,  before  the  first  revolving  Moon, 
You  would  return  ?— Did  you  return  ? — ^The  Sun 
Thrice  rouqd  the  circled  globe  was  seen  to  move. 
You  neither,  cam^,  nor  sent — ^was  this  your  love  ? 

AMADIS. 

Thrice  has  that  Sun  beheld  me  on  your  coast. 
By  tempest  beaten,  and  in  shipwi^ks  lotL 
oauNA. 

And  yet  you  chose  tMote  perils  of  the  sea. 
Of  rocks,  aod  storms— or  any  thrag — ^but  me. 
The  raging  ocean,  and  the  wintsr  wind,. 
Touched  at  my  passion,  with  my  wishes  join'd,, 
No  image,  but  of  certain  fkte,  appeared. 
Less  I  yonr  absence,  than  your  danger,  fear'd; 
In  vain  th^y  threatened,  and  I  sued  in  vain, 
More  deaf  than  storms,  more  cruel  than  the  main ; 
No  prayer,  not  gentle  message  could  prevail 
To  wait  a  calmer  sky,  or  softer  gale ; 
You  brav*d  the  danger,  and  despised  the  lovt, 
-Kor  death  could  terrify,  nor  passion  move. 

AMADIi. 

X)f  onr  past  fives,  the  pleasure,  and  the  pakiy 
PixUin  my^io«l,  for  ever  shall  remaii^ 


Recall  more  gently  ay  imhappy  fltate. 

And  charge  my  crime,  not  on  my  choice,  but  &tet 

In  mortal  breast,  sure,  honour  never  wag'd 

So  dire  a  war,  nor  love  more  fiercely  rag'd : 

You  saw  my  torment,  and  yuu  knew  my  hesrt, 

Twas  infamy  to  stay,  'twas  death  to  port. 

OaiANA. 

In  vain  you  M  cover,  with  the  thirst  of  fkme. 
And  honour's  call,  an  odious  traitor's  name : 
Could  honour  such  vile  perfidy  ajyprove  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love } 
O  Venus  !  parent  of  the  Trojan  race, 
In  Britain  too,  some  remnants  found  a  place  ; 
From  Brute  descending  in  a  line  direct, 
Within  these  veins  thy  fiivourite  blood  respect; 
Mother  of  Love,  by  men  aAd  gods  rever'd. 
Confirm  these  vows,  and  let  this  prayer  be  heari. 
The  Brilon  to  the  Gsml  heooefbrth  shall  bear 
Immortal  hatrecl,  and  eternal  war ; 
Nor  league,  nor  commerce,  let  the  nations  know. 
But  seeds  of  everlasting  diaex)rd  grow ; 
With  fire  and  sword  the  Pithless  race  puisne. 
This  vengeance  to  my  injur'd  love  is  due : 
Rise  from  our  ashes  some  avenging  hand. 
To  curb  their  tyrants,  and  invade  their  Und ; 
Waves  fight  with  waves,  and  shores  with  shores  eo- 
And  let  our  sons  inherit  the  same  rage.         [gage. 


I  be  heard  one  word  in  my  defence 


No,  not  a  word.    What  specious  forced  ptetentie 
Would  yon  invent,  to  gild  a  weak  defence  ? 
To  false  iEncas,  when  'twas  giv»n  by  Fate 
To  tread  the  paths  of  death,and  view  the  Stygian  state^ 
Forsaken  Dido  waa  the  first  that  stood 
To  strike  his  eye,  her  bosom  bath'd  in  blood 
Fresh  from  her  wound :  pale  horrour  and  affirigfat 
Seized  the  false  man,  confounded  at  the  sight. 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  some  famt  words  he  spoke. 
Some  tears  he  shed,  which,  with  disdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  she  heard,  end  saw,  nor  heeded  more 
Than  the  firm  rock,  when  fhithless  tempests  roar. 
With  one  last  look,  his  fhlseness  she  upbraids. 
Then  sullenly  retires,  and  seeks  eternal  shades. 
I>ead  me,  O  lead  me  where  the  bleeding  queen» 
With  just  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men, 
Banish'd  from  joy,  from  empire,  and  from  light. 
In  death  involve  me,  and  in  endless  night 
But  keep— that  obious  ofcjoct—from  my  sight 

lExiU 
Enter  Arcalans. 

AaCALAVS. 

With  her  last  words,  she  sign'd  his  dying  breath. 
Convey  him  stnight  to  tortures,  and  to  death. 

**     AUADn. 

Let  me  not  perish  with  a  traitor^  namt. 
Naked,  unarmed,  and  single  as  I  am  ; 
Loose  this  right  hand 

ARCALAUS. 

Hence  to  hi^  fate  the  valiant  boaster  bear. 

[SSidb  under  the  stage  tnth  him. 
For  him,  let'  our  hufemal  priest  prepare 
Their  knives,  their  cords,  and  altars— but  fbr  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flowery  banks,  and  fragrant  boweri^ 
Music,  w^  songsy  and  all  thow  melting  pofwwi 
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WUhvUdi  LtyveitMls  on  heaitiy  and  tanee  the  mind 

To  tendciucjB  and  yiddiof 

flapcrior  chaims,  enchant  iu  to  he  Und.         [Exit 
Tkt  act  ctmeluder  with  dancing* 


ACT  IIL    SCENE  I. 
Arcahuif  and  Arcabon,  meeting. 


Wnc<MiB  as  alter  darkneM  cheaiful  light. 
Or  to  the  weary  wanderer  downy  night : 
Snile,  tmile  my  Areabon,  fbr  ever  smile, 
And  wiOi  thy  gayest  looks  reward  my  toil, 
That  foDen  air  but  ill  becomes  thee  now, 
Seat  thoQ  not  gloriootf  conquest  on  my  brow  ? 


Beady  or  in  chains  ?  be  quick  in  thy  reply. 

AftCALAUS. 

He  fivca,  my  Areahon,  but  liTe»  to  die. 
The  gnawing  ▼ohme,  and  the  restless  wheel, 
ftaU  be  deUi^t,  to  what  the  witteb  shall  feeL 

AKCABOK. 

Goddeai  of  dire  revenge,  Erinnys,  rise, 
With  pleasore  grace  thy  Jips,  with  joy  thy  eyes ; 
Soiile  like  the  queen  of  Ii>ve,  and  strip  the  rocks 
Of  pearis  and  gems,  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks ; 
With  cbeaHnl  tones  disguise  thy  hollow  throat, 
And  nnularfr  the  laik  and  linnet's  note. 
Let  Envy^  sdf  rgoice,  Despah-  be  gay, 
>or  Rage  and  Mnrder  shall  triumph  to  day. 

ARCAIAUB. 

Arise,  O  Ardan,  from  the  holbw  womb 
<K  Earth,  arise,  burst  from  thy  brazen  tomb, 
Bear  witness  to  the  vei^ance  we  prepare, 
K^oioe,  and  rest  for  ever  void  of  care.  ^ 

AECABON. 

Phito,  arise,  infernal  king,  release 
Thy  tortnr'd  daves,  and  let  the  damn'd  have  peace. 
Bat  doable  all  their  paind  on  Amadis. 

AXCALAUS. 

Moam  all  ye  Heavens,  above  yon  azure  plam 
Let  grief  abound,  and  lamentation  reign, 
The  tfannderer  with  tears  bedew  his  sky, 
fsr  4-y^*,  his  champion  *8  doom'd  to  die. 


Death  be  my  care ;  for  to  compleat  his  woe. 
The  slave  shall  perish  by  a  woman's  blow ; 
Hms  each  by  turns  shall  his  dire  vow  fiiUil, 
Twas  titioe  to  Tanqnish,  and  'tb  mine  to  kUl. 

ARCALAUS. 

So  looik'd  Medea,  when  her  rival  bride, 
Tpon  her  nnpitial  day,  consuming  dy'd : 
0  never  more  let  love  disguise  a  ftice 
By  rage  adom*d  with  such  triumphant  grace. 

AECABON. 

In  flveet  reveoge  inferior  joys  are  lost. 
And  Love  lies  shipwreck'd  on  the  stormy  coast; 
Bage  roles  all  other  passions  in  my  breast, 
Aad,  swelling  like  a  tonrent,  drowns  the  rest  [hors, 
ftodd  this  curf'4  wretch^  whom  most  my  soul  ab- 

VOL  XI. 


Prove  the  dear  man,  whom  most  my  soul  adores, 
Ix>ve  should  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart. 
Through  all  his  charms  I  'd  stab  him  to  the  hear. 

[Exeunt* 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Celius,  Constantius,  Lucius  a  Roman,  and 
a  numervus  attendance  of  Britons. 


From  contracts  signed,  and  articles  agreed, 
With  British  faith  it  suits  not  to  recede : 
How  may  the  world  interpret  such  neglect. 
And  on  her  beauty,  or  her  fame,  reflect  ? 
Roman,  consider  well  what  course  you  run, 
Resolve  to  be  my  prisoner,  or  my  son. 
If  this  sounds  rude,  then  know,  we  Britons  slight 
Those  supple  arts  which  foreigners  delight, 
Nor  stand  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  right. 

[Exit  King  and  attendants. 

Lt/cros. 
Happy  extremity !  now,  prince,  be  blest. 
Of  all  you  love,  and  all  you  wish  possest ; 
No  censure  you  incur,  coostrain'd  to  choose, 
Possest  at  once  of  pleasure,  and  excuse. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

If  ft>r  myself  alone  I  would  possess, 
Twerc  sensual  joy,- and  brutal  happiness. 
When  most  we  love,  embracing  and  embraced,    . 
The  particle  sublime  of  bliss  is  placed 
In  raptures,  that  we  feel  the  ravishM  charmer  taste. 
Oriana,  no— though  certain  'death  it  be, 
I  'U  keep  miy  wprd — I  *11  die,  or  set  thee  free. 
Haste,  Lucius,  haste,  sound  loud  our  trumpets,  call 
Our  guard  to  arms,  though  few,  they  ^re  Romans 
Now  tremble,  savage  king,  a  Roman  hand        [all. 
Shall  ne'er  be  bound,  that  can  a  sword  command. 

As  they  go  of,  re-enter  king   Celius,  attended  as 
before. 


Not  to  be  found !  she  must,  she  shall  be  found ; 
Disperse  out  jtarties,  search  our  kingdoms  round ; 
Follow  Constantius,  seize  him,  torture,  kill ; 
Traitor !  what  vengeance  I  can  have,  I  will. 
Well  have  thy  gods,  O  Rome  !  securM  thy  peace. 
Planted  behind  so  many  lands  and  seas. 
Or  thoU  shouldst  feel  me,  city,  in  thy  fall. 
More  dreadful  than  the  Samnite,  or  the  Gaul. 
But  to  supply  and  recoropence  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  guardians  of  our  isle,  and  grant 
That  wrath  may  rise,  and  strife  immortal  come 
Betwixt  the  gods  of  Britain,  and  of  Rome. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE  IU. 


TTie  Scene  changes  to  a  scene  of  tombs  and  dungeons, 
men  and  mome?i  chained  in  rows,  opponte  to  one 
another.  In  the  front  of  the  captives,  Florestan 
4m(f  Corisanda.  A  magnificent  monument  erected 
to  the  memory  of  Ardan,  with  this  inscription  in 
large  letters  qf  gold : 

EBVENGB    IS   VOW'D,    REST  QUIET,   GBMTLB   SHADE, 
TBB    MVINO   SflAIL   SB    RESTf.BtS   TILL    'tIS   HAI». 
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A  guard  oj  d^gunu.    PtainHve  music. 


To  be  sung  by  a  eapHve  king. 
Look  down,  ye  powers,  look  dowp. 
And  cast  a  pitying  eye 
Upon  a  mqnarch't  miseiy. 
Look  down,  look  down. 
Avenge,  avenge,  avenge 
Affrooted  majesty. 
I,  who  but  now  on  thrones  of  gold, 
Gave  laws  to  kingdoms  unoontroal'd. 
To  empire  born. 
From  empire  torn, 
A  wretched  slave^ 
A  wretched  slave. 
Am  now  of  slaves  the  scorn. 
Alas!  the  smiles  of  Fortune  prove 
Ai  variable,  as  women's  love.  ' 

By  a  captive  loverw 
TKe  happiest  mortals  once  were  we, 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me; 
Each  desirous  of  the  blessing. 
Nothing  wanting  but  poMessmg  ; 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me, 
'  The  happiest  mortals  once  were  we. 
But  since  cruel  Fates  dissever, 
Tom  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever. 
Tortures  end  me, 
Death  befriend  me: 
Of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain. 
Is  to  love,  and  Unne  in  vain. 

By  a  capAve  libertine. 
Plague  us  not  with  idle  stories, 
Whining  loves,  and  senseless  glories ; 
What  are  lovers,  what  are  kings  ? 
What  at  best  but  slavish  things, 
ftee  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 
No  proud  beanty  .durst  invade  me. 
No  rebellious  slaves  betrajr'd  me. 
Free  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 

Each  by  turns,  as  sense  inspired  me, 
Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  fir'd  me  ; 
I  alone  have  lost  true  pleasure ; 
Rreodom  is  the  only  treasure! 

Chorus  of  demons. 
Cease,  ye  slaves,  your  fruitiest  grieving. 
No,  no, 

llie  powers  below 

No  pity  know ; 
Cease,  ye  slaves,  your  fruitless  grieving. 

A  dance  of  demons  insulting  the  prisoners. 

PLORBSTAV  io  Corisanda. 

To  taste  of  pain,  and  yet  to  gaze  on  thee, 
•To  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  ill  agree. 
Well  may  the  brave  contend,  the  wise  contrive. 
In  vain  against  their  stars  the  desttn'd  strive. 

COaiSANDA. 

So  to  th'  appointed  grove  the  feather'd  pair 
Fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  snare. 
Punning  love,  and  wing'd  with  amorous  thought. 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught, 
In  the  same  cage  in  moumfrd  notes  complain 
Of  the  same  frite,  and  cune  perfidious  man. 


O  Heavens,  take  pity  of  our  pains, 
%«th  i^  a  milder  fate  than  chiuns. 


Ajfourish  of  vulnmenU  ef  httttem*  Awriioii  4«» 
scends  in  a  chariot  drawn  though  tho  air  hg  dra* 
gonSf  guarded  by  infernal  spirits.  She  edigiie  and 
tomes  forteard,  mted  with  a  dagger  m  her 
hand. 


Year  vows  have  reacb'd  the  gods,  yoar  duun» 
Have  the  same  date  [and  tireatk 

Prepare  for  freedom,  for  .1  bring  yon  death. 
He  who  so  oft  has  'scapM  th'  assaults  of  hell. 
Whom  yet  no  charms  cookl  bind,  no  force  oouli 
By  whom  so  many  bohl  enchantews  fell,         [qMQ« 
Amadis,  Ainadis,  this  joyful  day, 
Yoor  guardian  deity 's  himself  our  pray. 
Firom  all  their  dungeons  let  our  captives  nomsf. 
Idle  spectaton  of  their  hero's  doom. 

FlouriA  of  loud  instruments  of  dioert  sorts.  Other 
dungeons  open,  and  disiooer  more  ct^Uhes.  Ama- 
dis  chainea  Uf  an  altar,  h\femal  priests  ass  each 
side  qf  him  with  knwes  up4\fled  ready  for  the 
sacrifice.  Aicahon,  aieanang  hastily  to  stab  kim, 
starts  asid  stops, 

A»CABON. 

Thou  dy'sfc— What  strange  and  what  resiatleti 
With  secret  force,  arrests  my  lifted  aim  ?   [cham^ 
What  art  Hmo,  who  with  more  Hian  magic  nrt. 
Dost  make  my  hand  unfeithlal  to  my  heart  ? 

AM ADIS.  ' 

One,  who,  disdajning  mercy,  mam  to  die  j 
I  ask  not  life,  for  life  were  cnielty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  search  the  worid  aranndt 
A  more  unhappy  never  can  be  found ; 
Let  loose  thy  rage,  like  an  avenging  god. 
Fain  would  my  soul,  encumbcr'd,  cast  her  load« 
ASCABON.     I4side. 

Tn  every  line  and  feature  of  that  face. 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  soul  I  trace : 
My  brother !  had  my  fether  too  been  slain. 
The  blood  of  my  whole  race  should  plead  hi  rtaUt 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  weakly  move. 
The  strangest  tie  of  nature,  is  in  love. 

AMADI8. 

O  Florestan  1  I  see  those  chains  with  shame. 
Which  I  oould  not  prevent— O  stain  to  Fisnie  * 
O  Honour  lost  for  ever!  Theseus  fell. 
But  Hercules  remam'd  unconquer'd  still, 
And  hoed  his  friend— What  man  could  do^I  did« 
Nor  was  I  overpower'd,  but  betray'd. 
O  my  lov*d  frioid  I  with  better  grace  we  stood 
In  arms  repelling  Death,  wading  in  blood 
To  victories;  the  manly  limb  that  trod 
Firm  and  erect,  beneath  a  treble  load 
Of  ponderous  mail,  these  shameful  bonds  disdains^ 
And  sinks  beneath  th'  inglorious  weight  of  chains* 

PLOEBSTAK. 

Were  shall  the  brave  and  good  for  refuge  ruiy 
When  to  be  virtuous,  is  to  be  undone } 

AaCABOK. 

He  spoke— and  every  accent  to  my  heart 
Gave  a  fresh  wound,  and  was  another  dart : 
He  weeps  !  but  reddening  at  the  tears  that  fel^ 
Is  it  for  these  ?  Be  quick,  and  free  them  all. 
Let  every  captive  be  releas'd  from  chains  2 
How  is  it  that  I  love,  if  he  complains  ? 
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B  €wiy  ^niOp  flri  fn^ry  anzioiis  ewe, 
Mb  viOi  the  MM  nd  vindi,  breed  tnapeits  there : 
flhfteell  yoar  fltrmgi,  to  joyftil  meemirei  move, 
iai  efoy  TKaee  mmd  Ubeirty  and  LovQ^ 


the  chahu  ai  mue  fail 
ApcaboD  frees  AoMidis 


nmiAqf  mil  tke  wmtk  ; 
9f  from  mU  iJk  oMmu, 

Gtomt  (f  all  tke  etfiw0t» 

ia«ty!  liberty! 

A  tifigle  vciee. 
Aim,  mm,  the  geneiow  Britone  ccy. 
Let  Hi  Kfe  free,  or  let  U8  ^ ; 
I^MBpeti  eoiindms,  bennen  flyii^ 
BfAVMg  tjnmli,  dhaiiw  defying, 
liM,  am,  the  geoeitNu  Britons  cry. 
Let  us  live  fiM,  or  let  lie  dies 

liberty!  libeity! 

(Aonureptaif 
lAMty!  liberty! 

Anoikn  *mgU  voice* 
irie,attjoyBpae8etBing, 
i  raeembling  HeaTeii  above, 
I  tie  that  erowne  thy  bfeaeing, 
Land  of  liberty  and  Love ! 
When  tfa^  nymphi,  to  care  complaininf , 

Set  tfaemaehei  and  lovers  ftee, 
Ib  die  hleesini;  of  obtaining, 
Mhl  hoar  Bweet  is  liberty ! 

Dmtee  qf  o^Miaef,  expntting  joy  for  Hberfy^ 


AaCABOK. 


knimg  freed  Amadii,  tkeff  come  fbrmard 
tageAtr;  the  rest  siand^g  in  rows  on  each  side 
ef  the  Iksmtre^  bowing  as  t/uy  adoanee^ 


When  rage,  like  mine,  makes  such  a  sudden  pause, 
Mrthinki  *t»ere  easy  to  divine  the  cause : 
Ihe  di^eat  warrior,  in  a  lady'a  fiu^e, 
Thaaemt  meaning  of  a  blush  may  trace. 
When  shoit4Reath'd  sigfas,  and  catefaing  glances, 
hem  dying  eyes,  reveal  the  kind  intent.  [sent 

Ltt  Glory  share,  but  not  possess  you  whole, 
LoPM  la  tfie  dailhig  transport  of  the  souL 

AMADIS. 

The  lords  of  Fate,  who  all  our  lots  decreo^ 
flave  destiB'd  Fame,  no  other  chance  for  me  ; 
Hy  sollea  atan  in  that  rough  circle  move; 
The  hsiipy  only  are  reserv'd  for  love. 

▲aCABOM. 

The  Stan  which  you  reproach,  my  art  can  force, 
I  can  direct  them  to  a  kinder  course : 
Tirast  to  my  cfaanns,  the  present  tone  improve. 
Meet  and  predona  are  the  hounoflove. 
Uagaajpdcd  see  the  vizKin  treasure  stand, 
Gfad  of  the  theft,  to  court  the  robber's  hand  i 
Boaonr,  hia  wanted  watch  no  knger  keeps, 
Sose  ifoickly,  soldier,  whfle  the  dragon  sleeps. 

AMADtS. 

Pa<.h«ii<Sng  are  your  looks,  less  magic  lies 
ti  yoor  luystciioM  art,  than  in  yoor  eyes ; 
Such  raddng  language  claims  a  toft  return, 
Kty  the  ho^leas  flames  in  which  I  bum ; 
fait  boond  already,  and  not  free  to  choose, 
1  priv  the  bicMny  firted  to  reftite. 


I4nde. 

Ihose  formal  loven  be  fof  ever  curst. 
Who  fetter'd  free-bom  Lo^e  with  Honour  first. 
Who  through  fontastic  law^«re  virtue's  fools. 
And  ajgainst  nature  will  be  slaves  to  rules. 
ITo  htm,}  Your  captive  friends  have  freedom  fix>m 

this  hour. 
Rejoice  for  them,  but  far  thyself  much  mor6: 
Sublimer  blessings  are  reservM  for  thee. 
Whom  Lo^  invites  to  be  possess'd  of  ma 
The  shipwreck'd  Greeks,  cast  on  iEsea^s  shores 
With  tremblmg  steps  the  dubious  coast  exploia^ 
Who  first  arrive,  in  vain  for  pity  plead, 
Tkansfonn'd  to  beasts,  a  vile  and  monstious  breed^ 
But  when  Ulysses  with  superior  mein  [queen, 

Approach'd  the  throne  where  sat  th'  enchantteM 
Pleas'd  with  a  presence  that  invades  her  charms. 
She  takes  the  bold  advent'rer  in  her  arms,    . 
Up  to  her  bed  she  leads  the  couqu'ror  on. 
Where  he  enjoys  the  daughter  of  the  Sun. 

Sie  leadi.AmBdaB  ouL  Florestan  and  Corisanda, 
and  the  released  capjHves  only  renuin.  FtenMtaa 
and  Corisanda  run  into  each  other^s  arms, 

PLOaESTAII. 

In  this  enchanting  circle  let  me  be. 
For  ever  and  for  ever  bound  to  thee. 
coaiSAvnA. 
Soul  of  my  soul,  and  charmer  of  my  heart, 
¥nm  these  embraces  let  us  never  part 
rLoassT/kM. 
Never,  O  ne^ep— In  some  safe  retreat, 
Fsr  from  the  noise  and  tumults  of  the  great. 
Secure  and  happy  on  each  other's  breast, 
Withm  each  other's  arms  we  'U  ever  rest; 
Those  eyes  shall  make  my  days  serene  and  bright^ 
TbsM  aims,  thus  circling  round  me,  bless  the  night. 
lExeani  Flor.  and  Cor. 

The  remaining  caftxoes  express  their  joy  for  Uberte 
ky  smging  and  dancing, 

Chortu  ^  all  the  captives  together. 
To  Fortune  give  immortal  praise. 
Fortune  deposes,  and  can  raise, 
Fortune  the  captives  chains  does  break. 
And  brings  do^ring  eiiles  hack  ; 
However  low  this  hour  we  foil. 
One  lucky  moment  may  mend  all. 
The  act  condudes  with  variety  if  donees. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  L 
Aicabon  a»i{  Arcalaui. 

ABCALAOS. 

Op  women  tyrants  tis  the  conmion  dooll^ 
Each  haughtily  sets  out  in  beauty's  bloom^ 
Till,  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  past. 
You  torn  ahandon'd  prostitutes  at  last. 

ABCABON. 

Who  hate  declares,  is  sure  of  hate  again  ; 
Rage  begets  rage,  disdam  provokes  disdain : 
Why,  why  alas !  should  fove  less  mutual  pvQffc^ 
Why  is  not  love  rctum'd  with  equal  love  ? 
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AtCALAUS* 

Blcsoxup  vrhtn  cheap,  or  certain,  we  despise  j 
From  sure  possessioD  what  desire  can  rise } 
Luve,  like  ambition,  dies  as  tis  enjoy'd, 
By  doubt  provoked,  by  certainty  destroyed. 

ARCABON* 

To  govern  love,  alas !  what  woman  can  } 
Yet  t»  an  easy  province  for  a  man. 
Why  am  I  then  of  hope  abandoned  quite  ? 
There  is  a  cure— I  M  ask  it— if  I  might. 
Forgive  me,  brother,  if  I  pry  too  far, 
I  've  learnt  my  rival  is  your  pris'ner  here ;   . 
If  thatbetnie 

ABCALAUS. 

What  thence  would  yxm  infer?  ISurlify. 

AlCABON. 

What  but  her  death — ^When  Amadis  is  free 
Aom  hopes  of  her— there  may  be  hope  for  me. 

AKCALAUS. 

Thou  clond  to  his  bright  Juno— Fool— ehall  he 
Who  hat  lov'd  her,  ever  descend  to  thee  ? 

AaCABOW. 

Much  vainer  fbol  art  thou— ««>where  are  those 
charms 
That  are  to  tempt  a  princess  to  thy  arms  } 
Thou  Vulcan  to  Oriana's  Mars 

AlCALADS. 

Snt  yet 
This  Vulcan  has  that  Man  within  his  net 
Your  counsel  comes  too  late,  hr  'ds  decreed, 
To  mal^e  the  woman  sure,  the  man  shall  bleed. 

[Exit  surlily, 

ABCABON. 

First  perish  thou;  earth,  air,  and  seas,  and  sky. 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chaos  lie. 
And  every  other  .living  creature  die. 
.  I  bum,  I  bum ;  the  storm  that 's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  flres  provok'd  by  wfaid : 
Love  and  resentment,  wishes  and  disdain, 
Blow  all  at  once,  like  winds  that  plough  the  main. 
FUries!  Alecto!  aid  my  just  design: 
But  if,  averse  to  mercy,  you  decline 
The  pious  task,  assist  me,  powers  dirine ; 
Just  gods,  and  thiou  their  king,  imperial  Jove, 
Strike  whom  you  please,  but  save  the  man  I  love. 

lExiL 


eftuiiA. 


SCENE    U. 


Tk*  Scene  changes  to  ike  representation  of  a  fine 
garden ;  Oriana  sitting  pensively  in  a  pleasant 
hoTcer  towards  the  lower  end  of  the  scene.  Soft 
music  playing,  Arcalaus  enters,  addressing  famse^f 
respectfully  to  her.  She  rises;  they  advance  slowly 
towards  the  front  of  the  sfpge,  seeming  in  mute 
discoufie,  tiU  the  music  ceases, 

ArcalaoB  and  Oriana. 

ABCALAVS. 

Op  freedom  lost,  unjustly  yoQ  complain. 
Bom  to  conunand,  where-e'er  you  come  jrou  rdgn; 
No  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bhidy 
^nd  not  a  priion,  but  an  empire  find. 


Death  I  expect,  and  I  desire  it  tot, 
Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wishM  from  you. 
Todie,istobefi!ee:  Oh  let  me  find 
A  speedy  death— that  freedom  woukL  be  kind. 

AaCALAOS. 

Too  crael  to  suspect  such  usage  meant. 
Here  is  no  death,  but  what  your  eyes  preaent; 

0  may  they  reign,  those  arbiten  of  Fate, 
Immortal,  as  the  Loves  which  they  create; 
We  know  the  cause  of  this  prepoeterous  grief. 
And  ive  should  pity,  were  there  no  relief: 
One  lover  lost,  have  you  not  millions  more  ? 
Can  you  complain  of  want,  whom  all  adore  ? 

All  hearts  are  yours;  even  mme,  that,  fierce  aiad  free. 
Ranging  at  large,  disdahi'd  captivity. 
Caught  by  your  charms,  the  savage  tremUing  fiea. 
And,  prostrate  m  his  chain,  for  mercy  dies. 
oatANA. 

Respect  is  limited  to  power  akne. 
Beauty  distress'd,  like  langs  from  empire  thrown. 

Each  insolent  invades 

How  art  thou  chang'd!  ah,  wretched  princess !  now. 
When  every  slave  that  loves,  dares  te^  thee  so? 

ABCALATTf. 

If  I  do  love,  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes, 
Blame  them  who  wound,  and  not  jrour  slave  whodies  { 
If  we  may  love,  then  sure  we  may  declare; 
If  we  may  not,  ah !  why  are  you  so  fair  ? 
Who  can  unmov'd  behold  that  heavenly  face, 
lliose  radiant  eyes,  and  that  resistless  grace? 

OBIANA. 

Pluck  out  these  eyes,  revenge  thee  on  my  hct^ 
Tear  off  my  cheeks,  and  root  up  every  grace. 
Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  instiditly : 
Thus  may'st  thou  free  thyself  at  once,  and  me. 

ABCALAUS. 

Such  strange  commands  'twere  impious  to  obey) 

1  would  revenge  myself  a  gentler  way. 

[Q^^ring  to  take  her  hand^  she  snatches  U 
axDay  disdainfully. 


Some  whirlwmd  bear  me  from  this  odioua  plaoe. 
Earth  open  wide,  and  bury  my  disgrace ; 
Save  me,  ye  ixiwers,  froni  violence  and  shame. 
Assist  my  virtue,  and  protect  my  fame. 
ABCALAUs.      lAside. 

Love,  with  submission,  fir^  begins  in  oours^^ 
But  when  that  fails,  a  sure  reserve  is  force; 
The  nicest  dames  who  our  embraces  shun, 
Wait  only  a  pretence— and  force  is  one : 
She  who  through  frailty  yields,  dishonour  gaiM^ 
But  she  that  *8  forc'd,  her  innocence  retains : 
Debtors  and  slaves  for  favours  they  bestow, 
Invadifig,  we  are  free,  and  nothing  owe. 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitude  constrain. 
But  as  we  like,  we  leave— or  oome  agam. 

Itshallbeso. 

[ToAer.]  Since  softer  afigumentshaiFSpiov>d BO Yiuoi, 
Force  is  the  last,  resist  it  if  you  can. 

IHe  seizes  her,  she  breaitfrm  J^* 
oaiANA. 
Help— help— ye  Gods ! 
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AftCAtATTS. 

Who  With  such  ecmrage  can  resist  desire, 
Wttb  wimt  a  n^se  she  *l\  love  when  raptmes  fira! 
Behold  in  chaine  your  vanquish'd  minion  lies, 
Jwl  if  farnothiag  but  this  scorn,  be  dies. 


diseooered  in  chains.  Arcalaus  advancing 
to  tUih  kim^  Arcabon  entert  in  the  instant  and 
offers  to  stab  Oriana. 

ARCABON. 

Strike  boldly,  murd'rer,  strike  him  to  the  gnmiid, 
WhSe  thus  nay  dagger  answers  every  wound. 
By  what  new  magic  is  thy  vengeance  ch&rm»d  ? 
^VcnAles  tby  hand  before  a  man  unarmed? 

ORIANA. 

Strike,  my  deliverer,  'tis  a  friendly  stroke, 
Isban  thee  not.  but  rather  would  provoke : 
Dea<h  to  the  wretched  is  an  end  of  care, 
Jtaft  jne*,  methinkn,  he  might  that  victim  spare. 

IPointing  to  Amadis. 

AMADIS. 

Bor^  burst  these  chains :  justgods,  can  you  look 
down, 
Ob  mcii  distress,  like  idle  lookers-on  ? 
My  aoul,  tiU  now,  no  dangers  could  afiright. 
But  tnsaibles  like  a  coward's,  at  this  sight 

ARCABON. 

So  passionate !  but  I  Mi  revenge.it  here 

ARCALAUS. 

Hold,  Vacy-mor  I  strike  as  homg— -forfaeai^ 
Areahtm  offering  to  stab  Oriana,  Arcalaus  does  the 

same  to  Amadis ;  both  wOh-hold  their  bhw. 
TrmaipttSt  kettle-drunu,  and  warlike  instrurnents  of 
mil  kinds,  resound  from  ail  parts  qf  the  theatre, 
Uf^aoda  enters  hastily  with  a  numerous  train, 
Aicalaos  and  Arcabon  surprised,  retire  to  the  oppo- 
nie  side  qf  the  stage. 

VRCANDA. 

Tb  anus,  to  arms,  ye  spirits  of  the  air, 
Te  gnsiidians  of  the  brave,  and  o(  the  fair, 
levrc  3-onr  bright  mansions,  and  in  arms  appear. 
WmrBke  music  sounds  a  charge  ;  Spirits  descend  in 
elouds  ;  some  coMtimte  in  the  air  playing  upon  in- 
struments iff  war,  others  remain  ranged  in  order 
of  battle  ;  others  descend  upon  the  stagt^  ranging 
themuhes &y Amadis,  xuhom  VT^KodAfrees, giving 
khrn.  a  sxcord.    Oriana  Ukeaise  u  freed, 

ARCABON. 

Fly  qnick,  ye  demons,  from  your  Mack  abodes, 
And  try  another  qombat  with  the  gods; 
Bine  6res,  and  pestilential  fumes  arise, 
And  flaming  fountains  spout  against  the  skies ; 
From  their  broad  roots  these  oaks  and  cedars  tear, 
Bnm  Eke  my  love,  and  rage  like  my  despair. 

Tnsmpets  sound  on  Arcabon*/  side,  which  are  anr 
Mssered  «n  Urgaiida'f ,  The  grove  appears  in  an 
imimni  ail  in  a  fame  ;  fountains  from  heUnp  ^ast 
ttpjire  as  in  spouts  ;  a  rain  qfjire  from  above; 
tke  sky  darkened ;  demons  r€mg^  th$msehes  on 
the  stage  by  Arcalaus  and  Arcabon ;  pther  de- 
maiufaee  Viganda ;  spirits  in  the  air  ;  martial 
insimmentssoundistg  from  all  parts  of  the  theatre; 
Asealaui  adoasKes  before  kis  party,  uith  his  sword 
sL  awn,  to  Amadis. 


Let  Heaven  and  Hell  stand  neater,  while  we  try, 
On  equal  terms,  which  of  us  two  shall  die. 

Arcalaus  and  Amadis  engage  at  the  head  of  their 
parties  ;  a  fghi  at  the  same  time  in  the  air,  and 
upon  the  stage;  all  sorts  of  lojtd  instruments  sound-' 
ing  ;  Arcalaus  falls  ;  the  demons,  some  fly  away 
through  the  arr,  others  sink  under-ground,  with 
horrible  cries. 


Sound  tunes  of  triumph,  all  ye  winds,  and  b^ar 
Your  notes  aloft,  that  Heaven  and  Earth  may  hear ; 
And  thou,  O  Sun  !  shine  out  serene  and  gay. 
And  bright,  as  when  the  giants  lost  the  day. 

Tunes  qf  triumph  ;  the  sky  cleqrs  ;  tke  grove  returns 
to  itsflrsl  prospem^  A  large  ball  qffre  represent' 
ing  the  figure  qf  the  Sun  descends  gradually  to  the 
stage  ;  Amadis  apbroaching  Oriana  respectfully  ; 

,    Arcabon  standi  sullen  and  observing,. 

AMADIS.      [To  Oriana. 
While  Amadis  Oriana's  love  possest, 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breast. 
Not  Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  like  Amadis  was  blest 

ORIANA. 

While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  true. 
Nor  wandering  flames  to  distant  climates  drew. 
No  heaven,  but  only  love,  the  pleab'd  Oriana  knew. 

AMADIS. 

That  heaven  of  love,  alas !  is  mine  no  more,     - 
Braving  those  powens  by  whom  she  falsely  swore  j 
Slie  to  CoDstantius  would  those  charms  resign, 
If  oaths  could  bind,  that  should  be  only  mine. 

ORIANA. 

With  a  feign'd  falsehood  you  M  evs^e  your  part 
Of  guilt,  and  tax  a  tender  foithful  heart : 
While  by  such  ways  you  'd  hide  a  conscious  flame. 
The  only  virtue  yon  have  left,  is  shame. 

{Turning  disdainfully  from  him, 
AMADIS.     [Approaching  tenderly. 
But  should  this  injured  vassal  you  8uq>ect 
Prove  true— Ah  !  what  return  might  he  expect 

ORIANA.  [Retaming  to  him  with 
an  air  qf  tenderness. 
Though  brave  Constantius  chamu  with  every  art. 
That  can  entice  a  tender  virgin*s  heart. 
Whether  he  shines  for  glory,  or  delight. 
To  tempt  ambition,  or  enchant  the  sight. 
Were  Amadis  re8tor*d  to  my  esteem, 
I  would  reject  a  deity — for  him. 

AMADIS. 

Though  false  as  watery  bubbles  blown  by  wind, 
Fixt  in  my  soul,  and  rooted  in  my  mind, 
I  love  Oriana,  faithless  and  unkind. 
O  were  she  kind,  and  iaithfiil,  as  she  *s  fair ! 
For  her  alone  I  'd  live—and  die  for  her. 

UROANDA. 

Adjourn  these  murmurs  of  returmng  love. 
And  from  this  scene  of  rage  and  flite  remove. 

[To  ArcabOD^ 
Thy  empire,  Arcabon,  concludes  this  hour, 
hort  is  the  date  of  all  flagitious  power : 
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Spax'd  bethy  life',  tint  tboa  msftt  \rnog  bear 
inie  torments  of  the  damn'd  in  thy'despcir. 

[To  <!)riiiiia  and  AhmkUi* 
Where  z^hyrs  only  breathe  in  myrtle  gtorm, 
There  will  I  lead  you  to  debate  your  lores^ 

The  machifu  rspretenting  the  fiptn  t^  iht  Sum 
cpent  and  ej/peart  to  he  a  chanot  rrful^eni  wiik 
raysy  magn^ently  gilt  and  adomedy  wdk  comee^ 
nierU  teatt,  to  which  Urganda  condw^f  Onana^ 
AttodM/oUotnngf  Arcabon  ttopt  him  by  the  robe* 


Whftty  not  one  look  ?  not  one  difsembling  oq^le, 
To  thank  me  for  your  life  ^  or  to  beguile 
Despair  ?  Cold  and  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 
Hence  from  my  sight  for  ever,  and  my  heart 

ILetiing  go  her  hold  with  an  mr  qf  contempt, 

'Baek,  soldier,  to  the  camp,  Ihy  proper  sphere. 
Stick  to  thy  trade,  dull  hero,  follow  war; 
Useless  to  women— ——thou  mere  image,  meant 
To  raise  desire— and  then  to  disappoint 

Amadis  iaket  hit  place  in  Utganda'«  chariotf  which 
ritet  gradually  in  the  air,  not  mate  dit^^^aring 
ail  the  close  qf  Arcabon'«  speech 

So  ready  to  be  gone— ^Barbarian,  stay. 

He  's  gone,  and  love  returns,  and  pride  gives  way. 

0  stay,  come  back— —Honour  and  Hell !  I  bum ! 

1  rage !  I  rave !  I  die  !-<— Return,  retumi 
£temal  racks  my  tortur'd  bosom  tear, 
Viidtures  with  endless  pangs  are  gnawing  there ; 
Fury  !  Distraction^— I  am  all  despair. 
BuTuing  with  love,  may'st  thou  ne*er  aim  at  bliss, 
But  tfauider  shake  thy  limbs,  and  h^^itemng  blast 

thy  kiss; 
While  pale,  aghast,  a  spectre  I  stand  by, 
Pleas'd  at  the  terrours  that  distract  thy  joy ! 
Plague  of  my  life  !  thy  impotence  shall  be 
A  curse  to  lier»  worse  than  thy  scorn  to  me. 

lExii. 

CHoaus. 
First  voice. 
The  battle's  done. 
Our  wars  are  over. 
The  battle  's  done. 
Let  laurels  crown 
Wbom  rugged  steel  did  oover. 
Second  voice,. 

Let  myrtles  too 

Bring  peace  for  ever. 

Let  myrtles  too 

Adorn  the  brow, 

That  bent  beneath  the  warlike 


J  fidl  ckorui  qf  aUihe  voices  and  instruments. 

Let  trumpets  and  tymbab. 
Let  atabaJs  and  C3rmbals, 
Xet  dnmis  and  hautbc^  give  over; 
But  let  flutes. 
And  let  lutes 
Our  passions  excite 
To  gentler  delight, 
And  every  Man  be  a  lover.  ^ 

Ihnemg  wUk  wridch  the  act  concludet. 


ACT  V.  SCENE  L 
Scene^  Urginda'f  enchmUod  psdaee.  • 
The  ieonet  are  adorned  mnddioenffiedwiihfk^99ve^ 
ral  represenloHons  ^  the  adoeniatet  and  eJepUnU 
of  heroet  and  heroines  :  a  large  fiete  feeing  tke 
frontf  rebre$en6ng  their  apcdteoBiSy  or  rae^Ham 
among  tie  gods, 

Amadis  ofuf  Oriann* 


br  my  esteem  he  well  deserves  apart. 

He  shares  my  praise,  but  you  have  all  my  haaiEt  s 

When  equal  virtues  in  the  scales  are  try'd. 

And  justice  against  neither  can  deckle  ; 

When  judgment  thus  perplesM,  suspoads  the  <dKMbe» 

Fancy  must  speak,  and  give  the  castingvoioe  : 

Much  tQ  his  love,  much  to  his  merit  *s  due. 

But  powerftd  incUnation  was  for  you* 

AMADIS. 

Thou  hast  no  equal,  a  superior  ray 
Unrival'd  as  the  light  that  rules  the  day. 
Should  Fame  solicit  me  with  all  faer  <  ~ 
Not  blooming  laurels  nor  victorious  arms 
Should  purchase  but  a  grain  of  the  delight, 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  ni^it 

OaiAVA* 

Wrong  not  my  virtue,  to  suppose  Uwt  I 
Can  grant  ,to  love,  what  duty  must  deny  ; 
A  father*s  will  is  wantiog,  and  my  breast 
Is  ruPd  by  Glory,  thoo^  by  Love  possest : 
Rather  than  be  another's,  I  would  die  ; 
Nor  can  be  yours,  till  duty  shall  comply. 

AMADIS. 

Hard  rules,  which  thus  the  noblest  loves  engage. 
To  wait  the  peevish  humours  of  old  age  ! 
Thivk  not  the  lawfulness  of  love  connsts 
In  parents  wills,  or  in  the  forms  of  priests  j 
Such  are  but  licensed  rapes,  which  vengeance  drarw 
From  Heav'n,  howe'er  approved  by  human  law. 
Marriage  the  happiest  bond  of  kwe  mipht  be. 
If  hands  were  only  join'd,  when  hearts  agree. 
Enter  Urganda,  Gorisanda,  Florestan,  and  aitend' 

ants  to  Urganda. 

VaCANDA. 

Here  feithful  lovers  to  sure  joys  remove. 
The  soft  retreat  of  Glory  and  of  Love, 
By  Fate  prepar*d,  to  crown  the  happy  hours 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  famous  conquerors  : 
Here,  gallant  prince,  let  all  your  labours  end  ; 
Before,  I  gave  a  mistress  ;  now,  a  friend  ; 
The  grsatest  blessings  which  the  gods  can  send. 

{Presenting  Flotestaa. 

AMADIS. 

0  Florestan !  there  was  but  thus  to  meet. 
Thus  to  embrace,  to  make  my  joys  compleat ; 
The  sight  of  thee  does  such  vast  transports  breed. 
As  scarce  the  ecstades  of  love  exceed. 

rLOaBSTAN. 

If  beyond  love  or  glory  is  a  taste 
Ofpleasurei  itissureinfnendshipplae*d» 

oauKA. 
My  Corisanda  too  I  lEmhraeing  her. 

Not  Flitoestan  conki  fly  wti€h  grsetsr  baste 
To  take  thee  m  his  arms— O  wekxNDe  to  my  brea^ 
Astothy] 
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Bfliaty! 


^  joy  complett ! 


IWitea  bkMm  ovcr»  to  tbo  wanloo  dovii 
flteke  Ihn  tbik  plniiies  the  iiiii,  wd  lock  tbt 


Mr  tMr  ^ad  natai^  and  000  denwl  lore^ 


Oflonrtn!  blett ••  tkoa dvi dowr^, 
Tb  thee  the  Faftet  •!«  kind,  witbont  rtiwe. 
My  jm  are  not  so  full;  tfaoiu^  Love  would  yidd, 
PfereeHoMiiir  itaadf  his  groandy  and  keqps  the  field; 
Kitne  witfamiedue'd,  m  vain  befriendi, 
Wide  Hooov,  wMli  Ue  guaid  of  Pride,  defends : 
0  Natere  t  ftail,  and  faulty  hi  thy  ftame, 
9nm0«ijftl^  wiBhea^  Honour  mutt  oondemn  $ 
Or  Of  too  rigid  Honour,  tkua  to  hmd, 
When  Natnne  piooipts,  and  when  Denre  ii  kfaid* 

faiff  AftCABOii  eomime^g  GoiirrAimus,  ker  gar- 
mtnit  horn,  wU  kmr  ^Meo€Oed,  aeenuMg  Jrantie, 
Ooanumus  til  dM^ 


lyaEoMnifiilfaeplafie:  *Tis  magic  ground, 

HM  W  mm^^tAm^Mtt^  liy  tfM«<>ha«tnMmt  foUnd, 

BdMld  than  at  our  liew  diSKdve  in  fear, 
Tao  amiei^  are  two  loverg  fai  despair  I 
Piueeed,  be  hold,  and,  sqorning  to  entreal, 
niflk  an  her  stnggtings'feign'd,  her  cries  dMNlIt; 
KHl  him,  and  ra:riah  her^lbr  so  would  I, 
W«e  I  a  man-«or  lather  let  both  die. 
The  wpe  may  please   ■■ 
Bach  was  disdained ;  to  equal  rage  resign 
Tliy  heart,  and  let  it  bum  and  Mate  like  mhie, 
1%  saeet  to  love,  but  when  with  scorn  we  meet, 
letcqge  siqipBcs  the  kns  with  joys  as  great. 

A  ciarisf  dsKamb  tutfthf,  into  which  dk#  tnUrt  oi 
Ae  JbUoming  linei, 

Ujp  te  th'  etherial  Heanrans,  where  gods  reside, 
Lo!  thnsliyytotfaaDderaotfayside. 

i  cfapff  ihwader.     The  eharipi  mounit  mihe  tdr, 
mi  vanuhet  mth  her, 

eOMSTAMTIVS* 

Tly  whsie  thou  wilt,  but  not  to  blest  abodes, 
ta*  san^  wfaere-e^  thou  art,  there  are  no  gods» 
[.<<dirraiuig  himeff  to  Onam. 
I  come  9Di  here  an  olject  to  almighty 
OrtomeWr,  but  add  to  ;our  ddigfat 
Behold  a  prince  C94MriM  in  your  view. 
Whose  life's  a  burthen  to  himself,  and  you« 
fhle  sad  tiie  long  all  other  means  deny 
lb  set  you  free,  but  that  Constantius  die, 
ABoman  am  had  pUy*d  a  Roman  part, 
Btt  til  prevetited  by  my  breaking  heart ; 
1  thsslL  ye,  gods,  nor  think  my  doom  sevi 
twigning  gfe,  on  any  terms,  far  her, 


What  crtMl  destiny  on  Beauty  waits, 
When  OB  one  feoe  dspeodi  so  many  fetes  I 


coKSTAinnust 


,  yw  Pecii,  whose  devoted  breath 

BeeaiM  your  country's  happinssi  by  death  ^ 


I  come  a  sacrifice  no  less  renownM, 
The  cause  as  glorious,  and  as  sure  the  wound. 
O  Love  t  with  all  thy  sweets  let  her  be  blest, 
Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beauleous  breast 
TliOttgh  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  force, 
Have  scorcb*d  my  joys,  and  m  their  banefol  course 
^K^ther'd  each  plant,  and  dry'd  up  every  sourcei 
Ah!  to  Oriana  shine  less  fetal  bright. 
Cherish  her  heart,  and  nourish  her  delight. 
Restrain  each  cruel  influence  that  destroys. 
Bless  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  her  joys. 

Orianave^;^,  and  shews  concern;  AmndModdresnng 
hinueff  to  Constantius. 


Were  Fortune  us'd  10  smile  upon  desert. 
Love  had  been  yours,  to  die  had  been  my  part : 
Thus  Phte  divideBthe  prize;  though  Beauty's  mine. 
Yet  Fttne,  our  other  mistress,  is  more  thine. 

[Oonstantius  looking  sternly  upon  him^ 
Disdain  not,  gallant  prince,  a  rival's  praise, 
Whom  your  high  worth  thus  humbles  to  confess 
In  every  thmg  but  love,  he  merits  less. 

COMSTAMnVS. 

Ai^tthoq  that  rival  then?  O  killing  shame  ! 
And  has  he  view'd  me  thus,  so  weak,  so  tame  ? 
Like  a  scom'd  captive  prostmte  at  his  side. 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  tis  too  much !  and  Nature  in  disdam 
IHuns  back  from  death,  and,  firing  every  vein. 
Reddens  with  rage,  and  kindles  luie  agam. 
Be  firm  my  soul,  quick  from  this  scene  remove. 
Or  madness  else  may'  be  too  strong  for  love, 
^pent  as  I  am,  and  wearied  with  the  weight  > 
Of  burthening  life-^^I  xxjuld  reverse  my  fete. 
Thus  planted    ntand  thy  everiasting  bar 

Sief^  him,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  breast;  Ama* 
dis  does  the  same,  each  Raiding  a  dagger  ready  to 
strike. 

But  for  Oriana's  sake  tis  better  here. 

Stabs  himself;  Amadis  throws  au:ay  his  d^igger,  and 
ntfports  him :  they  all  he^, 

OKIAHA,  X 

Live,  generousprince,  such  tfatue  ne'er  should  die. 

.      OONSTANTIVS. 

I  >ve  lir'd  enough,  of  all  I  wish,  i 
If  dying-vl  may  leave  Oriana  blest 
The  last  warm  drop  forsakes  my  Ueeding  heart ; 
O  liove  1  how  sure  a  murderer  thou  art.       [Die/, 
OMAHA,       IH^eeping. 

There  breaks  the  noblest  heart  that   ver  bum'4 
In  flames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  moum'd. 

AMADU. 

I jrvish  to  hin),  you  wrong  an  equal  flame ; 
Had  he  be^n  lov'd,  my  heart  bad  done  the  samtf. 

PLOaSSTAIl. 

O  emperor !  all  ages  must  agree, 
Such,  but  more  happy,  should  all  lovers  be. 
uacAMDA.      [7b  Oriana. 

No  lover  now  throughout  the  world  remains. 
But  Amadis,  deserving  of  your  chains. 
Rempve  that  moum^  object  from  the  sight. 

[Corry  off  the  body 
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Ere  yon  bright  beams  are  ihadow'd  o'er  with  night. 
The  stubborn  king  shall  license  your  delight ;  - 
The  torohy  already  bright  with  nuptial  fire» 
Shall  bring  you  to  the  bridegroom  you  desire ; 
And  Honour,  which  so  long  has  kept  in  doubt. 
Be  better  pleas'd  to  yield,  than  to  hold  out 

Flourish  qf  alt  the  music.  The  stage  Jills  with 
singers  and  dancers,  in  the  habits  qf  fumes  and 
heroines, 

XIrganda  conduct*  Amadis,  Oriana,  ifc  to  a  seat 
during  the  following  entertainment.  - 

First  voice. 
Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum ; 
A  fiurer  than  Venus  prepares 
To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars. 
The  gods,  of  desire,  take  part'  in  the  fray. 
And  Love  sits  li^e  Jove  to  decide  the  great  day. 
Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 
Second  voice. 
Give  the  word  to  begin, 
Let  the  combatants  in, 
The  challenger  enters  all  glorious^ 
But  Love  has  decreed 
Though  Beauty  may  bleed. 
Yet  Beauty  shall  still  be  victorious. 

CHORUS, 

Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  ifoom ; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 

Here  tvfo  parties  enter  from  the  opposite  tides  of  the 
theatre,  sarmed  at  all  points,  wutrc^ng  in  varlike 
order.  And  then  dance  several  Pifrric  or  martial 
dances,  with  swords  and  huehUrss  vAieA  ended, 
the  singers  again  advance. 

To  be  sung. 

Help!  help!  th'  unpractised  conqu'ror  cries; 

He  faints,  he  ftdts ;  help !  help !  Ah  me !  he  dies : 
Gently  she  tries  to  raise  his  head 
And  weeps,  alas  !  to  think  him  dead. 
Sound,  sound  a  charge-<**tis  war  again ; 
Again  he  fights,  again  is  slain ; 

Again,  again,  help !  help !  she  cries 

ifo  fiihitSy  he  falls,  help !  help!  Abmelhedies. 
Dance  qf  heroes  and  heroines. 

Then  singers  again  come  J^frward. 
To  be  sung, 

Happy  pair, 

Free  from  care, 
Eigoy  the  blesshig 
Of  sweet  possetmg } 
•*  Free  from  oare, 

Happy  pair. 
liOfe  iiivitingy 
Souls  uniting; 

Desiring, 

Bspiring; 
A^oytbeblessmg 
Of  sweet  possessbg ; 

Itcc  from  care, 

Happy  pair. 


Another  dance  qf  heroes  and  heroinee. 
Then  a  fuU  chorus  qf  aU  the   voices  and    m« 
struments. 

Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whatever  you  endure  ; 
Though  crud  the  pain  is,  how  sweet  is  the  cure ! 

In  the  hour  of  possessing, 

So  divine  is  the  blessing. 

That  one  moment^s  obtaining, 

Pays  an  age  of  complaining. 
Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure  ; 
Though  cruel  the  paiii  is,  fa(yw  sweet  is  the  cure  ! 

Here  follows  variety  qf  dances,  with  which  the  en" 
tertainment  concluding,  Amadis,  Oriai^  ATr.  rise 
and  come  forward. 

AMADIS. 

So  Phoebus  mounts  triumphant  in  the  sides» 
The  clouds  disperse,  and  gloomy  honour  flies  ; 
Darimess  gives  place  to  the  victorious  ligh^ 
And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  hnglit. 

oauKA.   . 
Our  present  joys  are  sweeter  for  pest  pain  $ 
To  Love  and  Heaven,  by  su£^ng  we  attain. 
vaoAimA. 
Whatever  the  viitoous  and  the  just  aidnN^ 
Slow  the  reward  may  be,  but  always  suie. 

A  triumphant  fourith  qf  all  the  instruments,  mtk 
which  the  play  concludes* 


EPILOGUE, 

BT  THI( 


aiovr  BONOoaABLK  jOibph  AUDxsoif,  Bsas 

Wrxn  Orpheus  tun'd  his  pipe  with  pleasmg  woe. 
Rivers  fbrgot  to  run,  and  winds  to  blow ; 
While  list'nmg  forests  cover'd,  as  he  play'd. 
The  soft  musician  in  a  moving  shade. 
That  this  nighCs  strains  the  same  success  may  find. 
The  force  of  magic  is  to  beauty  join*d : 
Where  sounding  strings,  and  ar^  vmoes  foil. 
The  charming  rod,  and  mutler'd  spells  prevaiL 
Let  sage  UaeAVDA  wave  the  circling  wand 
On  buren  mountains,  or  a  waste  of  sand. 
The  desert  smiles,  the  woods  begin  to  grow. 
The  birds  to  warble,  and  the  springs  to  flow. 

The  same  dull  sights  in  the  same  landskip  mixt. 
Scenes  of  still  life,  and  points  for  ever  fixt, 
A  tedious  pleasure  en  the  mind  bestow, 
And  pall  the  sense  with  one  continued  show : 
Bat  as  our  two  magicians  tiy  their  skill, 
The  vision  varies,  tho^  the  place  stands  stfll ; 
While  the  same  spot  its  gaudy  form  renews. 
Shifting  the  prospect  to  a  thousand  views. 
Thus  (without  unity  of  place  tran^ress'd) 
Th'  enchanter  turns  the  critic  to  a  jest 

But  howsoe'er  to  please  your  wand'ring  eyes* 
Bright  otjeets  disappear,  and  brighter  rise : 
Tbere^s  none  can  make  amends  for  lost  delight, 
While  from  that  cirde  *  we  divert  your  ttg^ 


^  Tlieladieii 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  YALDEN, 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Thomas  Taldsn,  the  aixOi  son  of  Mr.  John  Taldcii»  of  Soiiei,  ww  bom  in 
tk  dtj  of , Exeter  in  l671.  Having  been  ediMted  in  the  gramnnMchool  beloi^iqf 
to  Magdalen  College  in  Oilbid,  he  was  in  1690,  al  die  age  of  ametecn»  admitted  con- 
■oner  of  Magdalen  Hall,  aider  the  tuition  of  Joihh  PulleQ»  aman  whose  ntee  ii  - 
itiB  icmembered  in  the  manaaiStj,  He  became  next  year  one  of  theschokriof  li|g» 
ddn  College,  where  he  was  distinguiahed  by  a  Incky  aoddenL 

It  was  Us  turn,  one  day,  to  pronounce  a  declamation;  and  Dr.  Hough,  the  prendBnt, 
hupming  to  attend,  thou^t  the  composition  too  good  to  be  the  speaker's.  Some 
tine  dbr,  the  doctor  finding  him  a  little  irteguUuriy  busy  m  the  library,  set  Urn  an  ex* 
tarn  toft  punishinent;  and,  that  he  mi^t  not  be  deceived  by  any  artifice,  locked  the 
door.  Talden,  as  it  happened,  had  been  lately  reading  on  the  subject  given,  and  pro* 
doced  with  little  difficulty  a  composition  which  so  pleased  the  prerident,  that  he  told 
bin  his  former  suspicions,  and  promised  to  favour  him. 

Among  his  contemporaries  m  the  college  were  Addison  and  SacheV^rdl,  men  who 
were  m  those  times  ftiendi^  and  who  both  adopted  Yalden  to  their  intimacy.  Yakkn 
otadnaed,  throughout  his  life,  to  thmk  as  probably  he  thought  at  first,  yet  did  not  for* 
lot  the  fiiendship  of  Addison. 

When  Namur  was  taken  by  king  William,  Yalden  made  an  ode.  There  never  was 
toy  reign  more  celebrated  by  the  poets  than  that  of  Wliiam,  who  had  very  little  ro* 
fud  for  song  himself,  but  happened  to  employ  mmisters^  who  pleased  themselves  with 
die  praise  of  patronage. 

Qi  this  ode  mention  is  made  in  a  humourous  poem  of  that  time>  called  The  Oxford 
Liareat;  in  which,  after  many  clauns  had  been  made  and  iqected,  Yalden  is  tepie- 
;  the  kurel,  and  as  bemg  called  to  his  iria^  iiiilead  of  neceivmg  a 


Hit  crime  wbs  for  beins  •  Mm  in  vans^ 

And  presenting  kb  theft  to  tha  kins  ^ 
The  fii«t  wai  a  trick  not  imeommon  or  1 

But  the  last  was  an  impadeDt  thfa^ : 
Ytt  what  he  had  stol'n  was  so  little  wwth  UnliBf^ 

They  forgare  Mm  the  danlefe  and  OMt; 
Bad  be  ta'en  the  whole  ode,  as  he  took  it  piaoe-mesHaf  , 

They  had  fin*d  hna  hot  ten-poDoe  etmost 
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«•  LIFE  OF  YALDEN. 

^  « 

The  poet  whom  he  was  charged  with  robbing  was  Congreve. 

He  wrote  another  poem  on  the  death  of  the  duke  of  Gloucester. 

In  1700  he  became  fellow  of  the  college;  and  next  year,  entering  into  orders, 
presented  by  the  society  with  a  living  in  Warwickshire  S  consistent  with  his  fellawship, 
and  chosen  lecturer  of  moral  philosophy,  a  very  honourable  office. 

On  the  accession  of  queen  Anne  he  wrote  another  pcem ,  and  is  said,  by  the  author 
of  the  Biographia,  to  have  declared  himself  of  the  party  wh^  had  the  honourable  dis- 
tinction of  high-churchmen. 

In  1706  he  was  received  into  the  family  of  the  duke  of  Beaufort.  Next  year  h€ 
became  doctor  in  divinity,  and  soon  after  resigned  hb  fellowship,  and  lecture ;  and,  as 
a  token  of  his  gratitude,  gave  the  college  a  picture  of  their  founder. 

He  was  made  rector  of  Chalton  and  Cleanville  S  two  adjoining  towns  and  benefices 
in  Hertfordshire ;  and  had  the  prebends,  or  sinecures,  of  Deans,  Hains,  and  Pendlcs^ 
fn  Devonshve.  He  had  before  ^  been  chosen^  in  1698,  preacher  of  BrideWell  hospital, 
upon  the  resignation  of  Dr.  Atterbury  ^ 

From  this  time  he  seems  to  have  led  a  quiet  and  inoftensive  life,  till  the  clamour  was 
raised  about  Atterbur/s  plot.  Every  loyal  eye  was  on  the  watch  for  abettors  or  par- 
takers of  the  horrid  conspiracy;  and  Dr.  Yalden,  having  some  acquaintance  with  the 
bishop,  and  being  familiarly  conversant  with  Kelly,  his  secretary,  fell  under  suspicion, 
and  was  taken  into  custody. 

Upon  his  examination  he  was  chaiged  with  a  dangerous  correspondence  with  Kelly. 
The  correspondence*  he  acknowledged ;  but  maintained,  that  it  had  no  treasonable 
tendoicy.  His  papers  were  seized ;  but  nothing  was  found  that  could  fix  a  crime  upon 
him,  except  two  words  in  his  pocket-book,  '*  thorough-paced  doctrine/'  This  expression 
the  imagination  of  his  examiners  had  impregnated  with  treason,  and  the  doctor  was  en- 
joined to  explain  them.  Thus  pressed,  he  told  theqi>  that  the  words  had  lain  unheeded 
in  his  pocket-book  from  the  time  of  queen  Anne,  and  that  he  was  ashamed  to  give  an 
account  of  them ;  but  the  truth  was,  that  he  had  gratified  his  curiosity  one  day,  by 
hearing  Daniel  Burgess  in  the  pulpit,  and  those  words  were  a  memorial  Jiint  of  a  re* 
maricable  sentence  by  which  he  warned  his  congregation  to  '*  beware  of  thorough-* 
paced  doctrine,  that  doctrine,  which,  coming  in  at  one  ear,  paces  through  the  head, 
and  goes  out  at  the  other." 

Nothing  worse  than  {his  q)pearing  in  his  papers,  and  no  evidence  arising  against  him, 
he  was  ^t  at  liberty. 

It  vrill  not  be  supposed  that  a  man  of  this  character  attained  high  dignities  in  the 
diuieh ;  but  he  still  retained  the  friendship,  and  frequented  the  conversation,  of  a  veiy 
numerous  and  splendid  set  of  acquaintance.    He  died  July  16,  1736#  in  the  65th  year 

of  his  age. 

Of  his  poems,  many  are  of  that  irregular  kind,  which,  when  he  formed  his  poetical 
character,  was  supposed  to  be  Pindaric.      Having  fixed  his  attention  on  Cowley  aa  a 

^  The  vicarage  of  WQloughby,  which  he  resigned  in  1708.  ^. 
s  This  preferment  was  givei^  him  by  the  duke  of  Beaufort  iV. 
*  Not  tUl  long  after.  JV: 

4  Dr.  Atterimry  retained  the. office  of  preacher  at  Bridewell  till  his  promoftion  to  the  bubopric  of 
Roeheater.    Dr.  Yalden  succeeded  him  as  preacher  tu  June,  1713.  iV^ 
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UFE  OF  YALDEN.  6l 

modd,  he  has  attempted  m  some  sort  to  rival  him,  and  has  written  a  Hymn  to  Daric- 
De9%  evidently  as  a  counter-part  to  Cowle/s  Hymn  to  Ugfat. 

This  hymn  seems  to  he  bis  best  performance,  and  is,  for  the  most  part,  imagined 
with  great  vigour,  and  expressed  with  great  propriety.  I  will  not  transcribe  it  The  seven 
first  stansas  are  good ;  but  the  third,  .fourth,  and  seventh,  are  the  best :  the  eighth 
leems  to  involve  a  contradiction ;  the  tenth  b  exquisitely  beautiful ;  the  thirteenth,  four- 
teenth, and  fifteenth,  are  partly  mythological,  and  partly  religious,  and  therefore  not 
mitable  to  each  other :   he  might  better  have  made  the  whole  merely  philosophical. 

There  are  two  stanzas  in  this  poem  where  Yalden  may  be  suspected,  though  hardly 
convicted,  of  having  consulted  the  Hymnus  ad  Umbram  of  Wowerus,  in  the  sixth 
itana,  which  answers  in-some  sort  to  these  lines: 

lUa  luo  pneest  Doctunk  noinine  aacrifr^ 
Perqae  Tiai  errare  novis  dat  spectra  fignris, 
Manesque  excitos  medioB  ululare  per  agrot 
Sab  Docteni,  et  qoeita  notioe  oomplere  penitaa. 

And  again,  at  the  conclusion : 

ma  siio  senittm  seclodit  corpore  toto 
Hand  nnmeraDS  jogi  ftigientia  secula  lapia  ; 
Ergo  ubj  portremum  mundi  compage  boIqU 
Hanc  renim  molem  luprema  abaumpserit  hora. 
Ipsa  Unres  cinerea  imbe  amplectetur  opaci, 
Et  prifloo  imperio  mrtus  dooiinabitiir  umbiu. 

His  Hymn  to  Light  is  not  equal  to  the  other.    He  seems  to  think  that  there  is  a» 
Esrt  absolute  and  positive  where  the  Morning  rises. 
In  the  last  stanza,  having  mentioned  the  sudden  eruption  of  newrcreated  light,  he 

Awbile  tb^  Almigbty  wond'ring  stood. 

He  oogfat  to  have  remembered,  that  infinite  knowledge  can  never  wonder.  All  wonder 
is  the  effect  of  novelty  upon  ignorance. 

Of  his  other  poems  it  u  sufiicient  to  say,  that  they  deserve  perusal,  though  they  are 
■ot  ahrtys  exactly  polished,  though  the  rhymes  are  sometimes  very  ill  sorted,  and 
tboogh  his  faolts  seem  rather  the  omissions  of  idleness  than  the  oegligencies  of  en- 
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POEMS 


or 


DR.  YALDEN. 


maxtnm 
IMMODERATE  GRIRR 

TO  A  TOUVO  LADT  ITBIFllia. 


Al  OU   ni  IMITATIOII  Of  CASIMIU* 


CovuB  nwoniftil  riglis,  or  floods  of  teaA,  prevent 

Hie  ills  ooliaiiiiy  men  lament » 

GooU  all  the  anguish  of  my  mind 
fiCBOve  my  cares,  or  make  but  Fortune  kind  ; 

Soon  I'd  the  grateful  tribute  pay. 

And  weep  my  troubled  thoughts  sway : 
Tftveahfa  and  pleasure  every  sigh  prefer. 
And  moK  than  gems  esteem  each  ftlling  tear. 
But,  imee  rasulting  cares  are  most  incUn'd 

To  triumph  o^er  tb'  afflicted  mind  ; 

Sboe  sighs  can  yield  us  no  rdief, 
tad  teari,  like  fruitful  showers,  but  nourish  grief; 

Tlwn  cease,  fidr  mourner,  to  cooiplain. 

Nor  lavish  such  bright  streams  in  vain. 
But  itill  with  cheerful  thous^ts  thy  cares  beguile, 
ABd  tempt  thy  better  fortunes  with  a  smile. 
Ibe  meroiis  mind  is  by  its  suffisrings  known, 

which  no  affliction  tramples  down ; 

Bat  when  oppressed  will  upward  move, 
^pott  down  its  ckg  of  cares,  and  soar  above. 

Ttim  te  young  royal  eagle  tries 

Ob  the  son-beams  his  tender  eyes, 
M  if  he  shrinks  not  at  th>  offensive  light, 
Be*tthenfbr  empire  fit,  and  takes  his  soaring  flight, 
IWogb  cares  assanlt  thy  breast  on  every  side. 

Yet  bnvely  stem  th'  impetuous  tide : 

No  tribntanr  tears  to  Fortune  pay, 
2l«idi  19 any  iois  a ndUer  day ; 


But  wHh  land  hopes  support  thy  mmd^ 

And  thmk  ttiy  better  lot  behind : 
An^dst  afflictkms  let  thy  soul  be  great. 
And  show  thgn  dai'st  deserve  a  better  state. 

Then,  lovely  mourner,  mpe  those  tears  away« 

And  cares  that  urge  thee  to  decay ; 

like  ravenous  Age  thy  charms  they  wast^ 
Wrinkle  thy  youthful  brow,  and  blooming  beautiet 

But  keep  thy  looks  and  mind  serenOp     [blast 

All  gay  without,  all  calm  within ; 
For  FIste  is  aw*d,  and  adverse  Fortunes  fly 
A  chearfiil  look,  and  an  unconquer'd  eye. 


HYMN  TO  THE  MORNISO. 

IN   FRAISS   OP    LIGHT. 

PAaiMTofDay!  whose  beauteous  beams  of  light 
Spring  from  the  darksome  womb  of  Night, 
And  midst  their  native  horrours  show, 

like  gems  adommg  of  the  Negroes  brow: 
Not  Heav Vs  feir  bow  can  equal  thee. 
In  aU  its  gaudy  drapery ; 

Hou  first  essay  of  light,  and  pled^  of  day  ! 

That  usher^st  in  the  Sun,  and  still  prepar'st  its  way. 

Rival  of  Shade,  eternal  spring  of  light ! 
Thou  art  the  genuine  source  of  it : 
From  thy  bright  unexhausted  woilb. 

The  beauteous  race  of  Days  and  Seasons  come. 
Thy  beauty  ages  cannot  wrong, 
But,  spigfat  of  Time,  thou  'rt  ever  young : 

Thou  art  alone  Heaven's  mode;^  virgin  Light, 

Whose  face  a  veil  of  blushes  hides  from  human  sigfat 

Like  some  fiur  bride  thou  risest  from  thy  bed. 
And  dost  around  thy  lustre  spread; 

I         Around  the  universe  di^ense 

New  1^  to  ally  and  quickening  influMoe. 
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YALDEN'S  POEMa 


With  gloomjr  nniles  thy  mal  Night 
Beholds  thv  glorious  dawn  of  4ight : 
Not  all  the  wealth  she  views  in  mines  belonr 
Can  match  thy  brighter  beams,  or  equal  lustre  show. 

At  thy  approach,  Nature  enects  her  bead. 

The  smiling  Universe  is  glad ; 

The  drowsy  Earth  and  Seas  awtike. 
And  from  thy  beams,  new  life  and  vigour  tailces 

When  thy  more  chearfol  rays  appear, 

Bv' n  Guilt  ftnd  women  cease  to  ftkr : 
Horrour,  Despair,  and  all  the  sons  of  Night 
Retire  before  thy  beams,  and  take  their  hasty  flight. 

To  thee,  the  grateful  East  their  altars  raise, 
And  sing  with  early  hymns  thy  praise ; 
Thou  dost  their  happy  soil  bestow, 

Enrich  the  Heavens  above,  and  Earth  below : 
Thou  risest  in  the  fragrant  East, 
Like  the  fair  Phoenix  from  her  balmy  nest: 

No  altar  of  the  gods  can  equal  thine,         [shrine ! 

The  Air 's  thy  richest  incense,  the  whole  land  thy 

But  yet  thy  finding  glories  soon  decay. 

Thine  's  but  a  momentary  stay ; 

Too  soon  thou  'rt  ravish'd  from  our  sight, 
Borne  down  the  stream  of  day,  and  overwhelmed  with 

Thy  beams  to  thdr  own  ruin  haste,       [light. 

They  're  fram'd  too  exquisite  to  last: 
Thine  is  a  glorious,  but  a  short-livM  state. 
Pity  so  fair  a  birth  should  yield  so  soon  to  Fate ! 

Before  th'  Almighty  Artist  framed  the  sky. 

Or  gave  the  Earth  its  harmony, 

His  first  command  was  for  thy  light: 
He  view'd  the  lovely  birth,  and  blessed  it: 

In  purple  swaddling-bands  it  struggling  lay, 

Not  yet  maturely  bright  for  day : 
Old  Chaos  then  a  chearfnl  snrile  put  on,  [own 

And,  from  thy  beauteous  form,  cUd  first  presage  its 

•*  Let  there  he  Light?"  the  great  Creator  said. 
His  word  the  active  child  obeyed : 
Night  did  her  teeming  womb  disclose; 

And  then  the  blushing  Mom,  its  brightest  of&pring, 
Awhile  th'  Almighty  wondering  view'd,  [rose. 
And  then  himself  pronounc'd  it  good: 

"  With  Night,"  said  he,  "  divide  th'  imperial  sway; 

Hum  my  first  labour  art,  and  thou  sbalt  bless  the 
Day" 


HYMN  TO  DARKNESS. 

Daekm^ss,  thou  first  great  parent  of  us  all, 

Thou  art  our  great  original : 

Since  from  thy  universal  womb 
Does  all  thonshad'st  below,  thy  numerous  offspring, 
cole. 

Thy  wondrous  birth  is  ev^n  to  Time  unknown. 
Or,  like  Eternity,  thou  'dst  none ; 
Whilst  Light  did  its  first  being  owe 

Vnto  that  awful  shade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

Say,  in  what  distant  region  dost  thou  dwell. 
To  reason  inaccessible  ?       * 
From  form  and  duller  matter  free, 

Thou  soar'st  above  the  reach  of  man's  phUosophy. 


Involved  hi  thee»  we  fbtt  receive  our  breath. 

Thou  art  our  refuge  too  m  death. 

Great  monarch  of  the  grave  and  womb,  [oosae. 
W[|iere-e*er  oar  tools  shall  go^  to  thee  our  bodies 

Tbit  silent  Globe  is  Struck  with  awfnl  fear. 
When  thy  migestic  shades  ^ipear: 
Thou  doit  compose  the  Air  and  Sea, 

And  Earth  a  sabbalJi  keeps,  sacred  to  Rest  and  thee. 

In  thy  serener  shades  our  ghosts  delight. 
And  court  the  umbrage  of  the  Night; 
In  vaults  and  gloomy  caves  they  stray, 

Butfly  the  Morning's  beams,  and  sicken  at  the  Day. 

Though  solid  bodies  dare  exclude  the  lif^t. 

Nor  will  the  brightest  ray  admit ; 

No  substance  can  thy  fbroe  repel. 
Thou  reign'st  in  d^ths  below,  dost  in  the  centredwefl. 

The  sparkling  gems,  and  ore  in  mines  belov. 
To  thee  their  beauteous  lustre  owe; 
Though  form'd  within  the  womb  of  Night, 

Bright  astlieir  sire  they  shine,uith  native  raysoflight. 

When  thou  dost  raise  thy  venerable  head. 
And  art  in  genuine  Night  array'd. 
Thy  N^ro  beauties  then  delight ;        [bright 

Beauties,  like  polish'd  jet,  with  their  own  daikneif 

Thou  dost  thy  smiles  impartiaQy  bestow. 
And  know'st  no  difierence  here  below : 
All  things  appear  the  same  by  thee. 

Though  light  distinction  makes,  thou  giv'st  equality. 

Thou,  Daiknete,  art  the  lover's  kind  retreat. 
And  dost  the  nuptial  joys  oon^»leat ; 
Thou  dost  inspire  them  with  thy  shside,  [msid. 

Giv'st  vigour  to  thd^outh,  and  warmest  the  yielding 

Calm  as  the  bless*d  above  the  anchorites  dwel*. 
Within  their  peaoeful  gloomy  cell. 
Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  fill'd ; 

The  pleasures  Light  deny,  thy  slodes  fiir  ever  yield. 

In  caves  of  Night,  the  oracles  of  old 

Did  all  their  m3rsteries  unfold  : 

Darkness  did  first  Religion  grace. 
Gave  terrours  to  the  God,aiid  reverence  to  the  plaoei 

When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  stand. 
Thy  shades  enclosed  the  hallowed  land : 
In  clouds  of  Night  he  was  array'd. 

And  venerable  Darkness  his  pavilion  mode. 

When  he  appear'd  arm'd  in  his  power  and  might, 

He  veU'd  the  beatific  Ught; 

When  terrible  with  maje^. 
In  tempests  he  gave  laws,  and  clad  himsdf  m  thee. 

Ere  the  foundation  of  the  Earth  was  laid, 
Or  brighter  firmament  was  made; 
Ere  mattery  time,  or  place,  was  known. 

Thou,  monarch  Darkness,  sway'dst  these  spacious 
realms  alone. 

But,  now  the  Moon  (though  gay  with  borrow'd  lif^) 
Invades  thy  scanty  lot  of  Night, 
By  rebel  subjects  thou  'rt  betray'd. 

The  anarchy  of  Stars  depose  their  monarch  Shade. 

Yet  feding  light  its  empire  must  resign. 
And  Nature's  power  submit  to  thnie  s 
An  universal  ruin  shall  erect  thy  ttarone, 

And  Fktc  confirm  thy  kingdom  evermora  ^y  owiv 
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BVMANLIFB. 

lOrPOOO  TO  BE    trQKXN  BY  A^i   EPICUftE. 

m   IHITATIOSf  OF  TBS    lECOND    CRArTBE  OF  TBI 

WISDOM  OF  lOLOMON. 

TO  THE  LORD  HUNSDON. 
▲  nmumic  ode. 

Tm  win  penniMnis  Heaven  no  more  allow  ? 

No  more  on  its  own  darling  Man  bestow  ? 
b  it  ibr  tUs  be  lord  of  aU  appears. 

And  Ins  great  Maker's  image  bears  ? 

To  toil  beneath  a  wretched  state, 

OppressM  with  miseries  and  fiite; 

Beoeath  fab  painful  burthen  groan, 
lain  this  beaten  road  of  life  drudge  on  ! 

Amidst  oar  laboun,  we  possess 

No  kind  allays  of  luq>piness : 

No  softening  joys  can  call  our  own, 

To  make  this  hitter  drug  go  down ; 

WhOst  Death  an  easy  conquest  gains, 
ind  the  hisatiate  Grave  in  endless  triumph  reigns. 
With  throes  and  popgs  into  the  world  we  come. 

The  cnise  and  burthen  of  the  womb  : 

Nor  wretched  to  ourselves  alone,  • 
Our  mothers*  labours  Introduce  our  own. 
hcricf  and  tears  our  infimcy  we  waste, 

Those  sad  prophetic  tears,  that  flow 

By  instioet  of  oar  future  woe  : 
Aad  ev*a  our  dawn  of  life  with  sorrows  overcast 

Tfaas  we  tnl  out  a  restless  age, 

Etch  his  laborious  part  must  have, 
Down  fttan  the  monarch  to  the  slave, 
Act  i/ertfMB  fiuoeoflife,  then  drop  beneath  thestage. 

Aom  our  first  drawing  vital  breath, 
'Pram  oar  first  starting  from  the  womb, 
Untfl  we  reach  the  destined  tomb,      a 
We  in  are  posting  on  to  the  dark  goal  of  death, 
life,  like  a  cluud  that  fleets  before  the  wmd. 
No  mark,  no  kind  impression,  leaves  behind, 
^  Tis  scattered  like  the  whids  that  blow, 
^(MterGos  as  them,  full  as  inconstant  too,      [90" 
"Rist  know  not  whence  they  come,  nor  where  tl^y 
Here  we're  detained  a  while,  and  (hen 
Become  origiiials  again  : 
Hme  shaU  a  man  to  his  first  self  restore, 
^  make  him  entire  nothing,  all  he  was  before. 
No  pan  of  us,  no  remnant,  shall  survive ! 
Aad  ]ret  we  impudently  say,  we  live  \ 
No !  we  hot  ebb  noto  ourselves  agam, 
^  «ily  come  to  be,  as  we  had  never  been. 


^y»  learned  Sage,  thoo  that  art  mighty  wise ! 
^^middle  me  these  mysteries; 
What  b  the  soul,  the  vital  beat. 
That  oar  mean  firame  does  animate  } 
What  is  our  breath,  the  breath  of  man, 

*«  Imm^  his  naftore  up,  and  does  ev'n  lifesastahi  ^ 
^  it  not  ahr,  an  empty  Aune, 
A  ire  that  does  itself  consume ; 
^^nidk  that  in  a  heart  is  bred, 

^■■bsnt  flane  with  heat  and  motion  fed  > 
fttingwiiih  that,  the^hole  is  gone, 
TbisbosBtad  scene  of  tifs  is  doner    . 

^^^7  the  phantom  takes  its  flight, 

iwl  toa  loailisaiDe  giive.  awl  an  atOTiwl  mght 
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The  soul  th'  iminortal  part  we  boast. 
In  one  consuming  minute  's  lost ; 
To  its  first  source  it  must  repair, 
Scatter  with  winds,  and  flow  with  common  air. 
Whilst  the  falJ'n  body,  by  a  swift  decay. 

Resolves  into  its  native  clay  : 
For  dust  and  ashes  are  its  socond  birth, 
And  that  incorporates  too  with  its  great  parent.  Earth* 

Nor  shall  our  names  our  memories  survive, 

Alas,  no  part  of  man  can  live ! 

The  empty  blasts  of  fiime  shall  die. 
And  even  those  nothings  taste  mortality. 
In  vain  to  future  ages  we  transmit 
Heroic  acts,  and  monuments  of  wit : 
~   In  vain  we  dear-bought  honours  leave, 
To  make  our  ashes  gay,  and  famish  out  a  grave. 

Ah,  treacherous  Immortality  ! 

For  thee  our  stock  of  youth  we  waste. 

And  urge  on  life,  that  ebbs  too  fest, 
To  purchase  thee  with  blood,  the  valient  fly; 
And,  to  survive  in  fame,  the  great  and  glorious  die. 
Lavish  of  life,  they  squander  this  estate, 

And  tor  a  poor  reversion  wait : 
Bankrupts  and  misers  to  themselves  they  grow. 
Embitter  wretched  life  with  toils  and  woe,  [bow. 
To  hoard  up  endless  fame,  they  know  not  where  or 

Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  swift  the  minutes  hastel 
The  present  day  entirely  is  our  own 
Then  siezethe  blessing  ere  'tis  gone : 

To-morrow,  fatal  sound  I  sinoe  this  may  be  our  last. 

Why  do  we  boast  of  years,  and  sum  up  days ! 
'Tis  all  imaginary  qiace  : 

,  To-day,  to-day,  is  oar  inheritance, 
ms  all  penurious  Fate  will  give 
Posterity  HI  to-morrow  five,  [hence. 

Our  sons  crowd  on  behind,  our  children  drive  i\s 
With  garlands  then  your  temples  crown. 
And  lie  on  beds  of  roses  down  : 
Beds  of  roses  we'll  prepare, 
Roses  that  our  emblems  are  ; 
A  while  they  flourish  on  the  bough^ 
And  drink  large  draughts  of  heavenly  dew : 
like  us  they  smile,  are  young  and  gay. 
And,  like  us  too,  are  tenants  for  a  day,      [away". 

Sinoe  with  Night's  blasting  breath  they  vanish  swift 

Bring  cheerful  wine,  and  costly  sweets  prepare : 
TIs  more  than  frenzy  now  to  spare: 
Let  cares  and  business  wait  a  while  ; 
Old  age  affoids  a  thinking  interval : 
Or,  if  they  must  a  longer  hearing  have, 
Kd  them  attend  below,  adjourn  into  the  grave* 
Then  gay  and  sprighUy  wine  produce,  . 
Wmes  ^at  wit  and  mirth  infuse : 
Hiat  feed,  like  oil,  th'  expiring  flame,  [frame. 
Revive  our  drooping  souls,  and  prop  this  tottering 
That,  when  the  grave  our  bodies  has  engross'd, 
When  virtues  shall  forgott^en  lie. 
With  all  their  boasted  piety, 
Honours  and  titles,  like  oursel^  be  tost; 
llien  ouir  recorded  vice  shall  flourish  on. 
And  our  immortal  riots  be  for  ever  known. 

This,  this,  is  what  we  ought  to  do. 
The  great  design,  the  grand  affair  below  ! 
9nce  bounteous  Nature's  plac'd  our  steward  here. 
Then  m»n  his  grandeur  should  maintain. 
And  in  excess  of  pleasure  reign, 
Keep  up  hji  cl^txucter,  and  lord.  A  all  appear. 
F 
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AGAINST  ESJOTMENT. 


We  love  and  hate,  as  restless  monarcbs  flght^ 
"Who  boldly  dare  invade  another^  rig^  : 
Yet,  when  through  all  the  dangerous  toils  they're  rtin. 
Ignobly  quit  the  conquests  they  have  won ; 
Tliose  charming  hopes,  that  made  them  valiant  grow, 
Pall'd  with  enjoyment,  make  them  cowards  now. 

Our  passions  only  form  our  happiness, 
Hopes  still  enlai^,  as  fears  contract  it  less : 
Hope  with  a  gaudy  prospect  feeds  the  eye. 
Sooths  every  sense,  does  with  each  wish  comply ; 
But  fiUse  Enjoyment  the  kind  guide  destroys, 
We  lose  the  passion  in  the  treacherous  joys. 
like  the  gay  tflk-worm,  when  it  pleases  most. 
In  that  ungrateful  web  it  spun,  tis  lost. 

Fruition  only  cloys  the  appetite  ; 
More  doas  the  conquest,  than  the  prize  delight : 
'One  victory  gainM,  another  fills  the  mind. 
Our  restless  withes  cannot  be  confined, 
like  boisterous  waves,  no  settled  bounds  they  knowj 
Tia^d  at  no  point,  but  always  ebb  or  flow. 

Who  most  expects,  enjoys  the  pleasure  most, 
^it  raised  by  wishes,  by  fruition  lost : 
We  're  charm'd  with  ^sUmt  views  of  happiness. 
But  near  iqiproaches  make  the  prospect  less. 
Wiriies,  like  pahited  landscapes,  bert  de%ht. 
Whilst  distance  recommends  them  to  the  sight : 
Plac*d  a£Bur  off,  tliey  beautiful  appear ; 
But  show  their  coarse  and  nanaeoot  cokmrs,  near. 

Thus  the  fiun'd  Midas,  when  he  found  his  store 
Increasing  still,  and  would  admit  of  more, 
With  eager  arms  his  swelling  bags  he  press'd ; 
And  expectation  only  made  him  blessM  : 
But,  when  a  boundless  treasure  he  enjoy'd. 
And  every  wish  was  with  fruition  c]oy*d  : 
Then,  damn'^to  heaps,  and  surfeited  with  ore. 
He  curs'd  thai  gold  he  doated  on  before. 


THE  CURSE  OF  BABYLON. 

ISAtAH,   CHAP.  XIII.   PAaAPHRASSD. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

Now  let  the  fatal  banner  be  display'd  ? 
Upon  some  lofty  mountain's  top 
Go  set  the  dreadful  standard  up ! 

And  all  around  the  hills  the  bloody  signals  spfead. 
For,  lo,  the  numerous  hosts  of  Heaven  appear! 
Th'  embattled  legions  of  the  sky. 
With  all  their  dread  artillery,  ^ 

Drew  forth  in  bright  amy,  and  muster  in  the  air. 
Why  do  the  mountains  tremble  with  the  noise. 
And  vallies  echo  back  their  voice  ? 
The'hills  tumuHnous  grow  and  lond, 

The  hills  that  groan  beneath  the  gathering  multitude. 
^Ide  as  the  poles  of  Heaven's  extent. 
So  far 's  the  dreadful  summons  sent : 
KingdoQDs-and  nations  at  his  call  appear, 

for  cv'B  the  Lord  of  Hosts commaads  in  peraOA  there. 


Start  from  thy  MMigy,  thoci  dMMny  la< 
Awake,  and  hear  his  dread  oonunand  '. 
Thy  black  tempestuous  "Say  comes  kiirerBig  oi^ 
O  faUl  light  I  O  inauspicious  hour  I 
Was  ever  such  a  day  before ! 
Sostain'd  with  blood,  by  marks  of  vengeance  known* 
Nature  sba^  from  her  steady  couxxe  itmove. 
The  welNfix'd  Farth  be  from  its  basts  tent. 
Convulsions  shake  the  firmament ; 
Horrour  seize  all  below,  confusion  reign  ^ve. 
The  stars  of  Heaven  shall  sicken  at  the  sight. 
Nor  shall  the  planets  yield  their  light: 
But  from  the  wretched  otject  fly. 
And,  hke  extinguished  tapers,  quit  the  daiken'd  tkf. 
The  rising  Sim,  as  he  wasconsdous  too. 
As  he  the  fatal  business  knew, 
A  deep,  a  bloody  red  shall  stain. 
And  at  his  early  dawn  shall  set  in  night  again. 

To  the  destroying  sword  I  *  ve  said,  "  Go  forth. 

Go,  fully  execute  my  wrath ! 
Command  my  hosts,  my  willing  armies  lead ; 
For  this  rebellious  land  foid  all  therem  shall  bleed." 
They  shall  n(»t  grieve  me  more,  no  more  transgress; 

I  will  consume  the  stubborn  race: 
Y«t  brutes  and  savages  I  justly  spare; 

Tseless  is  all  my  vengeance  there;  ' 
Ungratefol  man  's  Oe  greater  monster  fiir. 
On  guiltless  beasts  I  win  the  land  bestow. 

To  them  th'  inheritance  shall  go ; 
lliose  elder  brothers  now  shall  knd  it  here  below: 
And,  if  some  poor  remains  escape  behind. 

Some  relics  left  of  lost  mankind ; 
Th'  astonish'd  herds  shaU  in  their  cities  cry. 
When  they  behold  a  man,  *'  Lo,  there 's  a  prodigy !" 

The  Modes  I  call  to  my  assistance  herea 

A  people  that  delight  in  war ! 
A  generous  race  of  men,  a  nation  free 
From  vioious  case  and  Persian  luxury* 
Silver  is  despicable  in  their  eyes. 
Contemn  d  the  useless  metal  lies  : 
Their  conquering  iron  they  prefer  before 
The  finest  gold,  ev*n  Ophir's  tempting  ore. 
By  these  tiie  land  shall  be  subdued. 
Abroad  their  bows  shall  overcome. 
Their  swords  and  flames  destroy  at  home  ; 
For  neither  sex  nor  age  shall  be  exempt  from  blood. 
The  nobles  and  the  princes  of  diy  state 
Shall  on  the  victor's  trium]^  wait : 
And  those  that  finom  the  bottle  fled 
Shall  be,  with  chains  oppressed,  in  cruel  bondage  led. 

I  '11  visit  their  distress  with  plagues  and  miseries 
The  throes  that  womens*  labours  wait, 
Convulsive  pangs,  and  bloody  sweat. 
Their  beauty  shall  consume,  and  vital  spirits  seize. 
The  rovish'd  vii^gins  shall  be  borne  away. 
And  their  dishoDOur'd  wives  be  led 
To  the  insulting  victor's  bed, 
Jo  brutal  luste  expos'd,  to  fury  lea  a  prer. 
Nor  shall  the  teeming  womb  afind 
.    Its  forming  births  a  refuge  from  the  twoid; 

The  sword,  that  shall  their  pangs  increase^ 
And  all  the  throes  of  travail  cuiae  with  banennet^ 
The  infante  shall  expire  with  thefar  fint  breath. 

And  only  live  in  pangs  of  death  ; 
live  but  with  eariy  cries  to  curse  the  light. 
And,  at  the  dawn  of  lift^  set  in  eternal  eight. 
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Sv^  BtbykO,  tdom'd  with  every  grace. 

The  beauty  of  the  imiverse  : 
Glory  cf  natiooe !  the  Chaldseans*  pride, 
ibid  joy  of  all  th*  admiring  world  tiMeside : 
Thoo,  Babykm  !  before  whose  throne  > 
The  enpiice  of  the  Earth  fitll  down ; 
The  prottrate  nations  homage  pay, 
iad  vaasal  princes  of  the  world  oltey  i 
Shalt  m  the  dust  be  trampled  low  ; 
ilsect  and  low  upon  the  Earth  be  kiid, 
iad  deep  in  ruins  hide  thy  ignominious  head* 
Ihy  strong  amazing  walls,  whose  impious  height 

The  doods  conceal  firom  human  sight ; 
That  prtnadly  now  their  polish'd  turrets  rear. 

Which  bright  as  neighbouring  stars  appear, 
Oiflbaqg  glories  round  th'  enlightened  air. 
In  flames  shall  downwards  to  their  centre  flyi^  , 
ind  deep  within  the  Earth,  as  their  foondatioDk^  lie, 

Ihy  beanteons  palaces  (though  now  thy  pride)  ! 
Shan  be  in  heaps  of  ashes  hid  : 
In  TBst  surprizing  heaps  shall  lie, 
iai  erhi  their  ruins  bear  the  pomp  of  majesty. 
No  bold  inhabitant  shall  dare 
Thy  ras'd  foundations  to  repair : 
Kopityfaig  hand  exalt  thy  abject  state  $ 
Ko!  tosQCMdin^  timestbou  must  remain 

An  hoirid  exem|daiy  scene, 
iad  fie  from  age  to  age  ruin*d  and  desolate.  • 
Thy  foO  >8  decreed  (amazing  turn  of  fhte  !^ 
Lmt  as  Gomwiah's  wretched  state  : 
TVoa,  Babyloo,  shall  be  like  Sodom  curst, 
Oatioy'd  by  flames  from  Heaven,  and  thy  more 
baming  rest* 
ITieday  "s  at  hand,  when  in  thy  fruitful  sml 
Ko  Ubourer  shall  reap,  no  mower  toil  : 
Bii  tent  the  wandering  Arab  shall  not  spread, 

Kor  make  thy  cursed  ground  his  bed  ; 

Thoogfa  faint  with  travel,  though  opprest  wi^ 

A  to  hb  drooping  herds  shall  cry  aloud,  (Jhirit, 

"Taste  not  of  that  embitter^  Hood, 

TattenotEDphrates'  streams,  they 're  poisonous  all, 

and  curst." 

The  shepherd  to  his  wandering  flocks  shall  say. 

When  o^er  thy  battlements  they  stray. 
When  in  thy  palaces  they  graze, 
"ihyfly,  nnbsfvpy  flocks !  fty  this  infectious  place." 
Whilst  the  sad  traveller,  that  passes  on, 

ShaU  ask,  "  Lo,  where  is  Babylon  ?" 

iad  when  he  has  thy  small  remainder  found, 

ihill  lay,  "  I'llfly  firomhenoe,  *tis  sure  accursed 


ThSD  shftli  die  savages  and  beasts  of  prey 
fnm  their  deMrted  mountains  haste  away  ; 
Erery  ofaaoene  and  vulgar  beast 
Shall  be  to  Batykn  a  guest : 
HermaiUe  Toofi^  and  every  cedar  room, 
ftaD  dena  and  caves  of  state  to  nobler  brutes  become. 
TI7  ooorta  of  justice,  and  tribunals  too, 
(O  irODy  to  caU  them  so  1) 
There,  where  the  tyrant  and  oppressor  bore   ' 
The  spoib  of  inooceiioe  and  blood  before ; 
There  shaU  the  wolf  and  savage  tiger  meet, 
Andgripiw  voltore  shall  appear  in  state,  [great. 
Ihnt  bivM  or  prey  shall  rule,  and  ravenous  battts  be 
Hioee  nnconupted  shall  remain, 
lliose  shall  alone  their  genuine  use  retain, 
Iknt  VjolMoe  riMll  thrive,  Hapioe  wd  Fraud  shall 


Then  shall  the  melancholy  Satyrs  groan. 
O'er  their  lamented  Babyloo ; 
And  ghosts  that  glide  with  honour  by,    ' 
To  view  where  their  unbury'd  bodies  lie. 
With  doleful  cries  shaU  fill  the  air. 
And  with  amazement  strike  th'  affrighted  traveller. 
There  the  obsoener  birds  of  night, 
Bhxls  that  in  gloomy  shades  delight, 
ShaU  solitude  enjoy,  live  undisturbed  by  IjghU 
Ail  the  ill  omens  of  the  air 
Shall  scream  thehr  loud  presages  there. 
But  let  them  all  their  dire  predictions  tell. 
Secure  in  ills,  and  fortify»d  .with  woe. 

Heaven  shall  in  vain  its  future  vengeance  shfMr; 
For  thou  art  happily  insensible. 

Beneath  the  reach  of  miseries  fell,  -     {feur. 
Thou  need*st  no  desolation  dread,  no  greater  curses 


•TO 

ilfA.  CONGREVE: 
AN  EPISTOLARY  ODE; 

1693. 

OCCASXOMID  BY  THB   *'  OLD  BACHELOB.'' 

Fam'd  wits  and  beauties  share  this  common  fktt. 
To  stand  exposed  to  public  love  and  hate. 
In  every  breast  they  different  passions  raise. 
At  once  our  envy,  and  our  praise. 
For  when,  like  yoa,  some  noble  youth  appears. 
For  wit  and  humour  fam'd  above  his  years  ; 
TZa^b  emulous  Muse,  that  views  the  laurel  won,. 
Must  praise  the  worth  so  much  transcends  their 
own 
And,  while  his  fame  they  envy,  add  to  his  renown. 
But  sure,  like  you,  no  youth  could  please. 
Nor  at  his  first  attempt  boast  such  success  : 
Where  all  mankind  have  fail'd,  you  glories  won  ; 
Triumphant  are  in  this  alone. 
In  this,  have  all  the  bards  of  old  out-done. 

Then  may^st  thou  rule  our  stage  in  triumph  long  1 

May'st  thou  its  mjor'd  feme  revive. 
And  matchless  proofs  of  wit  and  humour  give. 
Reforming  with  thy  scenes,  and  charming  with  thy 
And  though  a  curse  ill-feted  wit  pursues,  [song  ! 
And  waits  the  fetal  dowry  of  a  Muse  : 
Yet  may  thy  rising  fortunes  be 
Secure  from  all  the  blasts  of  poetry ; 
As  thy  own  laurels  flourishing  appear,        [fear  { 
Unsully'd  still  with  cares,  nor  clogg»d  with  hope  and 
As  from  its  wants,  be  from  its  vices  free, 

From  nauseous  servile  flattery ; 
Nor  to  a  patron  prostitute  thy  mind, 
Though  like  Augustos  great,  as  fem'd  MsBOenas  khid. 

Though  great  m  feme  !  believe  me,  generous 
youth. 
Believe  this  oft-ezperiencHl  truth,         [worth. 
From  him  that  knows  thy  virtues,  and  admires  their 
Though  thou'rt  above  what  vu^  poets  fear. 

Trust  not  the  ungrateful  world  too  fkr  ; 
Trust  not  the  smiles  of  the  inconstant  town ; 
Trust  not  the  plaudits  of  a  theatre  [share  | 

(Which  Durfey  shall  with  thee  and  Drydaa. 
Nor  to  a  stage's  mterett  sacriCkoe  thy  owp. 
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Hiy  genitur,  that's  for  noUer  fhiiigf  dengn'd, 

May  at  loose  hoars  oblige  mankiiid  : 
Then,  great  as  is  thy  fame,  thy  iDTtanea  raise, 
Join  thrivhig  interest  to  thy  barren  bays, 

And  teach  the  world  to  envy,  as  thou  dost  to  praise. 
The  world,  that  doeslike  common  wborte  embrace, 
Injarious  still  to  tiKise  it  do6s  caress  : 
Injuriooi  as  the  tamted  breath  of  Fame, 

That  blasU  apoet's  Ibrtaniis,  while  it  sounds  his  name. 

When  first  a  Muse  inflames  some  youthftil  breist, 
Idko  an  unpractis^  virgin*  ^^  she  's  kind : 
Adom*d  with  graces  then,  and  beauties  blest. 

She  charms  the  ear  with  fame,  with  raptures  fills  the 
mmd. 

Then  from  all  oares  the  happy  yontfa  is  free, 
But  those  of  love  and  poetry  : 
Cares,  still  allay 'd  with  pleasing  channs, 

That  crown  the  head  with  bays,  with  beauty  fill  th« 
But  all  a  woman's  frailties  soon  she  shows,  [arms. 
Tao  soon  a  stale  domestic  creature  grows : 
Then,  wedded  to  a  Muie  that's  nauseous  grown 

We  loath  what  we  enjoy,  drudge  when  the  pleasure's 
For,  tempted  with  imaginary  bays,        .    [gone. 
Fed  with  immortal  hopes  and  empty  praisa* 
He  Fame  pursues,  that  fiur  and  treacherous  bait, 

<^roWft  wise  when  he 's  undone,  repents  when  tif  too 
late^ 

Small  are  the  trophies  of  his  boasted  bays^ 
The  great  man's  promise  for  his  flattering  toil. 
Fame  in  reversion,  and  the  public  smile, 
kVL  vainer  than  his  hopes,  uncertain  as  his  praise. 
Twas  thus  in  mournful  numbers  heretofore, 
Neglected  Spenser  did  his  fate  deplore  : 
Long  did  his  injured  Muse  complain, 
Umir'd  in  midst  of  wants,  and  charming  rtillinvain. 
.  hang  did  the  generous  Cowley  mourn. 
And  waf^  oblig'd  the  age  without  return. 
Beny'd  What  every  wretch  obtains  of  Fate, 
An  humble  rbof  and  an  obscure  retreat, 
Condemn'd  to'needy  fame,  and  to  be  miserably  great. 
Thus  did  the  world  thy  great  fore-fathers  use  ; 

Thus  all  th'  inspir'd  Imrds  before 
Bid  their  hereditary  ills  deplore ; 
Fromtimefal  Chaucer's  down  to  thy  own  Dryden's 
Muse. 

Yet  pleas'd  with  gaudy  ruin  youth  will  on. 
As  proud  by  public  feme  to  be  undone  ; 
Pleas'd,  though  he  does  the  worst  of  labours  chuse, 
To  serve  a  barbarous  age,  and  an  ungrateful  Muse. 
'    Sinbe  Dryden's  self,  to  Wit's  great  empire  bom. 
Whose  genius  and  exalted  name 
Triumph  with  all  the  spoils  of  Wit  and  Fame, 
Must,  'midst  the  loud  applause,  his  barren  laurels 
mofUrn. 
£v*n  that  fera'd  man,  whom  all  the  world  admires, 
Whom  every  Grace  adorns,  and  Muse  inspires. 
Like  the  great  injui'd  Tasso,  shows 
Triurnnhant  in  the  midst  of  woes  ; 
In  ail  his  wants,  majestic  still  appears, 
Charming  the  a^  to  which  he  owes  his  cares. 
And  cherishing  that  Muse  whose  fatal  cone  he  bears. 


TBE  MNSMCTk 

AGAhiirr  BUts. 
tnest  sna  gratiia  parvia» 

WaEas  greatiless  is  to  Nature's  wOiks  dai^*^ 
In  worth  and  beatity  it  is  well  supply'd  : 
In  a  small  space  the  more  perKsfeibon  *B  shown^ 
And  what  u  exquisite  in  litUe  's  done. 
Thus  beams,  contracted  m  a  nam>w  glass, 
to  flames  convert  their  larger  nsdess  n jra. 

'TIS  Nature's  smallest  products  please  tbe  eye» 
Whilst  greater  births  pass  unregarded  by  ] 
Her  nionsten  seem  a  violence  to  n|^  ; 
Hiey 're  formed  for  tenoor,  insects  to  ddig^ 
Thus,  when  she  nicely  frames  a  piece  of  art, 
Fip^%re  her  strokes,  and  small  In  every  pari  ^ 
Ko  mbour  can  she  boast  more  wonderfiil 
Than  to  inform  an  atom  with  a.  soul ; 
To  animate  her  little  beauteooi  fly,' 
And  cloath  it  in  her  gaudiest  drapery* 

Thus  does  the  little  epigram  delight. 
And  charm  as  with  its  miniature  of  wit  j 
Whilst  tedious  authors  give  the  reader  pain. 
Weary  his  tbou^ts,  and  make  him  toil  in  imfa| 
When  in  less  volumes  we  more  pleasure  find. 
And  what  diverts,  still  best  informs  the  nund. 

'Tis  the  small  insect  looks  ooiteet  and  finr. 
And  seems  the  product  of  her  nicest  care. 
When,  weary'd  out  with  the  stupendous  weigfat 
Of  formuig  prodigies  and  brutes  of  state. 
Then  she  the  insect  frames,  her  master-pieoe. 
Made  for  diversion,  and  design'd  to  pleaae. 
Thus  Archimedes,  in  his  crystal  sphere 
Seem'd  to  correct  the  world's  AitSSoer  : 
Whilst  the  large  globe  mov^  round  with  kn^dfllay. 
His  beauteous  orbs  in  nimbler  circles  play : 
This  seem'd  the  nobler  labour  of  the  two. 
Great  was  the  sphere  above,  but  fine  below. 

Thus  smallest  things  have  a  peculiar  grace, 
Tlie  great  w*  admire,  but  'tis  the  little  pleaae  ; 
Then,  since  the  least  so  beautifully  show, 
B'  advis'd  in  time,  my  Muse,  and  leara  to  I 
A  Poet's  lines  should  be  correct  and  few.. 


to  nis  ratRKD 
CAPTAIN  CHAMBBRLADf. 

VH  LOVB  WtTB  A  LAST  HB  HAD  IVLUm  IX  AN  AL0S* 

aura  raiza  at  sba« 
tN  ALLUI^ION  TO  HORACE,  B.  U.  CD.  i. 

Xis  no  disgrace,  brave  youth,  to  own 

By  a  foir  slaveyou  are  undone : 
Why  dost  thou  blush  to  hear  that  nama^ 

And  stifle  thus  a  generous  flame  ? 
Did  not  the  fair  Bris^  heretofore 

With  powerftil  charms  subdue  } 
What  though  a  captive,  still  sbe  bore 
Those  eyes  that  freedom  could  restore. 
And  make  her  haughty  lord  the  proud  Adiilles,boK. 

Stem  Ajax,  though  renown'd.in  arms. 
Did  yield  to  bright  TecBiessa's  chanaa  s 
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ipi  a  the  luMb  iM  iHMl  wm 
ib  tnpliMf  at  biar  feet  vera  thrown. 

WhMb  bcantifbl  in  tean,  be  ▼ieir'd  the  moiiniiiig  &ir. 
Hie  hero  Mt  her  ponver  • 
Thimgh  greet  in  oemps  and  fteroe  m  war. 
Her  auAer  looks  he  oould  noit  bear» 

FnoadlftheoaaaelierdaTe,ihougfaleielMreoqqiM»q!r* 


TO  BIR.  WATSON. 

In  naoefol  order  the  jut  nianeli  vbl^ 
And  here  complete  their  circles  in  the  dde|| 
Here  's  the  fiUl  concert  of  ravolThq^  tph«<e^ 
And  Heaven  in  br^pfat  epitome  appeari. 


^ 


i^ipeais, 
I  charm  It  heart : 
Li  every  hreart  does  pitjr  move^ 
Pity,  the  tendereit  part  of  love. 
Anobt  biitxfaiiqphs  great  Atrides  fued» 
UnlD  a  veqiiiig  maid  : 
Thoogh  Ttay  was  by  his  anur  tnibdned» 
ABlOreeoe  the  bloody  trofilues  viev'd, 
Tiet  at  a  ^Hiitiv«^  1^  th' imploring  vict(|r  1^ 

Hiii^  not  tty  dmi«|bg  mead  can  b# 
Of  a  base  slod[»  and  mean  degree  j 
Her  diape»  her  air,  her  avery  graoe* 
A  more  than  volgar  faiitti  oonfan  I 

Tn,  yes,  my  ftioad,  vrilh  rqyal  blood  riie  >&  gr^ 
Sjpfimg  ftoaa  some  mmtsi€h*s  bed ; 
N^  mooffw  her  te^  hard  flite, 
Hsr  midihr  fidl  and  abM  itate, 

lad  her  iQvtiinas  laoa  oonoeals  wi|h  ^|ol^  pvU^ 

Ah,  tUnk  M^  aaignpbl^liOQS^ 

Gookl  anch  a  heroine  prodnoe  I 

Nor  think  each  generous  sprightly  blood 

OfRdd  flow  from  th^  oormptoi  crowd ; 
Bot'riew  ber  opmragfu  1>^  ondaunted  mind^ 

And  eool  with  virtoes  crownM ; 

Where  ihn^p^g  interest  cannoit  blind, 

)^Qr  youth  Q<r  sold  admittance  find,   [gnnuA 
lot  still  her  honour's  fix'd,  and  virtue  kpepi  i^ 
View  weQ  ber  great  majestic  air, 

And  modest  k>oks  divinely  fiiir ; 

Too  bright  Ibr  fimcy  to  improve^ 

And  worthy  of  thy  noblest  love. 
Bat  yet  fospeet  not  thy  officioas  firiendy 

AH  jealoas  thoughts  remove  ; 

Thoaj^  I  with  youthful  heat  commend. 

For  thee  I  aU  my  wishes  send, 
Inl  if  die  ante  thee  blest, 'tis  aU  11  aak  of  Lc^ve  I 


TO  Un.   WATSON, 
in  ■«  timimis  o>  TVS  cxtirruL  motiomi, 


TO  aa^  MAJtsTV. 

Air,  itai  in  fill  peilbotion,  is  derign'd 
T»  pleeee  the  eye^  or  to  iaiMin  the  mmd  s 
Ibii  aoUer  piaoe  pedbrms  the  double  part. 
With  paceral  beauty  and  instructive  art 
Sace  the  great  Arehimedes'  sphere  was  lost, 
lbs  aoyest  bteur  finished  it  oflold  boast  $ 
Kogewraw  hand  durst  that  ftm'd  model  trao^  ' 
Which  Qvseee  edmir'd,  and  Bome  could  only  pr^iJiei 
Thp  yoB,  with  greater  histre,  have  restor'd^ 
Aaitui^  those  arts  we  ignorantly  adored  i 
UotioB  a  fall  perfection  here  you 've  shown* 
iad  what  ivntind  dnspair'd  to  reach,  have  dooc, 
.  laaitM  frames  your  hspvenly  bodies  move, 
Seaoe  Wghtsr  in  their  beauteous  oibs  abo^rei 
M  itBri»  depsiVd  of  an  malignant  flames, 
Bctt  eB«^  tht  ^e  Willi  «I0I»  wuyiciow  bfaav : 


With  charml  the  indents  did  mvade  the  Mopn» 
And  from  her  oib  otfmpeird  her  struggling  down  | 
But  here  she's  taug(bt  a  nobler  change  by  yon. 
And  moves  with  pride  hi  this  bright  sphere  balnws 
While  your  celestial  bodios  thus  I  view. 
They  give  me  bright  ideas  of  the  tme  | 
|nqiir'd  by  them,  my  thoughts  dare  upfward  flipvt. 
And  visit  regions  of  the  blest  above. 

ThnsfitM  yimr  hand  w*  adaiire  th«  giobfriD  sBfUy 
A  oopy  ftb- as  its  original : 
This  labonr  's  to  the  wMe  creation  jvt. 
Second  to  noas,  and  rival  tb  the  fint. 
The  artltd  aching*  like  the  difiusive  soul. 
Informs  the  machine,  and  directs  the  whole ; 
like  Nature's  self,  it  fills  the  spacious  throne, 
And  unoonfri'd  sways  the  fiur  ortM  alone) 
Th*  unactive  parts  with  awful  silenoe  wait. 
And  from  its  nod  tMr  birth  of  motMn  date : 
Like  piao^  they  obey  the  powerful  caUf 
Move  to  its  s«mnd,  and  into  oieasur^fiM^ 


RAPE  OF  THEUTILLA: 
iMrrATin  psom  thb  latin  or.  pamukus  snuftAf 

THS   IimOOUCTOEY   AECUMSMT. 

Theotilla,  a  fair  young  virgin,  who,  to  avoid  the 
addresses  of  those  many  admiren  her  beauty  drew 
about  ber,  assumed  the  habit  ef  a  religious  order, 
and  wholly  withdrew  herself  from  the  eye  and 
converse  of  the  world :  but  the  common  report  of 
her  beauty  bad  so  infiamed  Amalis  (a  young 
person  of  quality)  with  love,  that  one  night,  in  i^ 
debauch  of  wine,  he  commands  his  servants  to 
force  her  dormitory,  and  bear  off,  though  by  vio- 
lence, the  lovely  votaress ;  which  having  suocesS'* 
ftilly  performed,  they  bring  Tbeutilla  to  their 
expectmg  lord's  apartment,  the  scene  of  the  ei|« 
suiiigpoem« 

Soon  as  the  tyrant  her  bright  form  sor^esr^. 
He  grew  inflamM  with  the  fiiir  captive  mmd  z 
A  graceful  sorrow  in  her  looks  she  bean. 
Lovely  with  grief,  and  beautiful  intean  ; 
Her  mein  and  air  resistless  charms  impart, 
Forcmg  i|n  easy  passage  to  his  heart : 
Long  he  devoun  her  beauties  with  his  eyes, 
While  through  his  glowing  veins  th'  hifection  fii^  ; 
Swifter  than  lightning  to  his  breast  it  came, 
like  that,  a  ftur,  but  a  destructive  flame. 
Yet  she,  though  in  her  young  and  blooming  state^ 
Possest  a  soul,  beyond  a  virgin's,  great ; 
Ko  charms  of  youth  her  colder  bosom  move. 
Chaste  were  her  thoughts,  and  most  averse  to  lovt  t 
And  as  so|ne  timorous  hind  in  toils  betray'd,  ^ 
Thus  in  his  arms  strove  the  resisting  maid  ; 
Thus  did  she  combat  with  his  strict  embrace, 
AimI  spum'd  the  guilty  cause  of  her  dis^ce. 
Revenge  she  courted,  but  despair'd  to  find 
A  str^gth  (lod  vigonr  eqxtal  to  her  m>nd  ; 
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While  cliecks*of  sh»Tne  b€r  willing  hands  restrain. 

Since  at!  a  virgio^s  force  is  her  disdain : 

Yet  her  rftolves  are  nobly  fixM  to  die 

Rather  than  violate  her  chastity, 

Tbanbrsak  her  tows  to  Heaven,  than  blot  her  ftme. 

Or  soil  her  beauties  with  a  lustAU  flame. 

The  night  from  its  meridian  did  decline. 
An- hour  propitious  to  the  black  design : 
When  sleep  and  rest  their  peaceful  laws  maintain. 
And  o*er  the  globe  b'  infecttous  silence  retgn  j 
While  death-Uke  slumbers  every  bosom  seize, 
Unbend  our 'minds,  and  weary'd  bodies  ease : 
Now  fond  Amalis  finds  his  drooping  breast 
Hiavy  with  wine,  with  amorous  cares  opprtat; 
Not  aJl  the  joys  expecting  lovers  feel 
Can  frtxn  hM  breast  the  dna^sy  charm  repel ; 
In  vain  from  wine  his  passion  seeks  redress, 
Whose  treaehenms  force  the  flame  it  nus'd  betmys : 
Weak  and  unnerv'd  his  useless  limbs  became. 
Bending  beneath  their  ill-snpported  fmme ; 
Vanquished  by  that  repose  from  which  be  flies. 
Now  slumbers  close  his  unconaenting  eyes. 

But  sad  Theatilla*s  cares  admit  no  rest, 
Repose  is  banish'd  firom  her  moomfnl  brntt ; 
A  feitbful  guard  does  iijur'd  virtue  keep. 
And  from  her  weary  limbs  repulses  sleeps 
Oft  she  reflects  with  horrour  on  the  rape, 
Oft  tries  each  aVenue  for  her  escape  $ 
Though  still  rc|Milse  upon  repulse  she  bears 
And  finds  nO  passage  but  for  sighs  and  tears : 
Then,  with  the  wildness  of  her  soul  let  loose. 
And  all  the  ftiry  that  her  wrongs  mfbse ; 
She  weeps,  she  raves,  she  rends  her  flowing  hair. 
Wild  in  her  grief,  and  raging  with  despair, 
At  length  her  restless  thoughts  an  utterance  find. 
And  vent  the  anguish  of  her  labouring  mind  : 
Whilst  all  dissolved  in  calmer  tears  she  said, 
"  Shall  I  again  be  to  his  arms  betray'd ! 
Again  the  toil  of  kwth'd  embraces  bear, 
And  for  some  bUcker  scene  of  lust  prepare  ? 
First  may  his  bed  my  guiltless  grave  become. 
His  marble  roof  my  unpolluted  trimb  ; 
Then,  just  to  honour,  and  unstain'd  in  fame, 
The  urn  that  hides  my  dust  conceals  my  shame. 
Heaven  gave  me  virtue,  woman*s  frail  defence, 
And  beauty  to  molest  that  innocence : 
In  vain  I  call  my  virtue  to  my  aid. 
When  thus  by  treacherous  beauty  Tm  bebrayM. 
Yet  to  this  hour  my  breast  no  crime  has  known, 
But,  coldly  chaste,  with  virgin  brightness  shone. 
As  now  usullyM  by  a  waiter's  sun. 
Not  arts,  nor  ruder  force  of  men  prevailed, 
My  tears  found  pity,  when  my  language  foiPd. 
Oft  have  these  violated  locks  been  torn. 
And  injured  fiice  their  savage  fury  borne ; 
Oft  have  my  bloody  robes  their  crimes  confest. 
And  pointed  daggers  glittered  at  my  breast ; 
Yet  free  from  guilt,  I  found  some  happier  charm 
To  vanouish  lust,  and  wildest  rage  disarm. 
But  ah!  the  greatest  labour  *s  yet  behind ; 
No  tears  can  softte  this  obdurate  mind ; 
No  prayers  mexorable  pity  move. 
Or  guard  me  from  the  worst  of  ruins.  Love  r 
Though  sleep  and  wine  allow  this  kind  reprieve. 
Yet  to  the  youth  they  '11  strength  and  fury  give  ; 
Th(*n  wretched  maid  !  then  think  what  artifice, 
U'  hat  charm,  shall  rescue  from  his  nerv'd  embrace  ! 
When  with  supplies  of  vigour  next  he  storms. 
And  every  dictate  of  his  lust  performs. 


"But  you,  blest  Power,  thatownaviitiA^MBB^ 
Protect  my  virtue,  and  defend  my  fame. 
From  powerful  lurt,  and  the  reprinch  of  thMf  | 
If  I«  strict  religious  life  have  led. 
Drunk  the  cold  stream,  and  made  the  earHimy  bed  f 
If  from  the  world  a  chaste  rechise  I  live. 
Redress  my  wrongs,  and  geaei—  i 
Allay  this  raging  tempest  of  my  mnid, 
A  virgin  should  be  to  a  virgin  luod : 
Prostrate  with  tears  finm  you  I  beg  defimee. 
Or  take  my  life,  or  guard  my  famooence,'* 

While  thus  the  afliicted  beau^  pray 'd,  cbe  apgr'd 
A  fatal  dagger  by  Amalis'  side : 
**  This  weapon's  mine !"  she  cries,  (then  graq>'d  it 

fast) 
And  now  the  lustful  tjrrant  ^eeps  his  last" 
With  eager  hand  the  pointed  steel  she  draws, 
Ev*n  murder  pleases  in  so  just  a  oanae  ; 
Nor  fears,  nor  dangers,  now  rnsiwtais^f  make. 
Since  hononr,  life,  and  dearer  feme,  's  at  stake. 

Yet  in  her  breast  does  kind  compasuon  plead*. 
And  fills  her  soul  with  horrour  of  the  deed  ; 
Her  sex^s  tenderness  resumes  its  pbce^ 
And  spreads  in  oonscions  Ueshes  o'er  her  fiMse. 
Now  stung  with  the  remorse  of  guilt,  she  criea^ 
*<  Ah,  fhmtic  girl,  what  wikl  attempt  is  this  ! 
Think,  think,  Theutilla,  on  the  murderer's  doom. 
And  tremble  at  a  puniriiment  to  come : 
Stain  not  thy  virgin  hands  with  guilty  blood. 
And  dread  to  be  so  criminAlly  good. 
Lay  both  thy  courage  and  thy  weapon  down. 
Nor  fly  to  akls  a  maid  must  blush  to  own ; 
Nor  arms,  nor  valour,  wi^  thy  sex  agree. 
They  wound  thy  feme,  and  taint  thy  modesty. 
Thus  diflerent  passions  combat  in  her  mind. 
Oft  she  's  to  pity,  oft  to  rage  inclm'd : 
Now  from  her  hand  the  hated  weapon  "s  cast. 
Then  seiz'd  again  with  more  impetuous  haste: 
Unfix'd  her  wishes,  her  resoh'es  are  vain. 
What  she  attempts,  she  straight  rejects  again; 
Her  looks,  the  emblems  of  her  thoughts,  appear 
Vary'd  with  rage,  with  pity,  and  despair : 
Alone  her  fears  incline  to  no  extreme, 
Equally  poiz'd  betwixt  re%*enge  and  shame. 
At  length,  with  more  pre^niling  rage  possesl^ 
Her  jealous  honour  steels  her  daring  breast : 
The  thoughts  of  injur'd  feme  new  courage  gave^ 
And  nicer  virtue  now  confirms  her  brave. 
Then  tbe  fi^m'd  Jhidith  her  whole  mind  employ^ 
Urges  her  hand,  and  sooths  the  fetal  choice : 
Thiw  great  example  pleas'd,  inflamed  by  this. 
With  wild  disorder  to  the  yeutb  she  flies ; 
One  hand  she  wreaths  within  his  flowing  hair. 
The  other  does  the  ready  weapon  bear  : 
"  No«'  guide  me  (cries)  feir  Hebrew,  now  look  down. 
And  pity  labours  thou  hast  undergone. 
Direct  the  hand  that  takes  thy  pi^  tol  feme. 
And  be  propitious  to  a  virgin's  name. 
Whose  gknV  's  but  a  refnge  fVom  her  shame  !'* 
Thus  rais'd  by  hopes,  and  arai'd  with  connge  now. 
She  with  undaunted  looks  directs  the  bknr : 
Deep  in  his  breast  the  spackMis  wound  she  made, 
And  to  his  heart  dispateb'd  th'  unerring  blade. 

When  their  expiring  lord  the  servants  heard. 
Whose  dying  groans  the  fetal  act  dedar'd. 
Like  a  fierce  torrent,  with  no  bounds  they  *n  stay'd. 
But  vent  their  rage  on  the  defimoeler-  — ^  -     ^ 


Not  virtue,  3routh,  nor  beauty  in  distress. 
Can  move  their  savage  bieafts  to  tcaduusss : 
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Bat  dnUi  with  horrid  tomMiits  they  prepttrey 
And  ta  har  ftte  th'  mMfcumfiid  viii^ia  bear. 
Tortum  «Bd  death  seem  lovely  in  her  eyes, 
Coce  the  to  honoor  &Ut  a  ncriSce : 
^piiiit  her  anffenqgi,  atUl  her  mind  is  great, 
Aad  fipee  firvoi  guilt,  she  triniiq[)bs  o'er  her  fiite. 

Bat  tte■ffel^  that 'fe  aaflferi^g  virtue's  sure  rewaidy 
Eaerta  ita  power,  and  is  itsdf  her  guard : 
ikoialis,  CQOBcioaaof  hb  Uack  ofience, 
Kov  feds  leiuoise  ibr  her  wraog'd  innocenoe; 
Thoqgh  BOW  he 's  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death, 
And  all  lifiB's  puiide  stnam  is  ebliing  Ibrth, 
Yet,  raiaing  up  lus  pale  and  dioopiag  head. 
Be  fcooOects  his  ^nls  as  tiiey  fled. 
And,  with  iM  last  rauiiMorroiae,  ha  said,    [strain, 
"  Spare  the  chaste  quid,  yoar  impious  hands  re- 
Kor  beantj  wilh  such  msolenoa  propbane : 
Leam  by  my  fiite  wvong*d  innocenoe  to  spare, 
Sinoe  iignr'd  Tiitne  's  Heaven's  peculiar  eare^" 

But  yowy  hrsve  viigin,  now  shall  stand  cnraii'd 
4nMaC8t  the  noblest  heroines  of  old : 
Thy  &D*d  attempt,  and  celebrated  hand, , 
Shdl  luting  trophies  of  thy  glory  stand : 
And,  if  mj  vena  the  Just  jceimrd  oan  giv^ 
Ihentilln'a  name  iriiaU  to  new  ages  live* 
Foe  to  thy  sex  thou  hast  new  honours  won. 
And  France  nnw  boasts  n  Judith  of  its  owQr 


AN  ODE  FOR  ST.  CECILIA^S  DAY^ 

1693. 

Bsciii,  anl  strike  th'  hannonious  lyre  ! 
Let  the  loud  instruments  prepare 
To  raise  our  souls,  and  charm  the  ear, 

With  joys  wfaicji  Music  only  can  inspire  : 
Haxk  how  the  witling  strixws  obey ! 
To  consecrate  this  happy  day. 

Sacred  to  Music,  Love,  and  blest  Cecilia. 
In  lofty  numben,  tuneful  lays. 

We  11  celebrate  the  virgin's  praise  : 

Her  ildUiil  hand  first  taught  our  strings  to  move. 
To  her  this  sacred  art  we  owe^~ 
Who  iust  anticipated  Heaven  below,     [above. 

And  fday'd  the  hymns  on  Earth,  that  she  now  sings 

What  m^riog  cbanps  each  tanefu]  voice  contains. 
Charms  thattbiough  the  wilUngear 
A  tide  of  pleasing  raptums  bear,  [veins, 

And  with  diffusive  joys,  nm  thrillmg  throu^  our 
The  listeoing  soul  does  sympathize. 
And  with  each  v^iry'd  note  i:;0mplies: 
Whil^  gay  and  sprightly  airs  delight, 
Then,  fr^  firem  cares,  and  uncoofin'd, 

U  takea,  is  pleasing  ecstasies,  its  flight 

With  mournful  sounds,  a  sadder  garb  it  wears, 
ladolg^.  grief,  and  gives  a  loose  to  tears.' 

Mosie  >s  the  laogoage  of  the  blest  above, 
No  voiee  but  Music'scan  espreu 
The  joys  that  happy  souls  poouss, 

Vor  in  j^yt  raptures  tell  the  wood' rogs  poweruflovc; 
nrSa  Nature's  dialect,  design'd 
Tochaim,  and  to  instruct  the  mind. 

Music's  an  universal  good  ! 
That  does  dispense  its  joys  arofundy 
In  all  the  elegance  gf  sound. 

To  be  by  mm  admir'di  by  ai^  nodantood. 


Let  every  lestleu  passion  cejoe  ta  move  ! 

And  each  tumultuous  thought  obey. 

The  happy  influence  of  this  day, 

l^or  Music's  unity  and  love, 
Music  's  the  soft  induJger  of  the  iqind. 

The  kind  diverter  of  our  care. 
The  s^irest  refWge  mournful  grief  can  find  ; 
A  coidial  to  the  breast,  and  charm  to  every  ear. 
Thus,  when  the  prophet  struck  his  tnneftil  lyre, 

Saul's  evil  genius  did  retire : 

|n  vain  were  remedies  apply'd, 

In  vain  all  other  arts  were  trsr'd  : 
His  hand  and  voiee  alone  toe  ohaim  codd  find. 
To  heal  bis  body,  and  eompose  lus  mind^      ' 
Now  let  the  troinpet's  V^ader  voiee  proclaini 

A  solemn  jubilee  : 
For  ever  nered  let  it  be, 
To  ddlful  Jubal's,  and  Cecilia's  name. 

Great  Jubal,  author  of  our  lays. 
Who  first  the  hidden  charms  of  Music  found  ; 

And  through  their  airy  paths  did  trace 

The  secret  sprinsrs  of  sound. 

When  from  his  hollow  cborded  sh^ 

The  eoft  toelodipus  accents  fell, 

With  wonder  and  defigfat  he  ph^y'd, 
While  the  harmoidous  strings  his  skilful  band  Qbey*<(« 

But  fiur  Cecilia  to  a  pitch  divine 

Improv'd  her  artful  lays  : 
When  to  the  organ  she  her  voice  did  join. 

In  the  Alfi^ghty's  praise ; 
Then  choirs-  of  listening  angels  stood  around, 
Admir'd  her  art,  and  Uest  the  heavenly  sound. 

Her  praise  alone  no  tongue  can  rcwch. 

But  in  the  strains  herself  did  teach : 

Then  let  the  voice  and  Ijrre  combinCi 

And  in  atuneful  concert  join ; 

For  Music 's  her  reward  and  care. 
Above  sh'  enjoys  it,  and  protects  it  here, 

€EAND  pHQtUSf 

Then  kindly  treat  this  happy  day. 
And  grateful  honouis  to  Cecilia  pay  ; 
,  To  her  these  low'd  harmonious  rites  belong. 
To  her  that  tunes  par  strings,  and  still  iii^ires  diir 


THE  FORCE  OF  JEALOUSY. 

TO  A  LiDT  ASKING  IP  HBK  SIX  WAS  AS  SXSSItUI 
OP  THAT  PASSION  AS  MAN. 

AN  ALLtTSION  TO 
O !  qi^am  cnientus  foeminas  stimulat  dolor ! 
Seneca,  Hercules  OeUnu. 

What  raging  thoughts  transport    the    woman's 
That  ^  with  love  and  jealousy  possest !       [breas^ 
More  with  revenge,  than  soft  desires  she  burns. 
Whose  slighted  passion  meets  no  kind  returns ; 
That  courts  the  youth  with  kmg-neglected  chumif, 
And  finds  her  rival  happy  in  bis  arms  ! 

Bread  Scylla's  rocks  tis  ufer  to  engage. 
And  trust  a  storm,  than  her  destructive  rage : 
Not  wave^  contending  with  a  boisterous  wind. 
Threaten  so  loud,  as  her  tempestuous  mind  : 
For  seas  grow  cahn,  and  raging  storms  obat^ 
3ttt  moit.iii|pl||cable  's  a  woman's  h^te : 
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Tigei^  and  savages  less  wild  appear, 

Than  that  fond  wretch  ahandon'd  to  despair. 

Such  were  the  transports  Dejanira  felt, 
Stung  with  a  rival's  charms,  and  husband**  guilt : 
With  such  desppir  she  viewed  the  captive  maid. 
Whose  fetal  love  her  Hercules  betray'd ; 
7*h'  unchaste  Idle,  but  divinely  fair  ! 
In  love  triumphant,  though  a  slave  in  war ; 
By  nature  lewd,  and  fonnM  for  soft  delight. 
Gay  as  the  spring,  and  feir  as  beams  of  light ; 
Whose  blooming  youth  would  wildest  rage  disarm. 
And  every  eye,  but  a  fierce  rival's,  charm. 

Fix'd  with  her  grief  the  royal  matron  stood. 
When  the  feir  captive  in  his  arms  she  view'd: 
^th  what  regret  her  beauties  she  survey'd. 
And  curst  the  power  of  the  too  lovely  maid, 
That  reaped  the  joys  of  her  abendoa'd  bed  ! 
Her  furious  looks  with  wild  disoider  glow. 
Looks  that  her  envy  and  resentknent  show  ! 
To  blast  that  feir  detested  form  she  tries. 
And  lightning  darts  from  her  distorted  eyes. 

Then  o'er  the  palace  of  felse  Hercules, 
With  clamour  and  impetuous  cage  she  flies  ; 
late  a  dear  witness  of  their  mutual  flame* 
But  now  th'  unhappy  object  of  her  shame  ; 
Whose  ponscious  roo^  can  yield  her  no  relief, 
But  with  polluted  joys  upbraids  her  grief. 

Nor  can  the  spacious  court  contain  her  now; 
It  grows  a  scene  too  narrow  for  her  woe. 
Loose  and  nudrest  all  day  she  strays  alone. 
Does  her  abode  and  lovM  companions  shun. 
In  woods  complains,  and  sighs  in  every  grove. 
The  mournful  tale  of  her  forsaken  love. 
Her  thoughts  to  all  th'  extremes  of  frenzy  fly. 
Vary,,  but  cannot  ease  her  misery  : 
Wliilst  in  her  looks  the  lively  forms  appear, 
Of  envy,  fondness,  fury,  and  despair. 

Her  rage  no  constant  face  of  sorrow  wears. 
Oft  soon&l  smiles  succeed  loud  sighs  and  tears; 
Oft  o'er  her  feoe  the  rising  blushes  spread. 
Her  glowing  eyeballs  turn  with  fury  red  ; 
Then  pale  and  wan  her  altered  looks  appear, 
I^aler  than  Guilt,  and  drooping  with  despair. 
A  tide  of  passions  ebb  and  flow  within. 
And  oft  she  shifts  the  mielancholy  scene: 
Does  all  th'  excess  of  woman's  fury  show. 
And  yields  a  large  variety  of  woe. 

Now,  calm  as  infents  at  the  mother's  breast. 
Her  grief  in  softest  murmuis  is  exprest : 
She  vpnkM  the  tendeiest  things  that  pity  move^ 
Kind  are  her  looks,  and  languishing  with  love. 
Then,  loud  as  storms,  and  raging  as  the  wind. 
She  gives  a  loose  to  her  diftemper'd  mmd : 
With  shrieks  and  groans  she  fills  the  air  around, 
And  makes  the  psdace  her  loud  griefs  resound, 
•  Wild  with  her  wrongs,  she  like  a  fury  strays, 
A  fiiry,  more  than  wife  of  Hercules  : 
Her  motion,  looks,  and  voice,  proclaim  her  woes  ; 
While  sighs,  and  broken  words,  her  wilder  thoughts 
disclose. 


TO  HIS  PERJURED  MISTRES& 

Noxeratj&ooelofulgebatLunasereno,  &c. 

IT  was  one  evening,  when  the  rism^  Moon 
Amidst  her  train  of  Stan  distinctly  shone  j 


Serene  and  edm  wtos  the  invitiBg  mgfit. 
And  Heaven  •appear'd  m  all  its  lustre  briglit  ; 
When  you,  Neara,  yon,  my  peijur'd  feir. 
Did,  to  abuse  the  gods  uid  me,  prepare. 
Twas  then  you  swom    wjnember,  feithlcK  i 
With  what  endearin|f  arts  you  then  betmy'd  : 
Remember  all  the  tender  things  that  pest. 
When  round  my  neck  your  wiuiog  anna  w« 
The  circling  ivys,  when  the  oaks  Uiey  join, 
Seem  loose,  and  coy,  to  those  iond  arms  of  t 

*<  Believe,"  you  cry'd,  *'this  aolcma  vow  believe* 
The  noblest  pledge  that  Love  and  I  can  give  ; 
Or,  if  there 's  ought  more  sacred  here  bdoiw. 
Let  that  confirm  my  oath  to  Heaven  sotid  yos. 
If  e'er  my  breast  a  guilty  flame  recerres. 
Or  covets  joys  but  what  thy  piescnee  giM  | 
May  every  injur'd  power  assert  thy  cause. 
And  Love  avenge  his  violated  laws  : 
A^liile  cruel  beasts  of  prey  infest  the  plahk. 
And  tempests  rage  upon  the  feithless  main  ; 
While  sighs  and  tean  shall  listening  vii|;iiis  move  ; 
So  long,  ye  poweri,  will  fond  Neova  tove.'* 

Ah,  faithless  charmer,  lovely  pe^r'd  maid  f 
Are  thus  my  vows  and  generous  Ifeme  rejpuA  ? 
Repeated  sli^ts  I  have  too  tamely  bote. 
Still  doated  on,  and  still  been  wnng'd  the  i 
Why  do  I  listen  to  that  Syren's  voice. 
Love  ev'n  thy  crimes,  and  fly  to  guilty  joys  } 
Hiy  fatal  eyes  my  best  resolves  betray. 
My  fiiry  melts  in  soft  desires  away  : 
Each  look,  each  glance,  for  all  thy  crimes  i 
Elude  my  rage,  uid  I'm  again  undone. 

But  if  my  injur'd  soul  dares  yet  be  brave. 
Unless  P  m  fond  of  shame,  coofirm'd  a  slave, 
I  will  be  deaf  to  that  enchanting  tongue. 
Nor  on  thy  beauties  gaze  away  my  wropg; 
At  length  I  '11  loath  each  prostituted  grace. 
Nor  court  the  leavings  of  a  doy'd  embrace  ; 
But  show,  with  manly  rage,  my  soul 's  above 
Hie  cold  returns  of  thy  exhausted  love. 
Then  thou  shalt  ju^y  mourn  at  my  disdain. 
Find  all  thy  aits  and  all  thy  charms  m  vain .: 
Shalt  mourn,  whilst  I,  with  nobler  flames,  pursue 
Same  nymph  as  fair,  thou^  not  unjust,  as  you  ; 
Whose  wit  and  beauty  shall  like  thine  excel. 
But  fer  surpass  in  ti-uth,  and  Ipving  welL 

But  wretched  thob,  whoe'er  my  rival  art. 
That  fondly  boasts  an  empire  o'er  her  heart; 
Thou  that  enjoy'st  the  feir  incopstent  prize. 
And  vainly  triumph'st  with  my  victories  ; 
Unenvy'd  now,  o'er  all  her  beauties  rove. 
Enjoy  thy  ruin,  and  Neaera's  love  : 
Though  wealth  and'honours  grace  thy  nobler  birth. 
To  bribe  her  love,  and  fix  a  wandering  feith  ; 
Though  every  grace  and  every  virtue^  join, 
V  enrich  thy  mind,  and  make  thy  form  dlvme  : 
Yet,  blest  with  endless  charms,  tdo  soon  you'U  prove 
The  treacheries  of  felse  Ne»ra's  love. 
Lost  and  abandon'd  by  th'  ungrateful  feir. 
Like  me  yea  '11  love,  be  InjorM  and  despah*. 
Wheii  left  th'  unhAppy  object  of  her  soom. 
Then  shall  I  smile  to  see  the  victor  mourn. 
Laugh  at  thy  fate,  and  triumph  in  my  tunk 
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nnTATION  OF  HORACE. 

BOOK   I.      COB  ZZIX. 

Tn  BMB  tfHiGt  %  vBOompfty  and  fro6  iroBii  9*nt, 
TiMi  tfaB  VBHiona  of  fecret  crimet  ne'er  fcH : 
WboM  braest  was  ne*er  debmdi'd  wkh  ni, 

Butliwb  an  cafan,  and  all  at  peace  within : 
bi  hie  integrity  lecan^ 
He  fean  no  du^ger,  dreadg  no  power  t 
IXnIeM  are  ami  for  hie  dcfcncei 

Haft  heepa  a  foMiliil  goard  or  Bonoeenoe. 


I  &e  bappy  innncent  may  rove^ 

The  careof  every  pover  ai>ove; 

Akhoogfa  unaim^d  be  wanders  o'er 
The  treacherous  Libya's  sands,  and  fisithlflis  shore: 

Though  o'er  the  inhoqiitable  brows 

or  SBTage  Caucasus  he  goes  ; 

Through  Afirick's  flames,  thro*  Soythia's  snows. 
Or  arbere  Hydaspesy  fiun'd  for  monsters,  flowi. 

Wot  as,  aritlwi  an  nnfinequ^nted  grove, 
'  I  bm'd  my  wUbng  lyre  to  love, 

WHfa  pleasing  amorous  thoughts  betrayM, 
wyond  my  boonds  insensible  I  strayM  ^ 

A  wolf  that  viewed  me  fled  away. 

He  fled  foom  his  defenceless  prey  ! 

When  I  mvok'd  Maria's  aid, 
JlflKMgh  nnannM,  the  tzembling  monster  fled. 

Koi  SaaniiA  teeming  sands,  nor  baibarons  shore, 

Fav  sa^  a.  dresdfol  native  bore. 

Nor  Afric's  nnrsnig  caves  brought  foith 

80  fierce  n  beast,  of  sneh  amazmg  growth  : 
Y^t  vmn  did  all  his  fliry  prove 
AgainBt  a  breast  that 's  ann'd  with  love  ; 

ThOQi^  absent,  foirlCaria's  name 

Sahdnes  the  tone,  and  makes  the  savage  tame. 


i  now  to  that  abandon'd  place 
Where  cheai^l  light  withdraws  its  rays ; 
196  beams  on  barwn  Nature  smile. 

Nor  fraitftil  winds  refresh  th'  intemperate  soil ; 
Bat  tempests,  with  eternal  frosts. 
Still  lage  around  the  gloomy  coast : 
Whilst  angry  Jove  infests  the  air, 

iafl,  black  with  clouds,  defoims  the  sullen  year. 

Or  plaea  am  now  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
To  live  a  boiderer  oh  the  Sun  : 

I  me  to  soorchmg  sands,  whose  heat 
I  llie  destructive  soil  from  human  foet : 
Yet  there  I  '11  sing  Maria's  name, 
And  spoft,  unmjur'd,  'midst  the  flame : 
UumPB  name !  that  will  create,  ev^  there, 
A  nidar  dhnate,  and  more  temperate  air. 


PJTBOCLVS'S  REQUEST  TO  ACHILLES 
FOR  HIS  ARMS. 


fBOM  Tmi  BBGIWIIfO  OP  TRB  SIXTECHTB 
IUAJ>  or  BOMEB. 

I)ivnBA^Uea»  with  compasaon  mov'd, 
ThM  to  Patrodns  spake,  bis  best-bolov'd. 


^*  Why  like  a  tender  girl  dost  then  complain  ! 
That  strives  to  reach  the  mother's  breast  in  vain  j 
Mourns  by  her  side,  her  knees  embraces  fost. 
Hangs  on  her  robes,  and  interrupts  her  haste ; 
Yet,  when  with  fondneai  to  her  arms  she 's  rais'd. 
Still  mourns  and  weeps,  and  will  not  be  appeas'd  ! 
Thus  my  Pptrodus  in  his  grief  appears, 
Thus  like  a  froward  girl  profose  of  tears. 

*<  From  Phthia  dost  thou  mournful  tidings  hear. 
And  to  thy  friend  some  fatal  message  bear  } 
Thy  valiant  fother  (if  we  Fame  believe) 
The  good  Mensstius,  he  is  yet  alive : 
And  Peleus,  though  in  his  declining  days. 
Reigns  o^er  his  Myrmidons  in  health  and  peace  ; 
Yet,  as  their  latest  obsequies  we  paid,  - 
ThcRi  moum'st  them  living,  as  already  dead. 

"  Or  thus  with  tears  the  Orecian  host  d^lors^ 
That  with  their  navy  perish  on  the  shore  ; 
And  with  compassion  their  misfortunes  view. 
The  just  reward  to  guilt  and  falsehood  due  i 
Impartial  Heaven  avenges  thus  my  wrongs 
Nor  soSen  crimes  to  go  unpunished  long. 
Reveal  the  cause  so  much  afflicts  thy  nmnd. 
Nor  thus  Qonceal  thy  sorrows  from  thy  friend." 

When,  gently  raising  up  his  drooping  head. 
Thus,  with  a  sigh,  the  sad  Patroclus  saidL 
**  Godlike  Achilles,  Peleus'  valiant  son  I 
Of  all  our  chiefr,  the  greatest  in  renown; 
Upbraid  not  thus  th'  afflicted  with  their  woes. 
Nor  triumph  now  the  Greeks  sustain  such  loss  t 
To  pity  let  thy  generous  breast  incline. 
And  show  thy  mind  is  like  thy  birth  divine. 
For  all  the  valiant  leaders  of  their  host. 
Or  wounded  lie,  or  am  in  battle  losL 
Ulysses  great  in  arms,  and  Diomede, 
Languish  with  wounds,  and  in  the  navy  bleed  s 
This  common  fote  great  Agamemnon  shares,. 
And  stem  Eurypylus,  renowned  in  wars. 
Whilst  poweriiil  drugs  th*  experienc'd  artists  try. 
And  to  their  wounds  apt  remedies  apply. 
Easing  th'  afflicted  heroes  with  their  skill. 
Thy  breast  alone  remains  implacable! 

"  What,  will  thy  fury  thus  for  ever  last ! 
Let  present  woes  atone  for  injuries  past : 
How  can  thy  soUl  retain  such  lasting  hate  ! 
Thy  virtues  are  as  useless  as  they  're  great. ' 
What  injur'd  friend  from  thee  shall  hope  redress^    ' 
That  will  not  aid  the  Greeks  in  such  distress  > 
Useless  is  all  the  vak>ur  that  you  boast, 
Deform'd  with  rage,  with  sullen  fury  lost 

''  Could  cruelty  like  thine  firom  Peleus  come, 
Or  be  the  ofispring  of  fair  Thetis'  womb !       [fiwth. 
Thee  raging  seas,  thee  boisterous  waves  brougltf 
And  to  <^urRte  rocks  thou  ow'st  thy  birth  ! 
Thy  stubborn  nature  still  retains  thetr  kind. 
So  hard  thy  heart,  so  savage  is  thy  mind. 

*<  But,  if  thy  boding  breast  admits  of  fbar. 
Or  dreads  what  sacred  oracles  declare ! 
What  awful  Thetis  in  the  courts  above 
Received  from  the  unerring  mouth  of  Jove  ? 
If  80->let  me  the  threatening  dangers  fhce, 
And  head  the  wariike  squadrons  in  thy  place's 
WhUst  me  thy  valiant  Myrmidons  obey. 
We  yet  may  turn  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
I^  me  in  thy  distinguish'd  arms  appear. 
With  all  thy  dreadful  equipage  of  war  ; 
That  when  the  Tmjans  our  approaches  view, 
rieceiv'd,  they  shaU  retreat,  and  think  His  you. 

*'  Thus,  from  the  rage  of  an  insulting  host, 
We  may  retrieve  that  fame  tlie  Greeks  have  lott$ 
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Vigorooi  tmi  firedi,  th*  miaqnal  fifbt  reiMw; 
And  from  our  navy  force  the  drooping  foe ; 
0*er  haram'd  men  an  easy  oonqnest  gain, 
And  drive  the  Trqiana  to  their  walls  again.*' 


on  TBI  ftB-miMTtlie 

MILTON'S  PROSE  WORKS 
wrrH  HI8  roiMt. 

WtrXTEK  ni  HU  PAKADISB  LOST. 

Tasn  sacred  lines  with  wonder  we  peruse 
And  praise  the  flights  of  a  seraphic  Muse, 
Till  thy  seditious  prose  provokes  our  rage, 
And  soils  the  beauties  of  thy  brightest  page. 
Thus  here  we  see  transporthig  scenep  arise, 
Heaven's  radiant  host,  and  opening  Paradise; 
Then  tremblmg  view  the  dread  abyss  beneath, 
Hell's  horrid  mansions,  and  the  realms  of  Death* 

Whilst  here  thy  hold  majestic  numbers  rise, 
jAnd  range  th*  embattled  legions  of  the  skies. 
With  armies  fin  the  azure  plains  of  light. 
And  ^leint  the  lively  terrours  of  the  fight. 
We  own  the  poet  worthy  to  rehearse 
Heaven's  lasting  triumphs  in  immortal  versa  ; 
But  when  thy  ipipious  mercenary  pen 
Insulto  the  best  oif  princes,  best  of  men. 
Our  admiration  tarns  to  just  disdain. 
And  «e  revoke  the  fond  applause  again. 

Like  the  iklPn  angels  in  their  happy  state, 
Thou  shar'dst  their  nature,  insolence,  and  fitte  : 
To  harps  divme,  unmortal  hymns  they  sung. 
As  sweet  thy  voice,  as  sweet  thy  lyre  was  strung. 
As  they  did  rebels  to  th*  Almighty  grow. 
So  thoQ  prophan'st  his  image  here  below. 
Apostate  bard !  may  not  thy  guilty  ghost, 
Diacover  to  its  own  eternal  cost. 
That  as  they  Heaven,  thou  Paradise  hast  lost ! 
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What  qpacious  veins  enrich  the  British  soil; 
The  various  ores,  and  skilful  miner's  toil ; 
How  ripening  metals  lie  oonceal'd  m  Earth, 
And  teeming  Nature  fotms  the  wondrous  hirth ; 
My  useful  verse,  the  first,  transmits  to  fiune. 
In  numbers  tun'd,  and  no  unhallow'd  flame, 

O  generous  Mackworth  f  could  the  Muse  impart 
A  labour  worthy  thy  auspicious  ait ; 
like  thee  succeed  in  paths  untrod  before. 
And  secret  treasures  of  the  land  explore. 
Apollo's  self  should  on  the  labour  smile. 
And  Delphos  quit  for  Britain's  fniitful  isle. 

Where  fair  Sabrina  flows  around  the  coast. 
And  aged  Bovey  in  the  ocean  's  lost. 
Her  Idty  brows  nneonqoer'd  Britain  rears. 
And  ienc'd  with  rocks  impregnable  appears  : 
Which  like  the  weU-fiz'd  bars  of  Nature  show. 
To  guard  the  treasures  she  conceals  below. 
For  Earth,  distorted  with  her  pregnant  womb, 
Hesfes  op  to  give  the  fonnmg  einbryo  room  i 


Hence  vast  ezcreseenoes  of  hius  ans^. 
And  mountains  swell  to  a  portentous  sua?  . 
Louring  and  black  the  ruggad  coast  appeal*^ 
The  sullen  Earth  a  gloomy  surfoce  wears ; 
Yet  all  beneath,  .deep  as  the  oeoritre,  shines 
With  native  wealthi  And  more  than  Indians  loinear 
Thus  erring  Nature  her  defects  sop^ias^ 
Indulgent  oift  to  what  her  sons  deqMse  i 
Of^  in  a  rude,  nnfinish'd  fbnn,  we  find 
The  noblest  treasure  of  a  genenms  mmAi 

Thrice  happy  land!  from  whose  iadnlgcntwoiBb^ 
Such  unffihanslwd  stores  of  riches  cona  I 
By  Heaven  bdov'd !  form'd  by  auspicious  VMe^ 
To  be  aboFO  thy  neighboqiing  natiosM  great  I 
Its  golden  sands  no  more  shall  Tagus  boast. 
In  Dovey's  flood  his  rival'd  empire 's  lost ; 
Whose  waters  now  a  nobler  fbnd  maintain. 
To  hfunblo.  France,  and  cfaedc  the  pride  of  Spain, 
like  Egypt's  Nile  the  boonteoos  current  showsa 
Dispersing^  blessing  wheresoever  it  flows  ; 
Whose  native  treatere  's  able  to  repair 
The  kmg  expenses  of  oor  Gallic  war. 

Tlie  ancient  Britons  are  a  hardy  race. 
Averse  to  luxury  and  skithful  ease  ; 
Their  necks  beneath  a  foreign  yoke  ne'er  bow'd. 
In  w^r  unconquer'd,  and  of  freedom  proud  $ 
With  mipds  resdv'd  they  lasting  toils  endure. 
Unmixed  their  hmguage*  VoA.  their  maimers  purd. 
Wisdy  does  Nature  such  pn  o^nng  chuse. 
Brave  to  defend  her  wealth,  and  skiw  to  use; 
Where  thirst  of  empire  ne'er  inflames  tbdr  vaios^^ 
Nor  avarice,  nor  wild  ambition  reigns  : 
But  low  in  mines,  they  constant  toils  renew. 
And  through  the  Earth  their  branching  veins  pnnMw 
As  when  some  navy  on  th'  Iberian  coast, 
Chas'd  by  the  winds,  is  in  the  ooean  hiBt  j 
To  Neptone's  reahds  a  new  supply  it  brio^ 
The  strength  design'd  of  European  kings  4 
GontendiQg  divers  would  the  wreck  regain. 
And  make  reprisals  on  the  grasping  main  t 
Wild  in  pursuit  they  are  endanger'd  more. 
Than  when  they  combated  the  storms  before. 
The  miner  thus  through  perils  digs  his  way. 
Equal  to  thein,  and  deeper  than  the  sea  ! 
Drawing,  in  pestilential  steams,  his  breath, 
Resolv>d  to  conquer,  though  he  combats  D^atlu 
^S^t^  gloomy  realms  his  pointed  steel  iqvades. 
The  courts  of  Pluto,  and  infernal  8hf4es  : 
He  cuts  through  mountains,  subterraneous  lakes^ 
Plying  his  work,  each  nervous  stroke  he  takaa 
Loosens  the  earth,  and  the  whole  cavam  shalyes. 
Thus,  with  his  brawny  arms,  the  Cyclops  stands. 
To  form  Jove's  lightning,  with  uplifted  hands,   . 
The  ponderous  hammer  with  a  force  descends* 
Loud  as  the  thunder  which  his  art  intends  ; 
And  as  he  strikes,  with  each  resistless  bkm 
The  anvil  yields,  and  Etna  groans  below. 

Thy  fam'd  inventxMw,  Mackworth,  most  adorn 
The  miner's  ait,  and  make  the  best  return  : 
Thy  speedy  sails,  and  usefVd  engines,  show 
A  genius  richer  than  the  ipii|es  below* 
Thousands  of  slaves  unskill'd  Peru  maintains  | 
The  hands  that  labour  still  exhaust  the  gains  : 
The  winds,  thy  slaves,  their  useful  succour  join. 
Convey  thy  ore,  and  labour  at  thy  mine  i 
Instructed  by  thy  arts,  a  power  they  find 
To  vanquish  realms,  where  once  they  lay  confinM. 
Dowmrard,  my  Muse,  dhoct  thy  steepy  flight,  • 
Where  smiling  shades  and  beauteous  reauns  invi^  i 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


SIR  HUMPHRY  MACKWORTH. 


7S 


I  fat  of  Britkh  btfds  invoke  thee  doim, 
Md  flnt  wHfa  weeltfa  thy  graoefot  temptee  crown  ^ 
nDRNigh  duk  ntaeutt  punoe  the  winding  ore, 
toitb  NBtue^  deplfaB,  and  view  her  boundlen 
Ihe  ncfctcoM  in  tnnefiil  meMiref  sing:,  [flore  | 
Hov  metids  lint  aiefinun'd,  and  whence  ttiey  spring. 
Whether  tiw  active  9an,  with  chymic  flames, 
nnQghporonsCBrtiitnasniits  his  genial  beams; 
With  hent  impregnating  the  wQoib  of  night. 
The  ofliqimng  Aines  with  its  paternal  light : 
Ob  Britain^  isle  propitioasly  he  shines, 
WUh  joy  deaoeods,  and  lahonrs  in  her  mines. 
Or  whether,  wg'd  hy  subtervaneoos  flames, 
Ihe  earth  femients,  and  flows  in  liquid  streams  ; 
PugM  from  their  droas,  the  nobler  parts  refine. 
Receive  new  Ibrms,  and  with  fresh  beauties 
That  fluid  parts,  unknowini^  how  to  horn, 
Witheold  coqgeal'd,  to  solid  metals  turn : 
Fer  nwtals  only  from  devouring  flame 
Picserte  ttieir  beanty ,  and  return  the  mme } 
Both  ait  end  Ibrae  the  well-wrought 
Aad  hmdst  the  fire  its  native  ibrm  vetaina. 
Or  whether  by  ciciatioB  flist  tiiey  sprung, 
When  yet  unpois'd  the  worlds  great  fchrie  hong : 
Velili  the  basis  Q#  the  Berth  were  made, 
Tke  ban  on  which  its  fix>d  flamdation  's  hud : 
ABMoond  canaes  they  disdain  to  own, 
And  ftom  tV  AhBighty>s  fiat  sprang  ahme. 

Nitnre  in  spacious  beds  pveserres  her  stove, 
isd  be^  nnmix'd  the  wen-compacted  ore^ 
The  ^weeding  root  anumerous  race  mamtaim 
Of  branching  limbs,  and  frr-eitended  tcuis  : 
jIiqi,  fiem  its  watery  store,  a  spring  Mpplies 
The  le«er  streams,  that  -round  its  flMutsin  rise ; 
WUeh  bonndiqff  out  in  lur  meanden  phiy, 
iad  o'er  the  meads  m  different  currents  stray, 

Mflthiaks  I  see  the  rounded  metal  spread, 
TftbeeunoUed  with  our  monarch's  head: 
Aboot  the  gioheth>  admired  coin  shall  run, 
Aad  mske  the  ttrde  of  its  parent  Sun. 

How  an  thy  realms,  triumphant  Britain,  blest  i 
Ench^  with  more  than  aU  the  distant  West  H 
IVf  nas,  no  more  betmy'd  witii  hopes  of  gam, 
ShUl  tempt  the  dangen  of  a  ftuthless  main, 
TMBeno  more  abroad  for  foreign  spoil, 
Supplied  with  richer  from  their  native  soil. 
To  Dofey^  flood  shall  numerous  traden  come, 
Hafkffd  to  fobdi  the  British  bullion  home. 
To  pay  their  tributes  to  its  bounteous  shore, 
RcteroHig  bden  with  the  Chmbrian  ore. 
Her  absent  fleet  Fctosi*s  race  shall  moom^ 
iad  wirii  hi  vain  to  see  our  sails  return  $ 
Uke  nisen  heapnig  up  their  useless  store, 
ftarvM  with  their  wealth,  amidst  their  riches  poor. 
Vhere-e'cr  the  British  bannen  are  displayed, 
tte  mppliBat  nations  shall  implore  our  aid  : 
im,  thai  oanpeird,  the  greater  worlds  confess 
Themelles  obUg'd,  and  sueoour'd  by  the  lesiL 

Sow  Camhria'e  mines  were   to  her  oApring 


Thn  mered  verse  transmits  tiie  slory  down : 

McifiD,  a  bard  of  the  inspired  train. 

With  mystic  numben  chann'd  the  British  plain  ; 

Mov*d  by  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  Nine, 

Hiiaaig  was  sacred,  and  his  art  divine  ; 

AioaSsbrina'sfruilftil  banks  he  stood. 

Ha  woodrQus  verw  restrain'd  the  listening  flood  ; 

The  ftcam's  bright  goddess  rais'd  her  awftil  head, 

Ail  to  her  cave  the  artfiil  shepherd  led. 


Her  swiftrdecending  steps  the  youth  punoes. 
And  rich  in  ore  the  spacious  mountain  views. 
In  beds  distinct  the  well  rang'd  metals  lay, 
pi^Mrsing  rasrs,  and  counterfeiting  day. 
The  silver,  shedding  beams  of  orient  I^gfat, 
Struck  with  too  fierce  a  glare  his  aching  sight ; 
Like  rising  flanfes  the  ruddy  copper  show><i^ 
And  qiread  its  blushes  o'er  the  dark  abode  : 
Profuse  of  rays,  and  with  unrival'd  beams. 
The  Ikpud  stiver  flow'd  in  restless  streams  : 
Nor  India's  sparkling  gems  are  half  so  bright. 
Nor  waves  above,  that  shine  with  heav^y  light ; 
When  thus  the  Goddess  spake:  "Harmonious  youth, 
Rever>d  for  numben  fiaught  with  sacred  truth ! 
Belov'd  by  Heaven !  attend  while  I  rekte 
The  fix'd  decree,  and  dark  events  of  Fate. 
ConcealM  tiiese  treasures  ^iein  Nature's  womb. 
For  future  times,  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
When  many  long  revolving  yean  are  run, 
A  hero  shall  ascend  the  British  throne,  ' 
Whose  numerous  triumphs  shall  Augiuta  grace* 
In  arms  renowned,  ador'd  for  plenteous  peace. 
Beneath  his  sway  a  generous  youth  shall  rise. 
With  virtues  hint,  in  happy  councils  wise  ; 
Rich  with  the  spoUs  of  Learning's  various  storey 
Commanding  arts,  yet  still  acqunriuff  move. 
He,  with  sucoess,  shall  enter  this  abode. 
And  Nature  trace  in  paths  before  untrod  ; 
The  smiling  oApring  from  her  womb  remove. 
And  wHh  her  entrails  glad  the  radms  above. 

*'  O  youth  reserv'd  by  more  auspicious  fiite. 
With  fomM  improvements  to  oblige  the  state ! 
By  wan  empoverish'd,  Albion  mourns  no  more. 
Thy  wdl-wrought  mines  forbid  her  to  be  poor  : 
The  Earth,  thy  great  exchequer,  ready  lies. 
Which  all  defect  of  foiling  fhnds  supplies ; 
Thou  Shalt  a  nation's  pressing  wants  relieve. 
Not  war  can  lavish  more  than  thou  canst  give.* 

This,  Mackworth,  fixes  thy  immortal  name. 
The  Muse's  darling,  and  the  boast  of  feme  ; 
No  greater  virtues  on  record  shalf  stand, 
Than  thus  with  arts  to  grace,  with  wealth  enrich  th« 
land. 


OVID'S  AitT  OF  LOVE. 

BOOK  THB  SBCONn  >. 

Now  lo  Psean  sing  I  now  wreaths  prepira  t 
And  with  repeated  los  fill  the  ah-  : 
The  prey  is  falPn  in  my  sdccessfol  toils. 
My  artful  nets  enclose  the  lovely  spoils : 
My  numben  now,  ye  smiling  loven,  crownii 
And  make  your  poet  deathlan  in  renown  : 
With  lasting  feme  my  verse  shall  be  enroU'd, 
And  I  preferred  to  all  the  bards  of  ohL 
Thus  Paris  from  the  warlike  Spartans  bore 
Their  ravish'd  bride  ;  to  Ida's  distant  shore 
Victorious  Pdops  thus  in  triumph  drove 
The  vanquish'd  maid,  and  thus  e^joy'd  his  lafUit 

■  The  first  book  of  Ovid's  Art  of  Love,  \i 
printed  in  this  collection,  among  the  poems  of  Mr. 
Dryden  ;  the  third,  among  those  of  Mr.Congreve: 
Mr.  Pope's  hand-writinr  CBBbles  us  to  ascribe  the 
second  to  Dr.  YaUen.  K 
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stay,  Mg«r  ymith  !  your  bark  '0  but  under  sail; 
Tlie  distant  port  requires  11  prosperouf  gale. 
Tis  not  enough  the  yielding  beauty  's  found. 
And  with  my  aid  yo^r  artful  passion  crown'd  ; 
The  conquests  our  successful  conduct  gained. 
With  art  mnist  be  secur'd,  by  arts  maintain'd. 
The'glofy's  more  to  guard,  than  win  the  prize  | 
There  all  the  toil  and  threatening  danger  Hesi 
If  ever,' Cupid,  nqw  indulgent  prove, 
O  Venus !  aid  ;  thou  champing  queen  of  low  ! 
Kind  Erato,  let  thy  auspicious  name 
Inspire  the  work,  and  raise  my  generous  flame. 
The  labour  's  great  !  a  method  I  design 
For  Love  ;  and  will  the  fetber'd  god  confine : 
The  god  that  roves  the  spacious  world  around, 
In  every  clime,  and  distant  region  found  ; 
Active  and  light,  his  wings  elude  our  guard| 
And  to  confine  a  deity  is  hard  : 
His  guest  from  flight  Minos  enckis'd  around. 
Yet  he.  with  wings  a  daring  passage  found. 
Thus  Daedalus  her  ofispring  first  confined 
WBo  with  a  bull  in  lewd  embraces  joined  : 
Her  teeming  womb  the  horrid  crime  confessed. 
Big  with  a  human  bull,  half  n^an,  half  beast* 
Said  he,  "  Just  Minos,  best  of  hnman-kmd. 
Thy  mercy  let  a  prostrate  exile  find. 
By  fatea'compelPd  my  native  shores  to  fly. 
Permit  nuf,  where  1  durst  noriive,  to  die. 
Enlarge  my  son,  if  you  neglect  my  tears, 
Aad  show  compassion  to  his  blooming  years  : 
Let  not  the  youth  a  long  confinement  mourn. 
Oh  free  tlie  son,  or  let  his  sire  return  V\ 
Thus  he  iroplor'd,  but  stiU  implor'd  in  vain, 
Nor  could  the  freedom  that  he  sought,  obtain. 
Convinced  at  length  :  •«  Now,  Diedalus,''  he  cry'd, 
•*  Here'^s  subject  for  thy  art  that 's  yet  untry*d, 
Minos  the  earth  commands,  and  guards  the  sea, 
Ko  pass  the  land  affords,  the  deep  no  way  : 
Heaven 's  only  free,  we'll  Heaven's  auspicious  height 
Attei/ipt  to  pass,  where  kinder  fates  invite  !' 
Favour,  ye  poweh  above,  my  daring  flight  ; 
Misfortunes  oft  prove  to  invention  kind, 
Instruct  our  wit,  and  aid  the  labouring  mind : 
For  who  can  credit  men,  in  wild  despair. 
Should  force  a  passas^e  through  the  yielding  air  !^ 
Feathers  for  wings  designed  the  artist  chose, 
Andlxnind  with  thread  his  forming  pinions  close  ; 
With  tempered  wax  the  pointed  ends  he  wrooght, 
And  to  perfection  his  new  labours  brought 
The  finished  wings  his  smiling  ofispring  views. 
Admires  the  work,  not  conscious  of  their  use  : 
To  whom  the  father  said,  **  Observe  aright. 
Observe,  my  son,  these  instruments  of  flight. 
In  vain  the  tyrant  our  escape  retards, 
The  heavens  he  cannot,  all  but  heaven  he  guards  ; 
Thouglv  earth  and  seas  elude  thy  father's  care, 
*  These  wings  shall  waft  us  through  the  spacious  air. 
Nor  shall  my  son  celestial  signs  survey. 
Far  f^m  the  radiant  Virgin  take  your  way  : 
Or  where  Bootes  the  chill'd  north  commends. 
And  with  his  fSsnehion  dread  Orion  stands; 
I'll  go  before,  me  still  retain  hi  sight, 
Where^e'er  I  lead,  securely  make  your  flight 
For  should  we  upward  soar  too  near  the  Sun, 
Pissolv'd  with  heat,  the  liquid  wax  will  ru^  : 
Or  near  the  seas  an  humbler  flight  maintain. 
Our  plumes  will  sufier  by  the  i>teaming  main. 
A  medium  keep,  the  winds  observe  aright : 
Tbe  winds  will  aid  your  a4\'antagpous  flight" 


He  cautkm'd  tboa,  ani  thai  I 

As  caieAtl  birda  wtruct  their  i 

The  spreading  iringt  then  to  Im  ahnolden  bouad^ 

Hii  body  pois'd,  and  nii'd  him  hoot  tibe  groond, 

Prepar'd  for  flight,  hia  aged  anas  ambmoQ 

The  tender  youth,  wfaikt  tears  overflow  Us  foceu 

A  hill  there  waa,  from  wbanea  the  amdoua  |^ 

Esiay'dtheir  wings,  and  flvthtliey  kumdi'd  u  air  | 

Now  his  expanded  filameB  the  artiat  plies. 

Regards  his  SOD,  ai|d  leads  akNig  the  sidea ; 

Pleased  with  the  nomlty  of  ftiabt,  the  bo^ 

Bounds  m  the  air,  and  apiwardi  springs  with  jej. 

The  angler  views  theni  flravni  the  distant  ftraad. 

And  quits  the  laboom  o#hif  tveaqbling  haodif 

Samos  they  pass,  and  Nana  i&  thair  fight. 

ABd,Delos,  with  Apolk^a  prcaeope  bci^t 

Now  on  their  right  Lefcmfho^  iborea  they  §ana\ 

For  fruitliil  lakes  and  shady  gtcsref  reoo^nM; 

When  the  aspiring  boy  forgot  his  4ears, 

Rash  with  hot  youth  and  wiesperiene^a  -yeart  % 

Uptrarda  ha  soar'd,  maindahi'd  a  lofty  stroke^ 

And  his  dtreduig  fiiheE*s  way -forsook. 

The  wax^'of  heat  irapatisnt,  melted  run. 

Nor  eobld  his  wings  sustain  that  hlaxe  of  son. 

From  Heaven  he  views  the  .fatal  depths  beknr^ 

Whilst  kiUmg  ftaars  prevent  the  distant  bloar. ' 

His  struggling  arms  nov  wk  assistance  find. 

Nor  poifa  the  body,  nor  teoeive  |he  wind. 

FalUpg,  his  father  he  implores  in  vain. 

To  aid  his  ^  j^t,  i^»d  siid(ing  limbs  soitain  ^ 

His  name  invokes,  tiU  the  expuing  soii|iA 

Far  in  the  floods  with  Icarus  was  aronn^d^ 

The  parent  moKms,  a  ptrenfc  mvv  no  mora. 

And  seeks  the  absent  youth  on  ev^  shore  } 

"  Where  >s  my  fovM  son,  sqr  kanis!'*  ba  crie^ 

<<  Say  in  what  distant  i^gk»  of  the  skie% 

Or  faithless  dime,  the  youthfiU  wanderer  ties  !^ 

Then  view'd  his  pinions  scattered  o'er  the  steaam^ 

The  shore  his  bones  leoeiy'd,  the  wavai^  his  vane.;' 

Minos  with  walls  attempted  to  delak^ 

His  flying  guests,  but  did  attempt  ii|  vain  i 

Yet  the  wingM  god  shall  to  our  rules  so^ipit^ 

And  Cnpid  yield  to  more  prevailing  wit 

Thesjslian  art4  in  vain  rash  lovers  use. 
In  vain  with  dn^ps  the  soomftU  maid  abosft; 
The  skilfiil'st  potions  ineffectual  prove, 
Usel^  are  magic  remedies  in  love : 
Could  charms  prevail,  Circe  had  prav'd  h^  a«^ 
And  foqd  Medea  fix'd  her  Jason's  Itfiait, 
Nor  tempt  witl^  phitters  the  disdainful  dame  | 
Tliey  rage  inspire,  create  a  fraotic  flame  :     h 
Abstain  from  guilt,  all  vioioiia  arts  reoKyve, 
And  make  your  passion  worthy  of  her  love. 
Distrust  your  empty  form  and  boasted  face  } 
The  nyn^th  engage  a  thousand  nobler  ways  s 
To  fix  her  vanquish'd  heart  entirely  thina. 
Accomplished  graces  to  your  native  join. 
Beauty  's  but  firail,  a  chaim  that  soon  decays* 
Its  lustre  fades  as  rolling  years  increase. 
And  age  still  triumphs  o'er  the  ruin'd  face. 
This  troth  the  fair,  but  short-liv'd  lily  shows. 
And  prickels  that  survive  the  faded  rose. 
Learn,  lovely  boy,  be  with  instructkm  wise  I 
Beauty  and  youth  mis-spent  are  past  advice; 
Then  cultivate  thy  mind  with  wit  and  fiune. 
Those  lasting  charms  survive  the  funeral  flame. 

With  arts  and  sciences  yoax  breast  imprare. 
Of  high  import  are  languages  in  1qv«  : 
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^Tfce  iaa?i  Oljmm  wit  not  fclr  ndr  yoony^ 
But  etoqimt  and  ebvmnicr  with  hit  toogiM  s 
Ind  yet  far  him  oonleiriiag  baratiei  itrove, 
Aad  OTW7  MA  «ymph  «»^  the  ben/f  kM«, 
Ctf  J  |t  ^■■wi'i  wkm  he  fewook  her  ahowa, 
And  vilfa  IteA  «nm4etun^d  hii  hMty  onn. 
Oft  ihs  fiM|niHd  of  fiui^d  DHnD*!  nte, 
Mdknv  fete  dft  the  wQodrOQt  tale  relftte;  [Inme, 
Which  with  Moh  gicee  hb  Aorid  tmipie  ooald 
The  Holy  nai  «••  BMr,  thOQ^  stfll  the  Mine. 
Kov MMdh^roB te ihofM,  «agnfai deol«re,» 
CblypMar^  «« your fiuM*d  exploits  m  wnr/* 
He  with  a  wand,  a  ilender  wand  he  hoie, 
DrKpfatw  eferf  action  on  the  dioie*  [Mnd : 

"*  Hen^lVoy,**  Myt  he,  then  draws  the  walls  m 
*  There  SiMDis  flows,  here  my  hattalkm  stand* 
A  Add  there  WW,  (and  tten  descrihM  the  field) 
Where  Doleai»wMi  rewards  deeeiT*d,  we  kill'd.   - 
Ja«  thM  tartnoBh'A  imagine  Rhesus  IJM, 
And  heie  we  maftse  his  warlfte  steedi  onr  price.* 
Much  he  desfsrihMy  when  a  destiuctiYe  wave 
WaihM  off  the  slender  IVoy,  an^  ToUiog,  $«fe      . 
Ts Xhesas and  his tenlsone cximmon gmve. 
lm$  with  deUglit  his  <diannmg  tongne  she  beard, 
Ihi  well.fniB*d  passion  m  her  looks  appearM  : 
Ihe  gudJSM  wnepe  «o  view  his  ^Breading  sails, 
8»  aneh  a  soldier  widi  the  eeK  prevails. 
OiihMt  thj  Ibim,  And  youth,  and  learn  to  know, 
Ifeevs^  mosw  leqiiied  in  love  than  empty  show. 
W«h  just  disdain  she  treats  the  haagfatyniind, 
Ik  QOMplaisanoe  that  nakm  a  heanty  khHL 
The  hawk  we  hate  that  always  liTM  m  arni% 
The  r^;ii^  wolf  theft  every  flock  alarms  ; 
But  the  mad  swaikfw  none  wHh  toils  mfests^ 
And  Mne  the  soft  Chaonian  biid  molests. 
Pebstos  avoid,  and  lude  coutetttkm  riiun  j 
A  womsB  %  with  submissive  language  won. 
L0t  the  wife  inO,  and  hgurM  husband  swear, 
SaehfcsedoMB  are  aBow»d  the  many*d  pair : 
Dimid  and  etrife  to  miplial'beds  belong, 
The  portion  jnstiAM  a  damevQos  tongue. 
Wrth  tender  vows  the  yieldfa^  maid  endeer, 
Asd  let  her  only  sighs  and  wiihes  hear. 
GoBliive  with  words  and  actioBi  to  delig)*, 
SOI  Chans  her  ear,  and  still  oblige  her  sight 

I  no  iastractions  to  the  rich  ii^part, 
He  needs  not,  that  piwenti,  my  useieM  art : 
The  gMsg  lover 's  handsome,  valiant,  wise^ 
Hshqipy  fartsne  is  above  advioe. 
I  to  the  needy  ifalg  I  though  poor,  I  love^ 
And  wealing  weaMi,  with  mdtfaftg  language  move. 
Hit  honMT  sbonne  a  stobbotn  damMlHi  door  I 
I  'la  eantioBS  to  aArant,  becauN  I  *m  poor. 
With  pIcMh^  arts  I  eonit,  with  arts  possem  s 
Or  ill 'm  bounteous,  tis  in  promises, 
bng^d,  I  fuffled  OBoe  Oorimia*s  hair, 
l4»g  WM I  hanish'd  by  the  uQuHd  fdr  } 
l4)og  moanAol  ni^its  Air  tins  oonsum'd  alone, 
HorceiAd  my  tenit  the  Ibriotts  maid  atone. 
Weeping,  she  vow*d,  a  suit  of  point  I  tore ; 
M^.ihe  vow'd,  but  I  must  puroham  more. 
Mske  not  your  guilty  master's  crime  your  own, 
Ibt  by  mjr  poaUhment  my  errour  shun-; 
mieoent  mvy  fimn  her  sight  remove, 
)<o  pssrion  let  your  mistress  know,  but  love* 

Yet  if  the  hm^hty  nymph  "s  unkind  and  coy. 
Or  Amh  your  eight ;  have  patience,  and  eigoy. 

Wm  dsgrem  we  bend  the  stabbom  bow  j 
fa«e  re«sfel^  with -art  will  pUant  grow. 


In  vain  we  rtem  a  torront's  tapid  roroe. 
But  swim  with  eSM,  complying  with  its  oouies. 
By  gentler  arts  we  savage  beasts  reclaim, 
'And  lions,  bulls^  and  furious  tigers  tame. 
Fiercely  Atlanta  o'er  the  forest  rov*d. 
Gruel  and  wild,  and  yet  at  last  she  lov'd. 
Melanion  long  doj^or'd  his  hopeless  flame. 
And  weeping  'm  the  woods,  pursued  the  sooraftd 
On  his  sttbnussive  neck  her  toils  he  wore,    [dame  ; 
And  with  his  mistress  chas'd  the  dreadful  boar. 
Ann*d  to  the  woods  I  bid  you  not  repair. 
Nor  follow  over  hills  the  Mvage  fair  : 
My  soft  h^unctions  less  severe  you  '11  find, 
Easy  to  learn,  and  fram'd  to  every  mind. 
Her  wishes  never,  npr  her  will  withstand  : 
Submit,  you  conquer ;  serve,  and  you  '11  command. 
Her  wonte  approve,  deny  what  she  (lenies  ;  [spise : 
Like,  where  she  likes ;   and  where  she  scorns,  de- 
Laugh  when  she  smiles :  when  sad,  dissolve  in  tears  j 
Let  every  gesture  sympathize  with  hers. 
If  she  delights,  as  women  will,  in  play. 
Her  stakes  return,  your  ready  losings  pay. 
When  she 's  at  cards,  or  rattling  dice  she  throws, 
Connive  at  cheats,  ami  generously  lose. 
A  smiling  winner  let  the  nymph  remain. 
Let  your  pleas'd  mistress  every  conquest  gain. 
In  heat,  with  an  umbrella  reedy  stand  ; 
When  walking,  offer  your  officious  hand. 
Her  trembling  hands,  though  3rou  sustain  the  eoM, 
Cherish,  and  to  your  warmer  bosom  hold. 
Thmk  na  infisrior  office  a  disgrace ; 
No  aetkm,  that  a  mistress  gains,  is  baM. 
The  hero,  that  eluded  Juno's  spite, ' 
And  every  monster  overcame  in  fight  ; 
That  pest  so  many  bloody  laboors  o'er, 
And  well  deserv'd  that  Heav'n  whooe  weight  lie  bofej^ 
Amidst  Ionian  damsds  carding  stands, 
And  grasps  the  distaff  with  obedient  hands  $ 
In  all  commands  the  haughty  dame  obeys  ; 
And  who  disdains  to  act  like  Hereules  ? 
If  she 's  at  law,  be  sure  commend  the  lawi^ 
Solicit  with  the  judge,  or  plead  her  cau^e, 
•With  patienoe  at  the  assignation  wait 
Earty  appear,  attend  her  coming  late. 
Whene'er  she  wants  a  messenger,  away. 
And  her  oommands  with  flymg  f^  obey. 
When  late  from  supper  she  's  returning  hom^ 
And  calls  her  servant,  as  a  mrvant  come. 
She  for  the  country  air  retires  from  town. 
You  want  a  coach,  or  horse,  why-foot  it  down  I 
Let  not  the  sultry  seeson  of  the  year. 
The  foiling  snows,  or  constant  rain  detet. 
Love  is  a  warfore  }  an  ignoble  sloth 
Seema  equally  contemptible  in  both ; 
In  both  are  watohings,  duels,  anxious  cares. 
The  soldier  thus,  and  thus  the  kver  fores  ; 
With  ram  he's  drenchM,  with  piercing  tempesia 

shakes, 
And  on  the  colder  earth  his  lodging  takes. 
Fame  mys,  that  Phoebus  kept  Admetus'  herd. 
And  coarsely  in  an  humble  cottage  for'd  $ 
No  servile  offices  the  god  deny'd  ; 
Leani  this  ye  lovers,  and  renounce  your  pridck 

When  all  excess  is  to  ^ur  mistress  hud. 
When  evary  door  secur'd,  and  window  barrM  | 
The  ro«f  untile,  some  desperate  passage  find  i 
You  •cannot  be  too  bold  to  make  her  kind  : 
Oh,  how.she'U  dasp  you  when  the  danger's  o'er^ 
And  value  your  dcserring  pesston  meve  I  •  ^■ 
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Thns  throagh  the  hoiaK/etom  ams  Leander  morM, 
Kot  to  poflBen,  but  show  bow  much  be  knr*d. 

Nor  bluahnag  thbk  how  low  you  condeeoaid 
To  court  her  maids,  and  make  each  slave  your 

friend: 
Each  by  their  names  femiliarly  sahite, 
And  beg  them  to  promote  your  amorous  suit. 
Perhaps  a  bribe  's  requir'd  ;  your  bounty  show. 
And  from  your  slender  fortune  part  bestow. 
A  double  bribe  the  chataiber-maid  secures  ; 
And  when'the  fcvorite  's  gain'd,  the  fair  is  yoor's : 
She  'U  add  to  every  thing  you  do,  a  grace. 
And  watch  the  wanton  hours,  and  time  her  praise* 
When  scrvanto  merry  nhike,  and  feast  and  play. 
Then  gi ^  her  somethmg  to  keep  holiday. 
Retain  them  every  one,  the  porter  most. 
And  her  who  nightly  guards  tho  happy  coast, 

I  no  profuse  nor  oostty  gifts  commend. 
But  chooee  and  time  it  well,  whate'er  you  send. 
Provide  the  product  of  the  early  year, 
And  let  your  boy  the  rural  present  bcUr  ; 
Tell  her  twas  fresh,  and  from  your  manor  brought, 
ThOQg^  stale,  and  in  the  suburb  market  bought: 
The  first  ripe  cluster  let  your  mistress  eat. 
With  chesnuts^  melons,  «nd  frir  peaohes  treat ; 
Some  larger  fish,  or  choicer  fowl  present. 
They  recommend  your  passion,  where  they 're  sent 
^Tis  with  these  arts  the  childless  miser*s  caoghtp 
Thus  future  legacies  are  basely  boo^ : 
But  may  his  name  with  infiimy  bo  cunt. 
That  practised  them  on  love,  and  woman  fint ! 

In  tender  sonoets  most  your  flame  rehearse. 
But  who,  alas !  of  late  are  mov'd  by  verse  ? 
Women  a  wealthy-treating  fool  admire,   . 
Applaud  your  wit,  but  costly  gifts  require. 
This  is  the  golden  age,  all  worship  gold. 
Honours  are  pnrchas'd,  Love  and  Beauty  sold : 
Should  Homer  oome  with  his  harmonious  train, 
And  not  present.  Homer's  tum'd  out  egain. 
Some  (rf*  the  sex  have  sense,  their  number 's  small; 
Most  ignorant,  yet  vam  pr^enders  all  : 
Hatter  ari^t,  smootl^  empty  stanzas  send| 
They  seldom  sense,  but  sound  and  rhyine  commend. 
Should  you  with  art  compose  each  polisb'd  line. 
And  make  her,  like  your  numbers,  all  divine : 
Yet  she  >n  a  treat,  or  wocthkss  toy  prefer 
To  all  the  immortal  poet's  boasted  care. 
But  he  that  covets  to  retain  her  heart. 
Let  him  i^pply  hit  flattery  with  arti 
With  lasting  raptures  on  her  beauty  gaze. 
And  make  her  form  the  sulgect  of  his  praise. 
Purple  commend,  when  she's  in  purple  dress*d  } 
In  scarlet,  swear  she  kwks  in  scarlet  beat: 
Amy'd  m  gold,  her  graoeftil  mien  adore, 
Vamog  those  eyes  transcend  the  spaikling  ore. 
With  prudence  place  each  compliment  aright. 
Though  clad  m  crape,  let  homely  crape  deligbt. 
In  sorted  colours,  praise  a  vary^d  dress ; 
In  nigfat^cloaths,  or  commode,  let  either  please. 
Or  when  she  ooinbs,  or  when  she  curls  her  hair, 
Coouiend  her  curious  ait  and  galladt  mr. 
Singing,  her  voice,  dancmg,  her  atep  admire: 
Api^aud  when  she  desists,  and  still  desire: 
Let  all  her  words  and  actiona  wonder  raise. 
View  her  with  n^res,  and  with  laptuies  praise. 
Keroe  as  Medon  thou^  yonr  mistress  profe, 
Tliese  arts  will  teach  the  stnhbom  beauty  lova 

Be  cautious  lest  jva  over-act  y^nr  peit, 
Jnd  tsmper  yoAr  hiypocrisy  with  «rtb 


Let  no  folse  aotMn  give  your  words  the  lle^ 
For,  undeceived,  she  *s  ever  aft^r  shy. 
In  Autumn  oft,  when  the  hixuiioas  year 
Purples  the  grape,  and  shows  the  viniage  neari 
When  sultry  heatt,  when  oolder  blaslssuise, 
And  bodies  languish  with  inoonstant  skies : 
If  vitious  heaven  infeets  her  tender  veimi. 
And  in  her  tainted  Mood  sonie  fever  reigns| 
Then  your  khid  vows,  your  pious  care  bestow^ 
The  blessings  you  expect  to  rei^,  then  sow: 
Think  nothing  nauseous  in  her  loeth'd  disease^ 
But  with  your  re^y  hand  contrive  to  pleaee  i 
Weep  in  her  sight,  then  fonder  kisses  give. 
And  let  her  burning  lips  your  tsars  receive. 
Much  for  her  safety  vow,  .but  louder  qpeek. 
Let  the  nymph  hear  the  lavish  vows  you  inaker 
As  health  returns,  so  kt  your  joys  appear. 
Oft  amile  with  ht^,  and  oft  ooofem  your  feaiw 
This  in  her  breast  remains,  fheas  pk»singchann». 
Secure  a  passage  to  her  gratefel  anns. 
Reach  nothing  nauseous  to  her  taste  or  sight, 
Officious  only  when  you  most  delight : 
Nor  bitter  draughts,  nor  hated  medieinoi  give : 
Let  ber  from  rivals  what  she  loathsrecei^.    (shores 
Those  prosperous  winds  that  launched  oor  bttkfren 
When  out  at  sea  assist  its  course  no  mores 
lime  will  your  knowledge  m  oar  art  inifirove. 
Give  straigth  and  vigour  to  your  forming  ionre. 
The  dreadful  bull  was  but  a  calf  when  youqg  $ 
The  lofty  oak  but  from  an  aoora  spruqg : 
From  narrow  springs  the  noblest  curreols  flofw. 
But  swell  their  flo^s,  and  spread  them  as  they  gi^ 
Be  conversant  with  love,  no  toils  refiMe, 
And  conquer  all  fidigues  with  frequent  um. 
Still  let  her  hear  ymir  sighs,  your  paasion  view^ 
And  night  and  day  the  flying  maklpwauek 
Then  paoae  awhile;  by  fellow  fields  we  gain ; 
A  thirsty  soil  receives  the  welcome  rain. 
PhyUis  was  calm  while  with  Demophoon  hless^d^ 
His  absence  wounded  most  her  ragii^  breast : 
Thus  his  chaste  oonaoit  for  Ulysses  bam*d. 
And  Laodamia  thus  her  absent  husband  mouniHs 
With  speed  return,  you  're  ruin'd  by  delays. 
Some  happy  youth  may  soon  supply  your  places 
When  Sparta's  prince  was  from  his  Helea  gone, 
OouM  Helen  be  conleat  to  lie  akme  ? 
She  m  his  bed  received  her  anwious  guest* 
And  nightly  da^'d-  him  to  her  panting  bfeast. 
Unthinking  cncfcoU,  to  a  proveib  bluMl ! 
What  trust  a  beau  andA  feir  wife  behind  ! 
Let  frurions  hawks  thy  trembling  turtles  keep^ 
And  to  the  mountain  woWes  commit  thy  sheep  ; 
Helen  is  guiltless,  and  her  loref^  crime 
But  what  yourself  wouhi  act  another  tkne ! 
The  youth  was  pressing,  the  dull  husband,  gone^ 
Let  every  woman  make  the  case  her  own : 
Who  could  a  prince,  by  Venus  sent,  refrae  i 
The  cuckold's  negligence  is  her  excuse.  . 

But  not  the  founing  boar  whom  spears  sonoon^ 
Revenging  on  the  dogs  his  mortal  woum^ 
Nor  lioness,  whose  young  receive  thebraast» 
Nor  viper  by  unwary  footsteps  prest. 
Nor  drunkard  by  th' Aonian  god  possest. 
Transcend  the  woman's  rage,  by  fury  led. 
To  find  a  rival  m  her  injured  bed. 
With  fire  and  sword  she  flies,  the  franticdame 
I  Disdains  the  thoughts  of  tcndemeai  or  shane^ 
I  Her  oflspring^s  blood  enrag:d  Medea  q^ 
I A  cruel  mother,  for  the  feUiei's  guilt« 
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TTmI  dire  iweugc  pomidi  negMCted  low* 
Where  send  ties  of  hoowu'  ue  dertioy^ 
Swell  eiiewi  qmtioot  Ipyeifi  muil  >toML 
Think  not  my  pncepli  oomtency  eqjoiiiy 
Venus  BYCit !  €ur  nobler  'a  my  dengn. 
At  lai)ge  enjoy,  ooooeal  your  pankm  well, 
Kor  use  Hie  modidi  Tiaity  to  tell ; 
JL^rdd  pnuBB/aag  of  smpectedtoyt, 
Kor  to  an  hoor  oonfloe  your  veried  j(m  I 
Ileaot  the  didke  you  diid  frequent  beKNne^ 
Mor  make  tfaem  ooneciooi  to  e  new  amour. 
Tli»  aynph,  vhen  the  betra3riy  diedaine  your  guilt. 
And  by  snehfiJadioodtMigfatyibe  learnt  to  jiU.    > 
While  wHli  a  wife  AtridoB  lif'd  content. 


a*d  with  every  charming  face, 
I  ityi  maintain'd  an  equal  pace, 
a,  at  Funehad  told  her,  fmy^d  in  Tmii^ 
Mor  could  by  gifts  hit  capCiTe  guri  obtain ; 
MoonliDl  Briteit,  thy  complaintt  the  heard, 
And  l0w  hit  lost  the  tedioo  war  defenr'd. 
This  tUD^  heard,  but  with  retentmant  viewed 
The  victor  by  his  beantkmt  tlavembduedi^ 
WUfa  nge  the  taw  her  own  neglected  charms* 
Aad  took  Agirthntto  her  ngur'd  annt. 
T)»  bat  and  tfaame  by  hit  examine  led. 
Who  dmflt  80  openly  profime  her  bed. 

'What  yon  eonoeal,  her  more  obeernngeyo 
Ferfaapa betrays:  with  oaths  the  &ct  deny, 
And  boldly  give  her  jealousy  the  lie ; 
tk/t  too  aobmisiive  teem,  norjyver-Und; 
i  are  the  tympUimt  of  a  guilty  mtnic 
;  no  careioet,  no  endearments  qmuo, 
Enyoyment  pacifies  the  angry  lair. 
nseie  are  that  strong  provolong  potions  praiM, 
And  nature  with  pernicious  med'ctnetraite! 
Nor  dn^s,  nor  hobs,  will  what  you  fency  prove, 
~i  I  pranonnee  them  poisonous  all  in  lonre. 
le  pepper  bmis'd  with  seeds  of  nettles  join, 
And  abry  steep  in  bowb  of  mellow  wine : 
Vcnns  ia  moat  avene  to  fiire*d  deli^bts, 
ExtMted  flames  pollute  her  genial  rites. 
With  fishes  spawn  thy  feeble  nerves  reerult, 
And  witheriiigo*s  hot  salacioos  root : 
The  goddess  werdiipp*d  by  th*  Eiycian  swaint 
Wte  ahalkt,  i    " 


M^ara*s  white  diaUot,  so  f 
New  eggs  tiiey  take,  and  honey's  Squid  juice. 
And  .leases  and  apples  of  the  pme  infuse. 
pACJCilbe  nMBore,  my  Muse,  nor  med'cines ^ve: 
Benuty  and  youth  need  no  provocative. 

You  that  ooneeaPd  your  secret  crimes  before 
Plrodaim  them  now,  now  puUiah  each  amour. 
Kor  tape  me  with  inconstancy  ;  we  find 
The  driving  bark  requires  a  veering  wind : 
Kovr  northern  Uaats  we  court,  now  southern  gales. 
And  every  point  beftiendsour  shifted  sails. 
I  chariot^di  ivcis  with  a  flowing  rein 
I  their  steeds,  then  eurt>  them  in  again. 
X^ncnoft  eoliupU  the  feithlets  dame, 
fleciw  from  rivals  she  noglerts  your  flame; 
The  mmd  without  variety  is  doy'd. 
And  nantaatet  pleatuiet  it  hat  long  enjoy'd. 
Bat  as  a  fire,  iriiote  wasted  strengtii  deoUnes, 
Converts  to  ashes,  and  but  faintly  sUnes; 
When  andphm^  brought,  the  qireadmg  flames  retoro. 
And  giownig  emben  with  fimth  ftiry  burn : 
ik  nval  time  the  nngsateftd  maid  redaimt, 
Ibrrirei  doir^  aod  Ml  ber  dying  fimet  s 


Oft  make  her  jealous,  give  your  fondness  o'er. 
And  teaze  her  often  with  some  new  amour. 
Happy,  thrice  happy  youth,  with  pleasures  blest. 
Too  great,  too  e»fiisite  to  be  exprest, 
That  riew'st  the  anguish  of  her  jeak>us  breast ! 
Whene'er  thy  guilt  the  slighted  beauty  knows. 
She  swoons;  her  voioe,  and  then  her  colour  goes* 
Oft  would  my  furious  nymph,  in  burning  rage. 
Assault  my  locks,  and  with  her  nails  engage  : 
Then  how  she^d  weep,  what  piercing  glances  cast ! 
And  vow  to  hate  the  peijur*d  wretch  at  last 
Let  not  your  mistress  long  your  falsehood  mourn  ^- 
Neglected  fondness  wiH  to  fviry  turn : 
But  kindly  clasp  her  in  your  arms  again, 
And  on  your  breast  her  drooping  hesKt  sustain : 
Whilst  weeping  kiss,  amidst  her  tears  enjoy. 
And  with  excess  of  bliss  her  rage  destroy. 
Let  her  awhile  lainent,  awhile  complain. 
Then  die  with  pleasure,  as  she  died  with  pain. 
Enjoyment  cures  her  with  its  powerful  chanh^. 
She  'II  sign  a  pardon  in  your  active  arms. 

First  nature  Uy  an  undigested  mass. 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  wore  one  common  fiu^e  t 
Then  vaulted  heaven  was  framed,  wavesearth  enclos'dft  ^ 
And  Cbltfn  was  in  beauteous  form  dispos'd ; 
The  beasta  inliabit  woods,  the  birds  the  air. 
And  to  the  floods  th^  scaly  fry  repair. 
Mankind  alone  enjoy'd  no  certain  place. 
On  rapine  livM  a  rude  unpolish'd  race  f  " 
Caves  were  their  houses,  herbs  their  food  and  be(^ 
Whilst  each  a  savage  from  the  other  fled. 
Love  first  disarm'd  the  fieroeness  of  their  min^ 
And  in  one  bed  the  men  and  women  join'd. 
The  youUi  was  eager,  butunskill'd  in  joy. 
Nor  was  the  unexperienced  virgin  coy  ! 
They  knew  no  courtship,  no  instructor  found, 
Yet  they  enjoyed,  and  blessed  the  pleasing  wound* 
The  birds  with  consorts  propagate  thetr  kind. 
And  sportmg  fish  their  finny  beauties  find  : 
In  amorous  folds  the  wanton  serpents  twine. 
And  dogs  wi^  their  salacious  females  join. 
The  lusty  bull  delights  his  frisking  dames. 
And  more  lascivious  goat  her  male  inflames. 
Mates  fiirious  grow  with  love,  their  boundaries  force;. 
Plunging  through  waves  to  meet  tlie  neighing  hoi«e. 
Go  on  brave  youth,  thy  generous  vigour  try. 
To  the  resenting  maid  this  charm  apply : 
Love's  softening  pleasures  every  gnef  remove. 
There's  nothing  that  can  make  your  peace  like  love. 
From  drugs  and  philtres  no  redress  you  Ml  find. 
But  nature  with  your  mistress  will  be  kind. 
The  love  that's  unconstrained  will  long  endure, 
Machaon's  art  was  false,  but  mine  is  sure. 

Whilst  thus  I  sung,  inflam'd  with  nobler  fiie^ 
I  heard  the  great  ApoUo*s  tuneful  lyre ; 
His  hand  a  branch  of  spreadii^^  laurel  borci, 
And  on  his  head  a  laurel  wreath  he  wore ; 
Around  he  cast  diffusive  rays  of  light. 
Confessing  all  the  god  to  human  sight 
"  Thou  master  of  lascivious  arts,*'  he  said, 
*'  To  my  firequented  fone  thy  4>upils  lead  t 
And  there,  inscribed  in  characters  of  gold. 
This  celebrated  sentence  you  'II  behokL 
*  First  know  yourself;'  who  to  himself  is  knon^ 
Shall  k>ve  with  conduct,  ai|d  his  wishes  crown. 
Where  Nature  has  a  handsome  face  bestow'<^ 
Or  graceful  shiq>e,  let  both  be  of^en  show'd  ;^ 
Let  men  of  wit  and  humour  silence  shqiv 
The  artist  tug.  and  loldler  bluster  oo : 
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Of  long  harangues,  ye  eloquent,  take  heed, 
Nor  thy  damned  works,  thou  teazing  poet^  read.** 
Thus  Phoebus  spake :  a  just  obedience  give, 
And  these  injunctions  from  a  god  recetve. 

I  mysteries  unfold ;  to  my  advice 
Attend,  ye  vulgar  lovers,  and  grow  wise. 
The  thrivmg  grain  in  harvest  often  foils : 
Oft  prosperous  winds  turn  adverse  to  our  sails : 
Few  are  the  pleasures,  though  the  toils  are  great : 
"Wiih  patience  must  submissive  lovers  wait. 
What  hares  on  Athos,  bees  on  Hybla  feed. 
Or  berries  on  the  circling  ivy  breed ; 
Ab  shells  on  sandy  shores,  as  stars  above, 
So  numerous  are  the  sure  fatigues  of  love. 
The  lady's  gone  abroad,  you  're  told  ;  though  seen. 
Distrust  your  eyes,  believe  her  not  within. 
Her  lodgings  on  the  promis'd  night  are  close ; 
Kerent  it  not,  but  on  the  earth  repose. 
Her  maid  will  cry,  with  ah  insulting  tone, 
••  What  makes  you  saunter  here  ?  you  sot,  begone.'* 
With  moving  words  the  cruel  nymph  entreat. 
And  place  your  garland  on  the  bolted  gate. ' 

WTiy  do  1  light  and  vulgar  precepts  use  ? 
A  nobler  subject  now  inspires  my  Muse : 
Approaching  joys  1  sing ;  ye  youths  draw  near, 
listen  ye'happy  lovers  and  give  ear : 
The  labour  's  great,  and  daring  is  my  song. 
Labours  and  great  attempts  to  Love  belong. 
As  flrom  the  sacred  oracles  of  Jove 
Receive  these  grand  mysterious  truths  in  love. 
J^k  down  when  tibe  the  ogling  spark  invites, 
Kor  touch  the  conscious  tablets  when  she  writes. 
Appear  not  jealous  though  she  's  much  from  home, 
lift  her  at  pleasure  go,  unquestioned  come. 
This  crafty  husbands  to  their  wives  j^rmit. 
And  learn  when  she 's  engaged  to  wink  at  it. 
I  my  own  frailties  modestly  confess ; 
And,  bludung,  g^ve  those  precepts  I  transgress  ; 
Shall  I,  with  patience  the  known  ngnal  bear. 
Retire,  and  leave  a  happy  rival  there  ! 
What !  tamely  suffer  the  provoking  wrong, 
And  be  afraid  to  use  my  hands  or  tongue ! 
Corinna's  husband  kiss*d  her  in  my  sight ; 
I  beat  the  saucy  ibol,.and  seiz'd  my  right. 
I  like  a  fury  for  my  nymph  engage,  ^ 
And  like  ^mad-man,  when  I  miss  her,  rage. 
My  passion  still  prevails,  convinc'd  I  yield  ! 
He  that  submits  to  this  is  better  skiird. 

Eaepose  not,  though  you  find  her  guilty  flame, 
JLest  she  abandon  mod^y  and  shame  : 
Conceal  her  fhults,  no  secret  crimes  upbraid; 
Kothhag  '8  so  fond  as  a  suspected  maid, 
Discovered  love  increases  with  despair. 
When  both  alike  the  guilt  and  scandal  share : 
All  sense  of  modesty  they  lose  hi  time. 
Whilst  each  encourages  the  other's  crime. 

In  Heaven  this  story 's  fam'd  above  the  rest,. 
Amongst  th'  immortal  drolls  a  standing  jest : 
How  Vulcan  two  transgressing  lovers  caught, 
And  every  god  a  plcas'd  spectator  brought. 
Great  Mars  for  Venus  felt  a  guilty  flame,. 
Neglected  war,  and  own'd  a  lover's  name ; 
To  bis  desires  the  queen  of  Love  inclin'd ; 
No  nymph  in  Heaven 's  so  willing,  none  so  kind.   ' 
Oft  the  lascivious  fair,  with  scornful  pride, 
WouM  Vulcan's  foot  and  sooty  hands  deride. 
Yet  both  with  deceucy  their  passion  bore, 
And  modc^  concealed  the  dos^  amour. 


But  by  the  Sun  hetmy  >a  fai  tiMiri 

(For  what  escapes  tiie  Son's  observing  rays  i 

He  told  tb*  ai&ODted  god  of  bis  disgrace. 

Ah  foolish  San !  and  much  nnakilPd  in  kuve, 

Thou  hast  an  Ul.exaaiple  let  above  1 

Never  a  fair  oifanding  uytaptt  betrayy 

She'll  gratefully  oU^  you  every  ways 

The  crafty  spouse  aiound  his  bed  pnpum 

Nets  that  deceive  the  eye,  and  secret  miest 

A  journey  fsigna,  th'  impatient  lovers  mat. 

And  naked  were  ei^ioa'd  in  Vulcan's  neL 

The  gods  deride  the  criminals  in  dtaam^ 

And  scarce  from  tears  t|ie-qoeaB  of  love  vefiRuna^ 

Nor  could  her  hands  conoeal  her  guilty  fisioe. 

She  wants  that  cover  fbr  anoCiier  plaee. 

To  suriy  Mars  a  gay  speotatotr  said, 

"  Why  so  uneasy  in  that  envy'd  bed  ? 

On  me  transfer  your  chams;  I'll  finaoly  coma 

For  your  release,  and  sofler  in  jrour  room." 

At  length,  kind  Neptone,  freed  by  thy  dewe^ 

Mars  goes  for  Crete,  to Paphoaahe  retires. 

Their  loves  augmented  #ith  revengeful  files : 

Now  conversant  with  mfhmy  and  shame, 

Tbey  setnb  bounds  to  their  lioentioos  flame. 

But,  honest  Vulcan,  what  was  .thy  pretence^ 

To  act  so  much  unlike  a  god  of  sense  ? 

Tbey  an  in  pttbfie,  you  the  shame  repent, 

Convinc'd  that  loves  incrsase  witli  pwHshmeoL 

Though  in  your  power,  a  rival  ne'er  cuposft^ 

Never  his  IntereqE^tedjoys  disdose: 

This  I  coounand,  Venus  commands  the  same. 

Who  hates  the  snaies  she*  once  snstsinM  with  shamsk 

What  hnpioQs  wretch  will  GQres'  ritas  cipose. 
Or  Juno's  sokman  mysteries  disekiae  1 
His  witty  torments  Tsatalat  deserves. 
That  thksts  m  waves,  and  vkmwg  hanq—ts  staneSr 
But  Vemis  most  in  seereoy  delights; 
Away,  ye  beblefe,  from  her  silent  rites  i 
No  pomp  her  myetsries  attends,  no  noise ! 
No  soundmg  brass  proclaims  the  latent  joys. 
With  folded  arms  the  happy  pair  possess. 
Nor  should  the  tad  betraying  tongue  confess 
Those  raptures,  which  no  language  can  eiqprcss* 
When- naked  Venus  cast  her  robes  aside. 
The  parts  obscene  her  hands  eitended  hide:  - 
No  gvt  on  propagating  beasts  will  gaae. 
But  bangs  her  head,  and  turns  away  her  fiiee. 
We  darken'd  beds  and  doors  for  love  pros^ide; 
What  nature  cannot,  decent  habits  hide, 
liove  darkness  courts,  at  most  a  gitmmering  Ugfat, 
To  raise  our  joys,  and  just  oblige  the  sight. 
Ere  happy  men  beneath  a  roof  were  laid, 
When  oaks  provided  them  with  food  and  ahade^ 
Some  gloomy  cave  recoiT'd  the  wanton  pair  ; 
For  light  too  modest,  and  unshaded  air ! 
From  public  view  they  decently  retfr'd. 
And  secretly  perform'd  what  tove  i»pir^ 
Now  scarce  a  modish  fbp  about  the  town. 
But  boasts  with  whom,  how  oft,  and  wherctwns  doaa^ 
They  taste  no  pleasme,  reHsh  no  delight. 
Till  they  recount  what  poss^  the  haf^  ni , 
But  men  of  honour  always  thought  it  base. 
To  prostitute  each  kinder  nymph's  embraeet 
To  blast  her  Ihme,  and  vainly  hmt  his  osm^ 
And  furnish  scandal  for  a  lewd  huapoon. 
And  here  I  must  some  guilty  arts  accos^ 
And  disingenuous  shifts  that  lovers  use. 
To  wrong  the  chaste,  and*  innocent  i ' 
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WIbb  %mg  rqmlt'd  tbey  fibd  their  cointriii)p  Yain, 
Ber  diftnr  with  urfamy  they  stain: 
DmyNl  her  person,  tbey  dsbandi  her  fame, 
And  brand  Iwr  innooenoe  with  pablic  shame* 
Oa,  jflalcm  fbol,  the  injur'd  beauty  guard, 
iJBt  efwydoor  be  loek*d  and  window  barr'd ! 
Hie  aulferiug  nymph  remains  esqios'd  to  wroii|^( 
9*9  tL  pruvtiUile  to  eteiy  tongue  j 
t  will  with  joy  the*  lie  receive, 
BieporU  *nd  ^"hat  it  wishes  true,  believe. 

With  care  conceal  whatever  defects  you  find, 
To  nil  her  firaha  seem  liite  a  lover  bliiMk 
Naked  Andromeda  when  Perseus  yiew'd. 
He  saw  her  Ibnlts,  but  yet  pronounc'd  them  good. 
» waa  tall,  yet  some  report 
'  Hector  was  so  btind,  he  thou|^  her  shorts 
Ai  fint  what's  nanseoos,  lessens  by  degrees, 
Voimg  loves  are  nice,  and  difficult  to  please^ 
The  infiuA  plant,  that  bean  a  tender  rind, 
Keein  to  and  fin  wiUi  every  Iweath  of  wind) 
fioC  alioo>ing  upward  to  a  tree  at  last, 
It  iff  ins  the  stoiiii,  and  bmves  the  stiongeet  blasL 
I  will  defects  and  blemishes  endear, 

I  than  lovely  to  yoor  eyes  appear: 
Unswoal  scents  at  first  may  giv«  offence ; 
Hime  reconciles  them  to  the  vanquiBh'd  sense : 
Her  wioes'soAen  with  some  kinder  phrase ; 
if  ebe  ir swarthy  as  the  Negro's  feoe^ 
Ctfl  it  a  grweful  brown,  and  that  complexion  praise. 
Tlsa  raddy  lass  must  be  like  Venns  fehr. 
Or  Kke  Bfinerva  that  has  yellow  hair. 
If  fmie  and  meagre,  praise  her  shape  and  youth. 
Active  when  small,  when  gross  she  *»  {dump  and 
Bvevy  exoen  by  oolbndng  terms  disguise,  [smooth. 
And  in  some  neig^hbouiing  virtue  hide  each  vice. 

Nor  ask  her  age,  oonsuit  no  register, 
Undbr  whose  reign  she  >s  bora,  or  what  >s  the  year. 
If  fiading  youth  Chechen  her  hair  with  white, 
&qperience  makes  her  perfect  m  delight ; 
In  her  embrace  sublimer  joys  are  feund, 
A  frvftfol  soil,  and  cultivated  ground! 
l^e  hoon  enje^  whibt  youth  and  pleasures  last, 
A^e  lmiTies.on,  and  Death  pnnues  too  feet. 
Or  plough  the  seas,  or  cultivate  the  land, 
Or  wieM  the  sword  in  thy  adventurous  hands 
Or  much  in  love  thy  nervous  strength  employ, 
Smbnee  the  fair,  ttie  grsfteftil  maid  etijoiy; 
Pleasure  and  wealth  reward  thy  pleasing  pains. 
The  labour  >s  great,  but  greater  fur  the  gains. 
Add  their  experience  in  aflain  of  love. 
For  yean  and  practice  do  alike  improve; 
Tbesr  arts  repair  the  faijuries  of  thne, 
And  HHI  pieaeire  them  in  their  charming  prime: 
In  vmry'd  ways  they  aqt  the  pleasure  o'er. 
Mot  pictur'd  postures  can  instruct  you  more. 
Thej  wndt  no  courtship  to  provoke  delight. 
Bat  meet  yuoir  wannth  with  eog(>r  appetite: 
Orve  an  enioyment,  when  the  willing  dame 
GioMrs  with  doires,  and  bums  with  equal  dame. 
I  lov^to  hear  the  soft  transpovting  joys, 
Tbe  fraqjiMMt  sighs^  the  tender  murmuring  Toice : 
To  aee  her  eyes  with  vary*d  plea«»  move, 
And  dtt  Hie  nymph  confess  the  p(Mrer  of  love. 
Kattore's  ost  thus  Indulffeat  to  the  young, 
Tbeae  joys  alsne  to  riper  yean  belong : 
Wlw  ynuthieijoys,  dridks  erode  unready  wine, 
Let  ageVonr  ghrl  and  aprightiy  juice  refine, 
Mdlow  their  sweetBy-and  make  the  taste  divma. 
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To  Helen  who  'd  Hermione  prefer. 
Or  Gorge  think  beyond  ber  mother  fair: 
But  he  that  covets  the  experienced  dame. 
Shall  crown  his  joys,  and  triumph  in  liis  fiame. 

One  coilsciouB  bed  receives  the  happy  pair: 
Retire,  my  Muse  ;  the  door  demands  thy  care. 
"What  chaLrmiug  words,  what  tender  things  are  said ! 
What  language  flows  without  thy  useless  aid ! 
There  shall  the  roving  band  employment  find,  - 
Inspire  new  flames,  SLod  make  ev'n  viigiyn  kind* 
Thus  Hector  did  Andromache  delight. 
Hector  in  love  victorious,  as  in  fights 
"Wlien  weary  from  the  field  AcliiUes  came» 
Thus  with  delays  he  rais'd  Brisets'  flame : 
Ah,  could  those  arms,  tiiose  fatal  hands  delight. 
Inspire  land  thoughts,  and  raise  thy  appetite ! 
Couldst  thou,  fond  maid,  be  chann'd  with  his  em^r 

brace, 
Stain'd  with  the  blood  of  half  thy  royal  race  ? 

Nor  yet  with  speed  the  fleeting  pleasures  waate^ 
Still  moderate  your  love's  impetuoiis  haste: 
The  bashful  virgin,  though  appearing  coy, 
Detains  your  hand,  and  hugs  the  profier'd  joy. 
Then  view  her  eyes  with  humid  lustre  bright. 
Sparkling  with  rsge,  and  trembling  with  delights 
Her  kind  complaints,  her  melting  accents  hear. 
The  eye  she  charms,  and  wounds  the  listening  ear* 
Desert  not  tiien  tbe  clasping  nymph's  embrace. 
But  with  her  love  maintain  an  equal  pace : 
Raise  to  her  heights  the  transports  of  your  soul* 
And  fly  united  to  the  happy  goal. 
Observe  these  precepts  when,  with  leisure  Uest, 
No  threatening  fears  your  private  hours  molest ; 
When  danger  's  near,  your  active  force  employ^ 
And  urge  with  eager  spised  the  hasty  joy: 
Then  ply  your  oars,  then  practise  this  advice, 
And  strain  with  whip  and  spur,  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  work's  complete :  triumphant  palms  prepare^ 
With  flowery  wreaths  adorn  my  flowoig  hair. 
As  to  the  Greeks  was  Podalirins'  ait. 
To  heal  with  med'cines  the  affiicted  part: 
Nestor's  advice,  Achilles'  arms  in  fieM, 
Automedon  fer  chariot-driving  «kill'd ; 
As  Chalchas  could  explain  the  mystic  bird, 
And  Telemon  could  wield  the  brandish'd  sword: 
Such  to  the  town  my  fem'd  instructions  prove^ 
So  much  am  I  renown'd  for  arts  of  love: 
Me  every  youth  shall  praise,  ejctol  my  mme. 
And  o'er  the  globe  difiiise  my  lasting  feme. 
I  arms  provide  against  the  scornful  fair; 
Tlius  Vulcan  ami'd  Achilles  for  the  war. 
Whatever  youth  shall  with  my  aid  o'ercome. 
And  lead  his  Amazon  in  triumph  home; 
Let  him  that  eonqoers,  and  enjoys  the  dame. 
In  gratitude  for  his  instructed  flame, 
Inscribe  the  spoite  with  my  auspicious  name. 

The  tender  girls  my  precepts  neM  demand: 
Them  I  commit  to  a  more  skilful  hand. 
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Air  uur  t»  tai  dbAAcm  or 

SIB    WJLLOUGHBY   ASTON, 

LATE  OP  ilSrOK  IN  CHESHIRE. 

1704. 
,to  Vmb  Uvr  catvn  op  irnxNTOK. 


As  wlMB  tbo  eagle,  with  a  pef«nt*8  \of^ 
Fieparei  her  jroung  to  Tint  realms  abo^  i 
With  beavea's  ioU  lustre  she  allures  him  oii> 
First  to  admhe,  apd  then  approach  the  ^n  ; 
UnwearyM  he  smireyi  the  orb  of  light, 
Charm'd  by  the  olj<Sct  to  maintain  his  flight. 

To  you  th*  aspiring  Muse  her  labour  brings. 
Thus  tries  its  ftte,  and  thus  expands  her  wings  ; 
Tempted  to  gaae  on  your  auspicious  light. 
This  hasty  birth  to  you  directs  its  flight ; 
The  heanbes'of  your  mind  tmnsported  tiews. 
Admiring  sings,  and  pleas'd  faler  flight  pursues. 

Permit  these  loose,  unflnish'd  lines  to  daim 
The  kiiaid  protoetiQn  of  your  parent's  name  : 
Though  voM  df  onanients,  and  every  gnuie, 
Aooept  the  piece,  as  sacred  to  your  race. 
Where  you  behold  your  great  fore-fiuthers  Ihme, 
And  trace  the  tpnng^  fnm  whence  your  vivtikes 


Sonrey  the  triumphs,  "and  the  honoors  lic^^ 
-  That  bjF  a  long  descent  devolve  on  yon. 

In  Tain  the  Muse  her  vananish*d  pencil  tries, 
Where  uneihausted  stottes  oc  beauty  ritt  : 
Ijanguid  and  ftint  her  Ubonn  must  appear, 
Whilst  you  transoand  her  ftireit  cbaradSer. 
80  bright  in  you  your  Cither's  graces  sbini^ 
And  all  the  rirtues  of  your  ancient  line  $ 
That  none  with  pleasure  can  tiie  copy  Tiew^, 
Whilst  the^ginal  surrives  in  you. 


WnAf  man  i«nown*d !  what  British  wofthy*s  nnafe 
Inspires  the  Muse  !  and  consecrates  heir  lays  1 
Record  thy  Aston*s  celebrated  name, 
Display  his  rirtnes,  tod  transmit  his  fSune^ 
Illustrious  aiAionB  to  thy  care  belong^ 
And  form  the  beauties  of  heroic  song: 
None  e'er  appeared  with  so  immense  a  stoiv, 
Nor  ever  grac'd  haimonious  numbers  more. 

Nor  stain,  my  Muse,  with  thy  officioos  teai% 
The  bright  example  for  succeeding  yenrs: 
Whilst  othen  in  dejected  notes  complam, 
Sublime  thy  song,  attempt  a  nobler  siram. 
With  verse  assuage  his  pious  o0ipring's  care. 
And  calm  the  sorrows  of  the  weeping  iair : 
Dispel  the  shades  that  Fate  untimely  spread, 
And  cease  to  mouni  for  the  immortal  dead. 

Where  outstretched  Britain  in  the  ocean 's  lost, 
And  Dee  and  rapid  Money  bound  the  coast ; 
There  hills  arise  with  syhran  honoun  crown'd. 
There  fhiitfiil  vales  and  shady  streams  aliound  t 
Not  Median  groves,  nor  Tempers  boasted  plain. 
Nor  where  Pactolus*  sands  enrich  the  main, 
Can  yield  a  prospect  £sirer  to  the  sight. 
Nor  charm  with  scenes  of  more  august  delight 

Here  Lupus  and  his  warlike  chid^  obtained 
Imperial  sway,  and  great  m  honours  rdgn'd : 
Deriving  titles  from  their  swords  alone, 
TMr  lews  preserved,  and  liberties  their  own. 


As  when  two  swelling  floods  their  wmvw  4 
Nor  would  confound  the  nns  fimni  whence  they 
But  by  degrees  uniting  in  a  stream,  [rose  1 

Forget  their  flmntaim,  and  beceme  the  satte& 
Yhus  strovn  the  Britains  with  the  Noiman  rrtce. 
Fierce  with  their  wrongs,  and  iDonscious  of  disgrace : 
But  when  the  fory  of  their  anas  was  o'er. 
Whom  thirst  of  empire  had  nngag'd  before* 
Now  Friendship  bindsi  and  Love  unitta  the  monk 
From  whom  a  king  desoent  of  woithi^b  sbise^ 
Just  to  the  glories  of  their  martial  line: 
Admiring  Fame  their  mat/chless  foroe  reooidB» 
Their  bounteous  minds,  and  hospitable  boaids. 
Where  Weever  hastens  to  receive  the  Dane. 
Refreshing  with  united  streams  the  plain; 
A  rising  fobric,  with*  m^estic  grace. 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  lofty  praise  : 
There  Aston  stands  conspicuous  to  the  sigbt; 
To  Aston,  Muse,  direct  thy  pleasing  flight  I 
Fkom  for  the  pompous  ediAoe  heboid. 
Just  the  pfoportions,  and  the  structure  bold* 
Benuty  is  there  with  el^anoe  cjipiess'd. 
Improved  with  ait,  with  native  grandeur  hkBi'd. 
What  nobler  object  could  the  woHhy  find. 
To  signalize  the  greatness  of  his  mind, 
llian  to  adorn,  with  so  august  m  firame. 
The  place  that  gave  his  ancestors  m  name? 

Delightful  scene  !  thy  patron's  eaily  eaie^ 
Who  rais'd  thee  up  magnfficentty  foir : 
He  form'd  thy  beauties,  and  iacrees*d  thy  etore* 
Great  in  thyself,  but  in  thy  founder  nnxe. 

Fi>nn  generous  Hudard,  whose  victorkAm  swtid 
Made  Aston  stoop  beneath  a  foreign  lord^ 
Twenty  successive  chieft  desoended  downi 
Illustrious  all,  and  matchless  in  renown^ 
Whon  injured  barons  durst  by  arms  restrain 
Their  sovereign's  pride,  on  the  embettled  piam; 
And  rival  roses,  with  hnpetuous  rage. 
Involved  in  blood  the  next  descending  age : 
Or  when  abroad  we  nobler  conquests  sought^ 
For  empire  strove,  /or  Fame  and  Beauty  fouglit; 
Their  great  exploits  our  British  annab  grace. 
And  ancient  bards  immortalbse  the  race* 
No  lineage  can  a  nobler  sukgect  yield. 
Nor  oftener  shar'd  the  triumphs  of  the  fleld: 
Renovn'd  in  war,  by  arts  endear'd  to  fonie» 
Worthy  their  high  descent,  and  glorious  naoMs* 

But  though  so  many  pious  worthies  join» 
To  flMA  the  histre  of  a  nol^e  line: 
Pass  not,  ungrateful  nymph,  negieoted  by 
A  shade  renowned !  a  name  that  caanet  duel 
His  fother^  fome  with  aw^  steps  pursue. 
And  raise  thy  flight  with  the  trampoitinf  view. 
When  kmd  Sedition  CiOl'd  hhn  early  forth. 
To  merit  wreaths,  and  signalise  his  worth  | 
His  bounteous  mmd  supply  d  the  royal  p«i 
With  flowing  fortunes,  and  a  foitfafid  heart 
His  sword  uid  pen  were  drawn  in  ju4t  defonet 
Of  suffering  prdatas,  and  en  ii^jw^  prinoe: 
And  as  some  midnight  wolf,  by  hung^pten^ 
With  boundless  fery  would  the  plauM  iafost ; 
But  if  he  heara^  lion's  awlbl  voioe^ 
His  bead  he  coucies,  and  eontonds  his  p«nr» 
Thus  raging  Faction  mttnnnr*d  hi  its  de^ 
Restrein'd  and  awM  by  his  inbliaMr  pen  s 
And  when  Rdiellion  reared  Ms  guilty  iMad, 
Before  his  arras  the  TanquishM  nkonstar  ML 

Immortal  shade  !  to  endless  ages  resti 
With  joys,  that  never  rebel  tasted,  hhMi'd* 
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lor  tke  fMrad*rt  race  of  1 
te  tribute  IraA  a  grateful  pen ; 
to  tbe  diiuGh,  «od  loyal  to  tbe  croirB 


Ite  voder  then  lo  many  graces  jom'd» 
Tb  tatm  the  peifect  beauties  of  his  mind : 
I  Ins  ancetlanderiT'd  tbem  down, 
▼iitaes  by  descent  his  oim. 
tlhy  Alton's  matdilew  fiona fanvy, 
I  eaily  jwth  to  natnre'k  last  decay : 
Tka  Bfciy  faataw  s  of  his  beanty  trace, 
i  its  natife  grace* 
I  in  his  perion  join*d, 
,  and  his  aspect  kind ; 
( lollj  slaiiira^  and  distingnishM  nueii^ 
i*d  the  graatoMs  oF  a  sool  within  } 
War  jHifrof  natures  purify  their  day, 
^ad  o^er  the  body  qjtead  a  locid  ray : 
I  eveiy  P^uft  mforming  spirits  fly, 
I  rastrainty  and  qparide  at  the  eye. 
i  general  Initre,  sneh  rensfcless  grace. 
His  liiiibs  adom'd,  and  trhmiph'd  m  his  frce» 

But  as  the  Earth  in  her  capacious  Teins 
Tbe  aplendid  treason  of  her  mines  contains : 
Widk  ftdiog  flovcn  she  paints  the  snrfrce  o^er, 
Kt  innaid  shines  with  unsnhansted  store; 
fln  lovdy  farms  are  on  manldnd  bestov'd, 
Otoly  to  dignily  the  soul's  abode  : 

»  of  sparkling  wit  we  find, 
I  of  sense,  and  treasures  of  the  mincL 
:  Nature  thus  her  bounty  show'd, 
\  every  shining  faculty  beslowM  t 
With  stores  enrich'd  his  intellectnal  seat, 
And  fforai'd  the  lustre  of  his  mind  compleat. 

Where  aged  Cham  in  fiun'd  meanden  flows, 
Ria  esrty  youth  a  soft  retirement  chose^ 
Ta  feat  beneath  the  venenUe  shade, 

r  suQg,  and  Oowley'ft  Muse  was  laid. 
(  Nature  had  prepar'd  before, 
A  aaind  tanacnuB  of  the  learned  store  ; 

I  of  knowledge  to  receive, 
I  fiut  as  art  could  give. 
I  Cham  !  not  ail  thy  boasted  race 
Of  tnawful  youths,  that  celebrate  thy  praise; 
nat  in  the  various  qpheres  of  leammg  shine, 
Beiofv'd  by  Phsims  and  the  sacfed  Nine; 
Witfa  nobler  wreaths  did  e'er  thy  temples  crown. 
Or  ndd,  like  him.  to  thy  difius'd  renown. 

And  nest  the  flowing  robe  employ'd  his  care. 
And  bnlky  vuhnnes  of  the  painful  bar : 
Though  wealth  and  fame  the  toilsome  search  attend. 
Tec  he  pcnsned  it  for  a  nobler  end. 
Obacore and  inbricate  our  laws  appear,         [clear: 
fteipica'd  with  comments  that  should  make  them 
lEajuslite  thraugh  the  gloomy  mists  survey'd. 
And  Benson  flDund  by  subtleties  betray'd ; 
Whh  Eloqnenoe  he  smoothed  the  ragged  way, 
Ani  aeallerHl  shades  with  Judgment's  piercing  ray. 

Be  Nature  m  her  dark  recesses  sought, 
Ani  vkh  Pfailoaophy  subhm'd  his  thought. 
fta  afl  Jhe  various  parts  of  learning  skill'd, 
I  aages,  or  the  Roman,  yield : 
ancifnts  drain'd  their  nchest  store, 
J  still  with  wit  the  sparkling  ore. 
Hor  did  be  want  the  lyre's  harmonious  sound, 
Wboae  pleasing  accents  aQ  his  labours  crows'd  r 
The  tnnelul  lyn^  that  charms  ^  with  delight, 
Bcpals  our  cares,  and  glads  tiie  tedious  night ; 
BinfialiM  our  pasaions,  calms  our  furious  rage. 
The  Joy  of  yonthy  and  the  rdisf  of  age. 


His  piereing  faculties,  serenely  bright. 
Let  mwaid  to  the  soul  distincter  light : 
His  senses  exquisite,  and  reason  sound, 
Surmounted  all  the  obstecies  they  found, 
In  knowledge  versed,  in  learning's  depths  profound* 

Nor  were  his  hours  to  books  alone  con6a*d. 
His  person  was  accomplished  as  his  nund  : 
He  us'd  his  weapons  witfa  admired  success, 
Excell'd  in  courtship,  and  a  kind  address. 
Whether  he  ui|^'d  the  courser  to  his  speed. 
Or  temper*d  with  his  skill,  the  fiery  steed  ;  ' 
When  foaming  at  the  ring  he  q>ums  the  sands,. 
Repeats  his  stroke,  and  launches  as  be  stands  ; 
With  grateful  gesture  he  did  each  command. 
And  ply'd  his  reins  with  an  mstructive  hand. 
Or  whether,  to  the  sportive  dance  inclio'd. 
In  lively  measures  he  the  concert  join'd  : 
None  ever  mov'd  with  more  majestic  pace, 
Show'd  greater  art,  or  more  becoming  grace 

His  flowing  «it,  with  solid  judgment  join'd. 
Talents  united  rarely  in  a  mind. 
Had  all  the  graces  and  engaging  art, 
That  charm  the  ear  and  captivate  tlie  heart. 
No  pointed  satire,  nor  morose  disdain, 
Altay'd  the  pleasure  of  his  words  with  pain  : 
His  uioflfensive  tongue,  from  slander  fr^. 
From  Flattery's  vice,  or  blasted  Calumny  ; 
Knew  all  the  springs  that  secret  passions  move. 
Raise  admiration,  or  inspire  with  love. 

Sententious  and  instructive  his  discourse, 
He  uig'd  his  reasons  with  resistless  force, 
A  lively  eloquence  adora'd  his  thought. 
And  happy  turns  of  wit  occur'd  unsought ; 
Expressive  words  lus  flowing  sense  oonvcy'd. 
Just  were  his  thoughts,  and  powerful  to  persuade. 

Bu£,  goddess,  now  a  noi>ler  scene  survey. 
Expand  thy  wiugs,  thy  brightest  charms  display ! 
What  various  beauties  here  distract  thy  sight ! 
What  virtues  that  surmount  thy  towering  fliglit! 
As  nameless  stars,  that  form  the  galaxy. 
With  undistinguish'd  lustre  gild  the  sky  ; 
So  shone  the  graces  that  adoro'd  his  mind. 
And  with  concenter'd  rays  their  beauties  join'd  : 
Whose  lucid  number?  but  repel  tliy  sight. 
And,  thus  united,  form  one  glorious  orb  of  light 

Hm  riper  years  to  wisdom  he  apply'd, 
Each  path  pursued,  and  every  conquest  try'd  : 
Wisdom,  the  darling  attribute  alone, 
By  which  th'  Almighty's  more  distinctly  known. 
And,  when  contracted  to  a  narrow  span. 
Becomes  the  noblest  faculty  of  man.  [chace, 

Thfuugh  books  he  trac'd  her  in  the    piuusiug 
Ransack'd  their  stores,  and  still  maiutaiu'd  his  pace. 
With  crowds,  and  busy  men,  he  strove  to  fioa 
The  flying  fair,  the  object  of  his  mind  : 
Through  specious  arts,  through  al  I  their  vain  dUguise, 
He  saw,  distinguish'd,  and  obtained  the  prize. 

His  mind,  with  each  superior  talent  fraught. 
For -councils  form'd  his  enterprizing  thought : 
Quick  of  dispateh,  discreet  in  every  tiust. 
Rigidly  honest,  and  severely  just. 
Though  kindness  in  his  generous  bosem  reign'd, 
The  dUgnity  of  pow'r  lie  still  maintain^ : 
None  e'er  discharg'd  aflkirs  with  more  address, 
Serv'd  better  public  posts,  or  sought  them  less. 
His  constancy  appeared  in  every  stete, 
Fix'd  and  unmov'd  as  the  decrees  of  fate  : 
No  fluctuatiUi^  doubts  his  mind  distie<«s*d. 
Nor  shook  the  Aron^  fuuuUatioiiS  of  iiis  breast. 
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His  resolutioQ  bore  him  stfll  above 
The  rash  effects  of  enmity  or  love: 
Firm  on  the  basis  of  himself  he  stood, 
Of  right  tenacious,  permanent  in  good. 

Hence  flowM  a  courage  unallay'd  with  fear, 
A  mind  undaunted,  and  a  conscience  clear : 
With  innocence  and  virtue  for  a  guide, 
Successfully  he  stemM  th*  impetuous  tide. 
Intrepid  thus  he  revolutions  bore, 
Nor  deviated  from  paths  he  trod  before : 
The  power  of  Fortune  still  disdain'd  to  own, 
Nor  courted  smiles,  nor  sunk  beneath  her  frown. 

He  serv'd  his  country,  with  regards  above 
The  common  views  of  mercenary  love  : 
His  passion  such,  if  not  extended  more. 
As  pious  Romans  to  their  Latium  bore. 
No  Fpccious  kindness  popularly  feignM, 
By  interest  rais'd  or  with  ambitkm  stainM : 
llie  tender  piety  his  actions  show'd. 
From  doty  sprung,  from  ibnd  affection  flow'd. 

Untainted  with  the  stain  of  either  vice, 
Of  lavish  waste,  or  grasping  avarice: 
Nor  squandered  we^th,  nor  with  a  sordid  breast 
Condemned  to  hoards  the  treasures  he  possessed. 
His  hospitable  roof,  with  plenty  stor'd, 
EnjoyM  the  blessings  of  a  smiling  board : 
Heav^,  that  had  bless'd  him  with  k  laige  increase. 
Gave  him  a  soul  deserving  to  possess. 

The  father's  loyalty  decoded  down, 
Endcar'd  by  sufferings,  to  his  eldest  son. 
As  Hannibal  pursued  the  Roman  state, 
With  double  portions  of  his  father's  hate: 
Such  fix*d  aversion  in  his  bosom  sprung. 
And  arm'd  liis  soul  against  our  factions,  young: 
A  murder'd  prince,  and  slaughtered  parent's  fiite, 
On  the  rebellious  race  entail'd  his  hate : 
Firm  to  the  crown  his  duty  he  retain'd, 
And  o*er  his  heart  his  rightful  monarch  reign'd. 

View  beauties  yet  of  a  sublimCr  kind. 
The  heavenly  ofifepring  of  a  pious  mind  : 
Charms  that  from  innocence  and  nrtue  flow. 
That  to  religion  all  their  splendour  owe ; 
Where  no  obscuring  spots  their  lustre  hide, 
By  crimes  untainted,  undefbrmM  with  pride. 

BIess*d  Charity,  the  pure  etherial  ray, 
That  Heaven  itself  does  to  our  breasts  convey  } 
In  larger  portions  to  jiis  bosom  came. 
And  o'er  his  soul  diffused  a  stronger  flamet 
In  him  the  wretched  always  fbuiid  relief. 
Patron  of  want,  redresser  of  their  grief: 
To  him  th'  afflicted  never  sued  in  vain, 
He  fblt  their  miseries,  and  eas'd  then:  pain. 
In  midst  of  plenty  free  from  sensual  vice. 
Nor  more  indulged  than  nature  would  suffice : 
The  calm  and  eqtial  temper  of  his  soul 
Did  every  guilty  appetite  control ; 
Within  their  womb  the  vicious  seeds  sappressM^ 
And  strangled  forming  passions  in  his  breasL 
The  Church  in  him  enjoy 'd  a  faithful  son. 
Whose  duty  «ith  his  early  years  begun : 
A  virtuous  life  his  just  obedience  show'd^ 
And  from  religion  his  affection  flow'd  ; 
Long  application  fix'd  his  heart  secure. 
He  searched  her  doctrines,  and  he  found  them  pure. 

The  Liturgy  employ'd  his  daily  care. 
His  public  worship,  and  his  pri\'ate  prayer : 
iTo  all  its  rites  conformity  he  paid, 
'Vhe  service  lov^d,  and  discipline  obey'd. 


Such  strong  devotion,  such  oeleslid  fire, 
InflamM  his  heart,  and  did  his  breast  impire  t 
As  if  religion  had  engross'd  the  whole. 
And  Heaveh  remained  the  object  Of  hkaooL    , 

Descend,  my  Muse ;  here  stop  thy  pleashig  fBgk^ 
For  mournful  prospects,  gloomy  shades  of  mghb 
Attend  the  last  expiring  scene  of  fiffe, 
A  painful  conflict,  and  unequal  sirifb : 
Where  Nature  languishes  beneath  the  weight 
Of  racking  torments,  and  approaching  Ihte. 
With  matchless  patience,  and  iindaunted  ihmd. 
He  bore  his  anguish,  and  his  soni  resign'd : 
As  he  the  glorious  prospect  kept  in  view. 
And  our  old  world  rejected  for  the  new.         [>hed. 
The  bounteous  Heavens  their  fhritlitil  blessingf 
And  chaste  Lncina  crownM  his  nuptial  bed  r 
From  whence  a  fair  and  numerous  offipring  came. 
The  happy  pledges  of  a  mutual  flame. 
From  warlike  Hudard,  founder  of  his  race, 
Twenty  renowned  descents  his  Ihieage  grace : 
And  firom  his  loins  complete  the  number  tpnmg; 
For  every  ancestor  a  smilhig  young. 

The  happy  husband  of  a  matchless  dame. 
Endeared  by  virtues,  and  nnblemish'd  hmt  i 
No  guilty  passion  ever  clsam'd  a  part, 
The  consort  of  his  bed  engross'd  hi*  heart. 
As  two  fair  tapers  bum  wifli  equal  flame, 
Their  heat  proportkm'd  and  their  light  the  sssne^ 
And  though  by  slow  degrees  they  both  decfine. 
Both  to  the  last  witfti  the  same  lustre  lihlne : 
Such  equal  flames  insprr'd  the  happy  pair. 
Mutual  their  passions,  and  the  same  their  care : 
Though  years  expir'd,  and  youth  consiun'd  away. 
Their  fond  affections  never  felt  decAy. 

As  when  the  Sun  our  hemisphere  resign^. 
He  leaves  us  light,  and  by  reflection  shines,    - 
And  when  the  gloomy  interval  is  o'er. 
He  rses  bright  and  |Horioiis  as  before : 
Such  likeness  in  his  succef«or  we  fifid, 
I^ft  as  the  image  of  himself  behind ; 
With  all  the  virtufes  of  his  race  ebdoed, 
llie  happy  fiither  ^s  in  the  son  rencw'd. 
Methinks  I  see  a  pompous  tomb  arisfr, 
Bcautobus  the  form,  magnificient  the  size : 
Enchas'd  with  ore,  with  well-wrought  marble  made; 
Worthy  tlie  artist,  and  the  glorious  shade. 
Crowds  of  officious  angels  weep  around. 
With  lamps  extinguish^,  and  their  robes  unbound !' 
With  heads  reclin'd,  and  drooping  wings  they  raoun^ 
Form'd  to  sustain,  and  grace  the  ponderous  urn. 

In  aliject  postures,  axxi  a  flowing  dress. 
Postures  that  love  and  tenderness  express. 
The  sacred  Nine  surround  the  spacious  tomb^ 
And  spread  infectious  sorrows  o*er  the  dome  ; 
Their  lyres  unstrtmg  are  throvn  negfected  by. 
And  scattered  wreaths  m  just  disorder  fie. 
High  in  the  midst  is  his  efiigies  plac'd. 
The  boast  of  art,  with  every  beauty  grac'd. 
Advancing  age  in  every  line  appears. 
And  shades  his  brow  with  honourable  years : 
Just  to  his  form,  his  looks  dissembled  rigfat. 
With  joy  detain  the  fond  spectator's  sight. 
Descending  Phcebus  crowns  the  upper  scene. 
His  arm  extended  with  triumphant  green, 
'llie  sacred  wreath  around  his  brows  to  plac«« 
And*  shedding  on  him  the  paternal  rays. 
In  vain,  alas  !  we  mausoleums  raisc^ 
Statues  erect,  and  pyrunids  of  pitise: 
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The  lively  wut^  of  his  generous  mind. 
The  iwred  pile  nis'd  by  his  pious  care, 
Magnifioent  with  cost,  with  order  &ir ; 
iUora^d  with  all  that  layish  art  could  give. 
To  late  posterity  shall  make  him  live. 
tikis  shall  difinse  his  celebrated  name. 
More  than  the  hundred  tongues  of  busy  Fame : 
Wm  memory  firom  dark  oblivioQ  save, 

*  i  hit  fi!ta,  and  triumph  o*er  the  grave. 


TO  MYRA. . . .  AD  VICE  TO  A  LOVER. 


No  prostrate  wretch,  before  the  shrine 

Of  some  lov'd  saint  above. 
E'er  thought  his  goddess  more  divine, 

Or  paid  more  awful  love. 
Still  the  disdainful  nymph  look'd  down 

With  cuy  insulting  pride ; 
Reoeiv'd  my  passion  with  a  frown, 

Or  tum'd  her  head  aside. 
Then  Cupid  whispered  in  my  ear, 

"  Use  more  prevailing  charms ; 
You  modest  wbyning  fool,  draw  near, 

And  clasp  her  in  your  arms. 
With  eager  kisses  tempt  the  maid. 

From  Cynthia's  feet  depart ; 
The  lips  he  briskly  mast  invade. 

That  would  possess  the  heart'* 
With  that  I  shook  off  all  the  slave, 

My  better  fortunes  tried  ^ 
When  Cynthia  in  a  moment  gave 

What  she  for  years  denied. 
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TO  THB   MSMOtT   OF 

^  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY, 
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Warn  bbck  with  shades  this  mourning  vault  appears, 
And  the  relenting  marble  flows  with  tears ; 
Tlunk  tben  what  grieft  a  parents  bosom  wound. 
Whose  fatal  loss  enrich'd  this  hallow'd  ground. 

Sbrew  lilies  here,  and  myrtle  wreaths  prepare. 
To  crown  the  fiidjng  triumphs  of  the  foir :  . 
Here  bloaniing  youth  and  charming  beauties  lie. 
Till  Earth  fe«gns  them  to  their  native  sky  ; 
like  china  laid  for  ages  to  refine, 
And  make  her  body,  like  the  aoul,  divine. 

ITnmingled  may  the  fragrant  dust  remain, 
Ko  onmmon  earth  the  sacred  sweets  prophaae ; 
But  Wt  her  ura  preserve  its  vtigin  store, 
i  and  unwUy'd  asshe  liv'd  before  J 


TO  MYRA; 

wirmN  IN  Bsa  cLsorATiA. 

HsBS»  lovely  Myra,  you  behold   ' 
Tltfi  wooders  Beauty  wrought  of  cUd, 
hi  every  mournful  page  appears 
The  nymph's  disdain,  and  lover's  tears. 
Whilst  these  feign*d  tragic  tales  you  view. 
Fondly  you  weep,  and  think  them  true ; 
I^uneotthe  hero's  slighted  flame, 
Yet  praise  the  foir  ungrateful  dame. 

Wor  youths  unknown  no  longer  grieve, 
Bat  rather  heal  the  wounds  you  give ; 
The  slnves  your  eyes  have  ruined,  mourn, 
And  pity  flames  with  which  your  lovers  bum. 

Ohy  hadst  thou  liv*d  in  former  days, 
Thns  Fame  had  sung  lov'd  Myra's  praise  2 
Tbetrinmpbs  of  thy  haughty  reign. 
Thy  matchless  form  and  cold  disdain  : 
Tby  beauties  had  remain'd  as  loQg 
The  theme  of  every  poet's  song : 
Tben  Myra's  conquests  had  been  wrote^ 
And  Cleopatra  died  forgot 


4J)VICE  TO  A  LOVER. 

Foft  inany  imsnccessfiil  years. 

At  Cynthia's  feet  I  hiy ; 
Bettering  them  often  with  my  tears, 

la^'dy  but  dunt  not  pray. 


OV  TBI 

CONSUEST  OF  NAMUR. 
A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

HUMBLY    INSCRIBED 

TO  BIS  MOST  SACRRD  AND  VICTOEIOUS 

MAJESTY  ; 

1695. 

Once  more,  my  Muse,  resume  thy  Ijrre  ! 
Of  heroes,  arms,  and  lofty  triumphs  sing : 
Strike,  boldly  strike  th'  unpractis'd  strings 
Tis  William's  acts  my  soaring  thoughts  inspire. 

And  animate  my  breast  with  nobler  fire. 
My  daring  hand  the  willing  lyre  obeys, 

UnUught  it  sounds  the  heroes  praise : 
Each  tuneful  string  repeats  the  victor's  name 
And  echoes  back  the  loud  applause  of  Fame. 
No  longer.  Muse,  the  blest  Maria  mourn. 
With  trophies  now  her  brighter  shrine  adorn : 
Now  sing  her  hero's  fame  in  lofty  strains,  . 
Worthy  the  captive  Mase,  and  Namur's  vanquished 
plains. 

Nature  ne'er  brought  a  fierce  destroyer  forth. 

Of  that  portentious  size  and  growth  : 
But  still,  to  poize  the  balance  of  the  age. 
She  introduo'd  a  hero  on  the  stage. 
Injurious  Lewis  like  a  torrent  grows, 
A  rapid  torrent  that  the  bank  o'cri|ow8, 
And  robs  our  western  world  of  its  repose  ; 
In  vain  the  imperial  eagle  stops  his  course, 
In  vain  confederate  arms  oppose  : 
On  you  (great  prince  !)  the  infested  nations  wait. 
And  from  your  sword  attend  a  milder  fate. 
The  injured  Belgians  William's  aid  implore, 

A  numerous  army  wastes  their  shore  : 
Embark,  my  Muse,  upon  the  British  fleet. 

And  on  the  ready  hero  wait 
He  flies,  like  Jove  to  meet  the  Theban  dame. 

When  arm'd  with  lightning's  pointed  flame. 
And  in  his  hand  th'  avenging  thunder  bore  : 
The  terroar  of  his  ensigns  still  confess  his  power. 
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Quick  of  dispatch,'  preventing  fear, 
As  cowards  cautious,  bolder  than  despur : 
Silent,  yet  swift  as  light,  his  active  soul 
Reaches  at  once  the  barriers  and  the  distant  goal. 
What  labour  will  the  hero  chuse ! 
What  action  worthy  of  a  Muse  ! 
T  employ  the  hundred  busy  tongues  of  Fame, 
And  make  her  hundred  mouths  too  few  to  sound  his 
name. 
Xamur^s  the  goal  in  Honour's  race, 
Tempting  the  prize,  but  fatal  is  the  chase : 
At  once  a  lovely  and  amazing  sight. 
Striking  the  eye  with  terrourand  delist. 
Founded  on  rocks  the  ioTperial  fortress  stands. 
And  all  around  the  distant  plain  commands : 
Beauty  and  strength  their  ntmost  fbroe  hnpart, 
Tis  wrought  bv  Nature,  and  improved  with  art ; 
An  awful  pile  !  immoveable  as  Fate, 
Fix^d  like  the  solid  rock  that  proudly  bears  its  weight 
A  thousand  brazen  mouths  the  walls  surroand. 
That  vomit  flames,  with  fatal  fury  wound  : 
1)<  ath  shines  with  terrour  thro'  each  smoking ckmd, 
like  lightning  swift,  and  as  the  thunder  loud. 
Not  the  hm^d  Colchean  fleece  could  boast 
5o  dread  a  guard,  so  terrible  an  host : 
Nassau  attempts  a  nobler  enterprize, 
The  danger 's  more,  and  richer  is  the  prize ; 
Alone  his  arms  can  such  a  power  engage,   [rage. 
Destroy  with  fiercer  flames,  and  tiiunder  back  their 
Why  are  the  rapid  Sambre*s  streams  so  slow  j 

The  tardy  Mase  fbrgets  to  1km : 
Their  lagging  wav^  upon  the  turrets  gaze. 
Proud  to  reflect  their  Namur's  awful  &ce  ; 
Whilst  to  th'  astonish'd.shores  they  teO, 
Those  wondrous  walls  are  inaccessible. 

The  lofty  Ilion  towars,  fbr  beauty  fam'd. 
And  saL*.red  walls,  though  raised  by  hands  divine, 

Though  mercenary  gods  her  turrets  fram'd. 
In  strength  and  form  inferior  were  to  thine ; 
Walls,  that  nor  Grecian  arms,  nor  arts  could  gain, 
And  the  divine  Achilles  storm  in  vain. 
Your  greater  arms,  Nassau,  were  then  unknown. 

Wherever  your  bellowing  engines  shake. 
Where'er  your  more  destructive  bombs  are  thrown, 
Nature  and  Art  in  vain  resistance  make. 
Not  durst  the  powers  that  built  defend  their  shat- 
•     ter'dtown. 
Two  rival  armies  now  possess  the  Md, 

In  all  the  horrid  pump  of  war : 
With  shining  arms  and  brighter  heroea  fer. 
Though  both  with  differentlo6ks,anddifierent passions 
Betwixt  both  hosts  the  stake  of  honour  lies,  [filled. 
The  object  that  employs  their  arms  and  eyes 
How  to  defend  or  how  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  Britons  are  a  warlike  race. 
In  arms  expert,  and  fera'd  for  arts  in  peace : 
Your  matchless  deeds,  Nassau,  they  imitate, 
Like  you  they  death  pursue,  and  rush  onoertainfete. 
Not  all  the  bellowing  engines  of  the  war. 
Amidst  the  storm  can  British  mmds  affright : 

Nor  sulphur's  blasting  flames  deter, 
That  glare  thro*  clouds  of  smoke  with  horrid  light  j 
Though  bullets  therv  descend  in  scalding  abowers. 
And  those  the  cannon  spare,  the  ambusht  flame 
devours. 
In  faUl  caverns  now  the  teeming  Earth 

La1x)ur8  with  a  destructive  birth : 
The  loud  volcanos  s  'etch  their  flaming  jaws, 
A»i  every  dr#adfui  hUst  a  host  destroys  | 


This  wreck  of  war  ths  upper  rcgioof  sbara. 
Whilst  arms,  and  men,  and  rocks  lie  scatter'd  in  tfat 
Yet  death  in  every  form  the  Britons  feoe,       [air. 

And  march  with  an  undaunted  pace : 

Their  feithless  steps  to  various  ruins  l^ad, 

The^  walk  in  sepulchres,  on  graves  they  tread  ; 

Whilst  rocks  and  mountains  rootttl  from  the 

ground,  [woond. 

Inter  the  hosts  they  slay,  are  tombs  to  tfaoie  they 

With  horrid  groans  distorted  Nature  *8  rant. 
Loud  as  the  peals  that  shake  the  firmaments 
Whilst  roaring  ordinance  confirm  the  aoaadp 
And  mimic  thunder  bellows  under  ground. 
Thus  on  IVinacria's  moun^  shore*. 
With  rum  big  the  mging  Etna  roars ; 
The  rising  smoke  ob^res  the  darkened  sky. 
Whilst  high  as  Heaven  its  flammg  entraik  fly : 
Mountains  and  rocks  its  fury  hurls  aroand. 
Spreading  with  ruins  o'er  the  desolate  ground* 

Whence  spring  thoee  fkiwingrmyv  of  light? 
That  pierce  through  war's  obscurer  mg^t  f 
Or  does  the  suppliant  flag  display 
.  Its  chearfhl  beams  of  white? 
See !  like  the  phosphorus  of  peace, 
The  shades  retire  before  those  sacred  fays. 
Which  introduce  the  bright  vietoriotts  day. 
The  trumpefn  interceding  voice  1  hear, 
Now  soft  and  tun'd  unto  the  ear: 
The  drums  in  gentler  parlees  beat. 
The  drums  and  trumpets  both  entmt ; 
Whilst  war's  alarms  are  charm'd  with  mxmk?9 

voice, 
And  all  the  bloody  scene  of  death  withdruvii 

Fam'd  BouflRers'  self  consents  to  fear, 
Ev'n  Boufliers  dreads  the  British  thnnderer  s 
He  sues  for  mercy  whilst  he  fbels  his  power. 
And  witha  trembling  haod  subscribes  himcosiqaAror. 

And  here  your  worthies  shall  yourtrinmpha  graot. 
In  war  your  guard,  your  oniaments  in  peace : 
Heroes  are  William's  and  the  Muse's  care, 
Partake  their  labours,  and  their  laurels  share. 

Let  willing  Fame  her  trumpet  sound. 
Great  Ormond's  name  shall  all  her  breath  employ^ 

And  fill  the  echoing  shores  with  joy : 
Whilst  each  officious  wind  eonveyi  the  woaadp 
And  wafts  it  all  the  attentive  woiid  aroond. 
In  bloody  camps  he  eariy  gain'd  renown, 
Eariy  the  distant  goal  of  honour  won : 
WhBt  toils,  what  labours,  has  the  hero  bore  } 
Not  the  fam'd  Ossory  encoonter'd  mora : 
Of  whom  the  Belgic  plains  such  wonders  tell. 
Who  liv*d  80  lov'd  and  so  lamented  felL 
Triumphant  prince !  thou  patron  of  the  Mose, 

Unweaty 'd  thee  she  sings,thy  acts  with  woiiler  views : 
Renown'd  m  war  I  thy  Rhedednal  pride  ? 
Thou  dost  o'er  wit,  and  glorious  camn  presidai 
To  thee  the  care  of  arms  and  aits  bdong,  . 

Whose  feme  shall  live  to  ages  in  heroie  song. 

For  all  thy  victories  in  war, 
You  valiant  Cutts,  th'  officious  Muses  onMqi> 
For  you  triumphant  wreaths  prepare, 
bnmortal  as  your  feme,  and  feir  as  yourrenowiw 
Wdl  did  you  execute  your  great  command. 
And  scatter  deaths  with  a  destructive  hand : 
What  wonders  did  your  sword  perfo(m« 
When  urging  on  the  fatal  stoim^ 
Undaunted,  undismayed  { 
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tTjp  to  Ifce  valb  codot'd  wkh  floMt  yoa  led, 
And  ovcriook'd  the  woris  on  miglity  heaps  of  dflttd. 
]b  yotk  C^o  hero  end  the  poet  nMwt, 
Your  fwwd  it  frtaly  but  jfov  munben  eweoL 
When  hi  Ham's  pfaiie  your  lyre  wae  tftnmg. 
Yen  cbarm'd  the  heavenly  nymph  to  whom  you 
Ob  honour !  more  than  all  thy  bays,  fwog. 
TImb  all  the  trophies  fiune  and  conquest  raise. 
To  ^p«  chnmM  Bfana*8  bieast,  and  fsin'd  Biaria's 


_  I  one  giateftd  labour  more,  my  Muse, 
A  solject  FViendship  bids  thee  chuse : 
tM  Oodringttm's  lov'd  name  inspire  thy  thought. 
With  such  a  waimth  and  vigoar  as  he  fought : 
!■  ynm  thou  dost  of  arms  and  triumphs  siug, 
I  he  crown  thy  verse,  and  tune  thy  sounding 
■trii«; 

lyoodil  your Gharwdl's greatest nridt, 
i  glorious  arms,  and  learned  ^its  dirida : 
rtatang  great  Nassau  you  fi(^t, 
WEm  panoQ  guard,  and  conquer  in  his  sight  i 
Tod  aaiftlbr  Fisme  your  early  triumphs  grow, 
.Aad  groves  of  lanrsl  shade  your  yaathfiil  brow. 
In  yon  the  Muses  and  the  Oraoes  join, 
Tbe  Morions  pahn,  and  deathless  laurels  thine : 
Like  Pheebus*  self  your  chanaing  Muse  hath  suqg^ 
Uce  his  your  warlike  bow  and  tuneful  lyre  is  ftruflgl 
Bpt  who  famM  William's  valour  darss  eaqprass, 
No  Moie  can  soar  so  high,  DOT  finicy  paint 

Each  image  will  appear  too  Ikint :      [verse. 
^bo  weak's  the  peactPt  art,  and  all  the  pow'r  of 

How  eafan  he  look'd,  aiid  how  serene  I 
Aoudit  the  bloody  Uboursof  the  field : 
UnmovM  he  views  the  bullets  round  him  fly. 

And  daogers  move  with  hoirour  by  j 
Whiiit  judgment  sway'd  his  nobler  rage  withhi, 
Jbal  hisprcmging  brow  with  hopes  of  conquest  smil'd, 
Hia  cbaaffhl  looks  a  gayar  dress  put  on. 
His  eyes  with  decent  fury  shone : 
Pan^ees  but  serv'd  to  heighten  every  grace, 
Ami  add  an  awfiil  terrour  to  the  hero*s  fiMe. 
Whero*er  in  arms  the  great  Nassau  appear^ 
Th'  extreme  of  action 's  there : 
Himself  the  thickest  danger  shares, 
HflB^^elf  th*  mfMviing  soul  that  animates  the  war. 
Heroesof  old  in  wondrous  armour  fiiught, 

By  some  immortal  artist  wrought : 
Achilla*  arms,  aqd  .Ajax*  seven  fold  shield. 
Were  proof  against  the  dangers  of  the  field. 
But  greater  William  dares  his  breast  expose 

Unarmed,  unguarded  to  his  foes : 
A  thomaDd  deaths  and  ruins  round  him  fled, 
Bat  durst  not  violate  his  sacred  bead  t 
For  aageb  guard  the  prince's  life  and  throne, 
Who  for  hiaempire^s  ssfoty  thus  neglects  his  own. 
Had  he  in  ages  past  the  sceptre  sway'd, 
When  sacred  rites  were  unto  heroes  paid ; 
His  statue  had  on  every  altar  stood. 
His  conta  temple  been,  his  greater  self  a  god. 
Horn  tune  thy  lyre,  my  Muse,  now  raise  thy  voice* 
Ijet  Albioo  hear,  her  distant  shores  rgoioe : 
Thy  solemn  pseans  now  prepare, 
9weet  as  the  hymns  that  fiird  the  air. 
When  PboebuiP  self  returned  the  P^^thon's  conqueror* 
When  every  grave,  with  a  triumphant  song, 
Coniuss'd  the  victor  as  he  pass'd  alos«, 
Whilst  with  the  trophies  every  hill  was  crowned, 
And  every  echoinf  vale  diipers'd  his  fome  around  : 


As  loud  the  British  shoref  their  voices  ra'se. 
And  thus  united  sing  the  godlike  William's  praise. 
What  the  fomM  Meriin's  sacred  verse  of  old| 
And  Nostradam's  prophetic  lines  foretold ; 

To  thee,  oh  happy  Albion 's  shown. 
And  in  Nassau,  the  promise  is  out-done. 
Behold  a  prince  indulgent  Heaven  has  sent. 

Thy  boundless  wishes  to  content: 
A  prophet  great  indeed,  whose  powerful  hand 
Shall  van(|uish  hosts  of  plagues,  and  heal  the  groan* 
upland* 

The  great  Nassau  now  leads  thy  armies  forth. 

And  shows  the  world  the  British  worth : 
Beneath  his  conduct  they  securely  fi|^t, 

Their  clood  by  day,  their  guardian  flame  by  night. 
His  bounty  too  shall  every  bard  inspire^ 
Reward  their  labours,  and  protect  their  lyie^ 
Forpoetsareto  warlike  princes  dear. 

And  they  are  valiant  Wdliam's  care  t 
His  victories  instruct  them  how  to  write,       [wiL 

Wdlfaun  >s  the  glorious  theme  and  patroo  of  their 
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Vcndidit  Uc  euro  patriam. . . . 
fixit  leges  pietio  atqne  refixit. 

Esop  TO  jniB  Kme. 


Vmo,  iBn, 


VicTotiout  pihice  f  form'd  for  supreme  command. 
Worthy  the  empire  of  the  seas  and  land ! 
Whilst  impious  Faction  swells  with  native  pride. 
Parties  distract  the  state,  and  church  divide ! 
And  senselets  libels,  with  audacious  style. 
Insult  thy  senate,  s^  thy  power  ravilo  I 
Voochsafo  to  hear  th'  admired  truths  <tf*old, 
Which  birds  and  beasts  iu  spoitive  take  unfold; 
To  curb  the  insolent,  advnnoe  tbe  good. 
And  quell  the  ragiogs  of  the  raaltitude. 
O  fom'd  for  arms,  and  matchless  in  renown ! 
Permit  old  ^Esop  to  approach  thy  throne  : 
To  you  the  labours  of  his  Muse  beloog; 
Accept  the  humble,  but  instructive,  so^g. 

FABLE    L 

TUB  tivm  AMD  Tax  rOUVTAINf. 

A  BivKB,  insolent  with  pride. 
The  Fountain  and  its  4>riQe*  defied ; 
That  Fountain,  from  whose  watery  bed 
Th'  uagretefiil  Flood  was  daily  fod. 

^'  (1  thus  the  rabble  Waves  began: 
"  We're  the  delight  of  gods  and  man! 
How  charmfaig  do  our  banks  appear  j 
How  swift  the  Mream,  the  flood  how  dear  f 

"  See  how,  by  Nature's  bounty  strong, 
We  whiii  qur  legion  waves  along  I 
In  soft  meanders  windmg  play,  ^ 

And  glitter  hi  the  fooe  of  day, 
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YALDEWS  POEMS. 


"  Bat  thmi,  poor  FoantMn,  iilly  tool  f    • 
Thy  head  absoooding  in  a  hole, 
Run%t  meddling  on  from  place  to  pkoe, 
Asham'd  to  show  thy  dirty  face ; 
In  rocks  and  gloomy  carernn  found. 
Thou  creep'st  inglorious  under  groiuid: 
D*  you  hear  }  henceforth  your  lurds  obey ! 
We  the  grand  Waves  assume  the  sway." 

"  Well,  angry  sirs,  the  Fountain  cry'd. 
And  how 's  your  streams  to  be  8upply*d  ? 
Ye  senseless  fools,  that  would  command. 
Should  I  withdraw  my  bounteous  hand. 
Or  backward  turn  my  watery  store, 
That  hour  you  'd  cease,  and  be  no  more. 
Qo  ask  that  blustering  fop  the  Wind, 
That  puts  this  whimsy  in  your  mind. 
And  makes  your  foctious  surges  rise. 
If  he  '11  recruit  you  with  supplies. 

"  And  when  to  native  mud  you  turn, 
Slieh  as  a  common-sewer  would  scorn. 
Too  late  you  'U  curse  this  frantic  whim, 
When  carriers'  steeds  shall  piss  a  nobler  stream* 

THE   MOEAL. 

Unhappy  Britain  !  I  deplore  thy  fate. 
When  juries  packed,  and  brib'd,  insult  tiiy  state : 
Like  waves  tumultuous,  insolently  wise. 
They  tutor  kings,  and  senators  advise; 
Whilst  old  republicans  direct  tfae'stream, 
Kot  France  and  Rome,  but  monarchy  's  their  aim: 
Pools  rode  by  knaves  !  and  paid  as  they  deserve, 
<  Despis'd  whUst  ns'd !  then  left  to  bang  ok  starve. 

FABLE.  IL 

THE   lion's  TRSATT  OP  PAETITIOM. 

A  MIGHTY  lion  heretofore. 

Of  monstrous  paws  and  dreadful  roar. 

Was  bent  upon  a  chase : 
Inviting  friends  and  near  allies 
Frankly  to  share  the  sport  and  prize^ 

During  the  hunting-space. 

The  Lynx  and  royal  Panther  came. 
The  Boar  and  Wolf  of  Woliin^m, 

The  articles  were  these: 
Share  and  share  like,  whatever  they  got^ 
The  dividend  upon  the  spot. 

And  so  depart  in  peace. 
A  royal  Hart,  delicious  meat ! 
DestanM  by  inaupicious  Fate, 

Was  stairted  for  the  game : 
The  hunters  run  him  one  and  all. 
The  chase  was  long,  and,  at  the  fall. 

Each  enter'd  with  his  claim. 
One  lovM  a  haunch,  and  one  a  side, 
This  ate  it  powdered,  t*  other  dried. 

Each  for  his  share  alone  : 
Old  Grey-beard  then  beg^n  to  roar. 
The  whiskers  twirl'd,  bully'd,  and  swore. 

The  Hart  was  all  his  own. 
"  And  thus  I  prove  my  title  good; 
My  friend  dcceas*d  sprung  from  oar  Mood, 

Half's  mine  as  we  're  ally'd: 
My  valour  claims  the  other  pait; 
In  short,  T  love  a  hunted  Hart  -: 

And  who  dares  now  divide  ?  ** 


The  bilk'd  confedentes  they  ilafe^ 

And  cr>''d,  '<  Old  gentleman,  deid  Cmt,    . . 

For  ouce  be  just  and  troe." 
Quoth  be,  and  looking  wondroos  gnnn, 
*'  Behold  my  paws,  the  word  is  mam$ 

And  so  messieun,  adieu !" 

THE   MOEAL. 

Tyrants  can  only  be  rcttrain'd  by  miiiM 
Power's  their  coascienoe,  and  the  sword  tbev  right : 
Allies  they  court,  to  compass  private  ends. 
But  at  the  dividend  disclaim  th^r  friends. 
Yet  buast  not,  France,  <tf  thy  successful  fraud,  . 
Maintained  by  blood,  a  torment  whilst  ei^oy'd: 
Imperial  Caenur  drives  the  storm  along. 
And  Nassau's  arms  avenge  the  public  wroQ^. 

FABLE    UL 

THE   iLINn  WOMAN  AMD  BEE  DOCTOEI. 

A  WEALTBT  matron,  now  grown  old. 

Was  weak  in  every  part : 
Afllicted  sore  with  rheums  and  cdd. 

Yet  pretty  sound  at  heart. 
But  most  her  eyes  began  to  hil, 

Depriv'd  of  needful  light : 
Nor  could  her  spectacles  avail, 

lb  rectify  their  sight 

Receipts  she  try'd,  she  doctore  fbe*d. 

And  spar'd  fbr  no  advice 
Of  men  of  skill,  or  quacks  for  need 

That  practise  on  sore  eyes. 
Salves  they  daub'd  on,  and  plaisteia  boHi* 

And  this,  and  that  was  done : 
Then  flannels,  and  a  forehead-ckth. 

To  bind  and  keep  them  on. 
Her  house,  though  small,  was  furaish'd  nail; 

And  every  room  did  shine 
With  pictures,  tapestry,  and  plate^ 

All  rich,  and  woodrons  fine. 
Whilst  they  kept  bUnd  the  silly  soul, 

llieir  hands  found  woik  enough  ! 
They  pilfer'd  plate,  and  goods  they  itola^ 

Till  all  was  carry'd  o£ 

When  they  undamm'd  their  patient's  eye^ 

And  "  now  pray  how  »s  your  sight  ?" 
Cries  t'  other,  "  this  was  my  advice, 

I  knew  t  would  set  you  right :" 
Like  a  stuck  pig  the  woman  star'd. 

And  up  and  down  she  run  : 
With  naked  house  and  walls  quite  scar'd. 

She  found  herself  undone. 
"  Doctors,  quoth  she,  your  core 's  my  pain. 

For  what  are  eyes  to  me: 
Bring  salves  and  forehead-cloths  again, 

I  've  nothing  leftto  see." 

THE   MOKAL. 

^ee,  injured  Britain,  thy  unhappy  case. 

Thou  patient  with  distemper'd  eyes : 
State-quacks  but  nourish  the  disease^ 

And  thrive  by  treacherous  advice. 
If  fbnd  of  the  expensive  pain. 

When  eighteen  millkxis  nm  on  soon? 
Let  them  clap  muflteit  on  again. 

And  physic  thee  of  eighteen  moR. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


FABI£9. 


FABLE    IV. 

its   SATTK't  ADMBSl^ 

Fin  Sbtyn  of  tb6  woodland  soity 

Tbougbt  polhicians  then, 
IMreus  plndL'd  up,  thdr  noeei  ifadNt, 

And  broivB  adornM  like  aldaimaa  ; 
With  0WB  hoohj  great  goggle  eyea, 
iad  ample  china  of  Be-r^n'a  sisey 

To  Jofe  tript  op  with  an  address^ 

In  ftvoor  of  the  plains : 
That  it  would  pleaae  him  to  supprcw 

All  heats  and  colds,  his  winds  and  raina; 
The  Sun  that  he  'd  exthigaish  too, 
Aod  in  the  skies  hang  something  new. 
"  My  wise  reforming  friends,  quoth  Jove^ 

Oar  elements  are  good  ! 
We  manage  for  the  best  above, 

lliMigh  not  so  rightly  understood ; 
Bat  nice  such  profound  squires  are  sent. 
We'll  treat  you  like  the  cream  af  Kfnt.'* 
Thm  Jove  brought  out  etherial  fire 

In  a  gih  cha&ig-dish : 
The  ipvkling  ftame  they  all  admire, 

Tvas  fine,  they  vow*d,  as  heart  could  wish : 
They  gap'd,  they  grin'd,  they  jnmp'd  about ! . 
kfvt,  give  us  that,  the  Sun  pnt  out ! 
The  chaiming  flames  they  all  embrace, 

Woich,  uig'd  by  Nature's  laws. 
Their  afaaggy  hides  set  in  a  blaze. 

And  Muodly  sing'd  their  paws ; 
h  comers  then  they  sneak'd  with  terrour  dumb. 
And  o'er  th'  imxDoital  pavements  scud  it  home. 

THE   MOaAL. 

How  senseless  are  our  modem  Whiggiah  tools. 
Beneath  the  dignity  of  British  fools  ! 
With  beef  resohr'd,  and  fortify*d  with  ale. 
They  censure  monarchs,  and  at  senates  rail ; 
So  eagerly  to  public  mischief  ran. 
That  they  prevent  the  hands,  which  loo  them  on. 
0  trae  machines  !  and  heads  devoid  of  brains  ! 
ASront  that  senate  which  your  rights  maintains ! 
Thos  ideots  sjpott  with  power,  and  flames  embrace, 
TiJl  malting  Folly  glares  them  in  the  face. 

FABLE .  V. 

1HB   yAEMSa  AMD   HIS  JMC. 

TuMt  dwdt  a  F^tfmer  in  the  west, 

Ai  we  *re  in  story  told  ; 
^Vhoie  herds  were  large  and  flocks  the  best 

That  ever  UnM  a  fold. 
Am'd  with  a  stafi;  his  russet  coat. 

And  Towaer  by  his  side,    • 
£ariy  and  late  he  tua'dhif  thnMt. 

AiHl  every  wolf  defy*d. 
LmM  Towner  was  his  heait*s  delight, 

h  crii^  and  fowning  skill'd, 
intnnted  with  the  flocks  by  night. 

And  guardian  of  the  Add. 

'Tonser,  quotii  he,  I  'm  for  a  fair ; 

Be  rageot  in  my  roon : 
^  of  my  tender  flocks  take  care, 

iaA  kfi^  aB  safe  at  home. 


I  know  thae  watelAil,  juflt,  and  hvne, 

Right  worthy  such  a  place : 
No  wily  fox  shall  thee  deoaave. 

Nor  wolf  ^ire  show  his  foce. " 
But  ne'er  did  wolves  a  fold  infest. 

At  regent  Towser'a  rata : 
He  din'd  and  supp*d  upon  the  best. 

And  frequent  breakfasts  ate. 
Tlie  Fanner  oft  recenr>d  advice, 

And  laugh*d  at  the  report : 
But  coming  on  him  by  surprize, 

Just  found  him  at  the  sport 

''  Iiunnateful  beast,  quoth  he,  what  means 

That  bloody  mouth  and  paws  ^ 
I  know  the  base,  the  treacherous  stams. 

Thy  brieach  of  trust  aod  laws. 
The  fruits  of  my  past  love  I  see : 

Roger,  the  halter  bring ; 
E'en  truss  him  on  that  pippin  tree^ 

And  let  friend  Towser  swing. 

I  '11  spare  the  famish'd  wolf  and  fox. 

That  ne'er  my  bounty  knew : 
^ut,  as  the  guardian  of  my  flocks, 

This  neckcloth  is  your  due.  '* 

THB  MOtAL* 

When  mmisters  their  prince  abwe. 

And  on  the  subjects  prey : 
With  ancient  mooarchs  twaf  in  iiM^ 

To  send  them  Towaer's  way. 

FABLE    VL 

TBI   FOX  AND  MUVBLI. 

Rkn,  an  old  poacher  after  game. 
Saw  grapes  look  tempting  fine: 
But,  now  grown  impotent  and  lame, 
Gould  not  command  the  vine ; 
His  lips  he  lickM,  stood  oglii^  with  his  ejm, 
Strain'd  at  a  running  jump,  but  miss'd  the  fum : 

Quoth  he,  <<  that  honest  Bush  faard-by 

Might  give  a  friend  a  lift : 
In  troth'  its  curtesy  I  >1I  try. 
And  venture  for  a  shift." 
Without  more  words  he  bounces  to  the  top,  * 

But  gor'd  and  wounded  is  compdl'd  to  drop. 
Down  Re3mard  came,  batter'd  and  tore. 

He  blow'd  and  lick'd  his  paws : 
Then  rautter'd  to  himself  and  swore. 

Cursing  the  fatal  cause;  [stakes  soemw 

<*  Damn'd  rascal  shrub,"  qudth  he,  *'  whom  hedge- 
Beneath  a  furs-bush,  or  the  scoundrel  thorn  ! 

*<  Good  words,  ftimd  Ren,"  the  Bu^h^t^ply'ili 

"  Here  no  incroacher  *BCapep : 
Those  Foxes  that  on  bramUes  ride 
Love  thorns,  as  well  as  grapes ; 
But  better  language  would  your  mouth  beoon^  : 
If  you  must  cutse,  go  curse  Uie  fool  9X  home." 

THX  MoaxL. 
Who  first  offSsnd,  then  in  disputes  engage, 
Should  chedc  their  passions  and  indecent  mge  9 
But  peevish  age,  of  weak  resentments  proud. 
Like  woman  *s  stubbom*  impotent,  and  loud. 
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ni-mainierf  aef«r  hmA  a  just  pnteoce, 
Ad4  nide  ommaoDS  dieira  barren  Mme : 
Siity  whan  high  biith  (Mflocnds  to  flMui  flbOM^ 
Tba  crime  nmsfoulegt,  and  finds  no  taemt, 

FABLE  VIL 

m  POZ  AMD  WBAXKB. 
90  m  LATI  HOHOOaABLB    TBS 

TBI  paisB-omcB* 

A  HBBDT  Weazle  heietofoie. 
Very  npackxis,  lank,  and  poor. 
That  had  no  place,  small  comings-m. 
And  liv'd  in  terroor  of  the  gin  ; 
Nor  fOfc  a  morsel  to  his  hole. 
Bat  what  he  either  begged  or  stole  ; 
One  night,  a  ibraging  for  prey, 
He  found  astore-hoose in  his  way : 
£Bch  cnmny  then  he  nimbly  past. 
With  lantern  jaws  and  slender  waist; 
And  made  long  time  his  quarters  good. 
On  slaughtered  mice  and  wheaten  food. 

But  growmg  corpulent  and  round. 
Too  snuUl  the  widest  chink  was  found : 
And  now  he  squeezed  and  thurst  in  vain. 
For  liberty  and  home  egahi. 

AFox  that  chaiic>d  to  stroU  that  way. 
For  meditation's  sake,  or  prey, 
Stood  grinning  at  him  for  a  while. 
With  roguetsh  looks  and  sneering  smfle ; 
And  though  he  shrewdly  gave  a  guess. 
Yet  ask*d  him  how  and  what's  the  case; 
And  why  his  Weszleship  wooM  keep 
In  ilurance  vile,  and  play  boh-peep. 

Quoth  he,  «'  Alack,  sir,  I  was  lean« 
Haggard  and  poor,  when  I  came  in; 
A  skeleton,  mere  skin  and  bone  * 
ThoQgfa  now  so  gross  and  bulky  grown^ 
That  with  good  cheer  and  dainties  ted^ 
My  ramp  »  bigger  Oan  my  head. 
Bat  if  ahdpingpawyou^lllend. 
To  ftffoe  a  board  and  serve  a  friend  ) 
80  fain  I  would  my  bacon  save, 
1  '11  kiss  your  foot  and  live  your  slave." 

Quoth  Ren,  "We  doctors  hold  it  best. 
Alter  a  long  ddianch,  to  fost : 
Then  as  for  discipline,  tis  fit, 
You  take  a  quantum  sufflcit. 
Slacken  with  abstinence  your  akin. 
And  you  '11  return  as  you  got  in : 
!]p(Qr,  till  each  coUop  you  refund. 
You  're  like  to  quarter  in  Lob's-pound." 

THB  MOIAL. 

Gnsar,  no  more  in  foreign  camps 
Your  ncred  life,  to  Britain's  geiieious 
Thy  dread  tribunal  now  erect  at  home. 
And,  arm'd  with  vengeance,  to  her  rescue  come. 

In  power  her  basest  enemies  remain. 
Oppress  thy  subjects,  and  thy  treasures  dram : 
With  sums  immense  they  raise  their  fortunes  high. 
Though  armies  starve,  and  fleets  neglected  lie. 

Bane  of  the  war !  cum  of  thy  martial  reign ! 
You  share  the  toil  and  dangerSi  they  the  gain  s 
To  justice  then  the  known  aAendere  bring. 
Avenge  thy  people,  and  assert  the  king. 


FABLE  TDL 

A«  OWL  Awn  T«B  sink. 

A  SADcr  bnflle-headed  Owl 

One  moronig  on  the  Sun  foil  fbol. 


But  by  his  sophistry  yon'll  _ 
Him  not  of  the  Athenian  raoe. 

But  a  more  modem  kind. 
The  mom  was  fiagrsnt,  cod,  and  bright. 
The  Sun  illustriotts  with  his  U|^ 

Dispensing  warmth  to  all : 
liadge  on  a  pinnacle  was  90ty 
S^Mittering  and  hootiatg  like  a  S0t» 

And  thus  began  the  bniwL 
"  D'ye  hear,  you  oiinoe  of  ved-fitt^foola! 
Hot-headed  pimpy  1  foe  to  owls  < 

Wh/ this  ofirasive  blaae  ? 
Behind  some  ckmd  90  neak  aside» 
Your  caihundes  and  rubies  hide. 

And  quench  that  flaming  hcu 
'*  What  I'm  a  taking  the  finesh  air. 
Whip  m  my  eyes  you  come  liill  gUn,, 

And  so  much  rudeness  show  [ 
I  wonder  when  tiie  modest  Moon 
Would  serve  an  Owl  as  you  have  done^ 

Or  tan  and  bum  one  so !" 
Bright  Phoebus  smii'd  at  what  was  mid. 
And  cry'd,  '*  lis  well,  sfar  Logger-head 

You've  neither  lense  nor  shame ! 
Because  a  blinking  fool  can*t  bear 
An  otgeot  so  transcending  foir. 

The  Sun  must  take  the  hlamft» 
Shall  I  the  muvene  benight. 
And  rob  the  iigur*d  world  of  light. 

Because  you  rail  and  scowl ; 
When  birds  of  the  most  abject  sort 
Deride  and  grin  you  for  their  spoit. 

And  treat  you  like  an  Owl  ?" 

THB   liOlAU  ^ 

Who  libel  senates,  and  traduce  the  greats 
Measure  the  public  good  by  private  babe  : 
Interest 's  their  rale  of  love  j  fierce  to  opposr 
All  whom  superior  virtue  makes  their  foa» 

Thy  merits,  Rochester  1,  thus  give  offence ; 
The  guilty  fhction  hates  discerning  sense :       [find. 
Thus Hariey^ Seymour  9,  Howe  ^  andMadEwofih 
Great  eye-sores  to  the  loud  rapacious  kind  ; 
But,  whilst  in  holes  addreanng  Owls  repine, 
Bri^t  as  the  Sun  their  patriot  names  will  1 


FABLE    DC. 

ns  SSA  AMD  TBS  BAmUk 

As  out  at  sea  a  rufling  gale  it  blew. 
And  clouds  o'ercast  the  gloomy  skies  : 
The  surges  the^  began  to  rise. 

And  terrify  the  saikcs.  Jocund  crew. 

s  Laurence  Hyde,  earl  of  Bodieslcr,  was  tl 
lord-lieutenant  of  Ireland.  See  an  aoooont  of  1 
in  the  Supplement  to  Swift    N^ 

'Afterwards  earl  of  Oxford.    iV; 

9  Charles  Seymour,  duke  pf  Somerset    A; 

*  John  Howe,  esq;  of  tuoam  memory.    N. 
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TlM  te  the  wuifli  bHIovi  vu  but  «port. 

They  rcMr'd  «ail  gunbol'd  it  aloOf, 

nk  «M  the  boftlMo  of  thdr  nay, 
IhejM  have  ft  fltonn,  and  diow  food  ivatoa  fciX 

Ihn  a  IMh  maggot  takes  them  in  the  head* 
7b  have  one  menyjamit  on  shore: 
They  M  Mt  be  ietter'd.iip,  they  ewon^ 

But  tfaw  to  the  ionlted  maifin  aud : 

^  Hey,  dogs !  d*  ye  hear,  ye  lazy  hooids ! 

Open  to  Tight  and  left !  make  way. 

And  give  £ee  paHage  to  the  Sea, 
DovB  vith  your  rampaitt  and  obetrucUng  monnda. 

**  Set  how  they  stir!  awake,  ye  bratesi 

And  let  os  have  oae  frisk  at  hnd  j 

Or,  'zbud,  we  *I1  wash  you  ioto  sand, 
Wkhoot  the  tcdkms  form  of  long  disputes.** 
•<  Hold!  aoftandfiurl  the  Beaks  i^y'd;  we're 

lahasoar,  to  make  good  om-  post :  [boondy 

And  will,  for  all  your  windy  boast, 
its  barrien  to  the  Sea  maintain  oar  ground. 
"Go,  kwditinyoiirwamry  reafaoB, theMam! 

Hiere  rage  and  blaster  as  you  please, 

lieeaSioiis  in  your  native  Seas, 
Bat  not  aa  inch  as  treqpaswrs  youll  gam. 

**9o^  my  fierce  mntineers,  be  jogging  home! 
For  if  yoQ  dare  invade  oat  coast, 
Yoa  'H  ran  yonr  beads  against  a  post. 

And  slismefoUy  retire  m  empty  foam.** 

Taa  MoaAL. 

Thongh  Dioooid  Ibims  the  elemeuU  fisr  war, 
Their  w«Il-pois*d  strength  prevents  the  iatal  jar! 
Hannooioas  Natne  sets  the  balance  right, 
And  eadi  compels  the  other  to  anitCi 

In  empire  thos  tree  muon  is  maintain*d, 
Eseh  power  's  Irf  a  subordinate  restnin'd : 
But  when,  like  raging  waves,  they  oveiliow 
Tbrir  stated  boands,  and  on  the  weaker  grow. 
Thrice  h^^y  realms!  where  there  are  patriotsfoond, 
To  check  invaders,  and  maintam  their  ground. 

FABLB    X. 

Tarn  WIOBTDIGALB  A|ID  COCKOW. 

A  TvasvoL  Nightingale,  whose  warbling  throat 

Was  Ibrm'd  f^  lofty  song. 
With  every  sweet  harmonious  note 

He  charm'd  the  listening  throng : 
The  hooting  CUckow  was  displeas'd  alone, 
Condenm'd  his  manner,  and  extolFd  her  own. 


«*  This  screaming  fop,  qooth  she,  that  scares 

AH  creatures  with  his  din ; 
When  Iblks  are  listening  to  my  airs, 

Foisooth  he  *s  putting  in. 
Here  "s  anch  a  chattering  kept,  and  odwns  noise. 
My  song's  quite  spoiFd  with  lus  confounded  voice.'' 
The  inyai^d  songster  modestly  reply*d~; 

"  Sbioe  yon  perform  so  fine. 
The  CQotcst  let  some  judge  decide. 

And  try  yoor  s^l  with  mine; 
Vaaqnirii'd,  I  'II  your  superior  genius  own.** 
The  Oaekov  shook  her  head,  and  ory*d  *twaa  done, 
A  soleesa  pMdai^  Ass  that  graz'd  the  plain 

Was  for  aa  umpire  chose : 
The  Nigditmgale  advamfd  his  strain, 

AmI  charm'd  with  every  close. 


the 
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,  hoarse,  yet  pleaS'd,  she  roer*d  it  on* 
Appeal  was  made ;  the  judge  this  sentence  gava, 

«<  Yoa,  sinah,  Nightmgak  ! 
Of  musks  yon  some  smatterings  have. 

And  may  in  time  do  well ; 
Bat  for  substantial  song,  I  needs  must  say. 
My  firiend,  the  Gockow,  bears  the  bdl  away." 

Tax  MOIAL. 

Mackvorth  \  who  reads  thy  well..digested  Umi^ 
Where  eloquenee  with  nervous  reason  shines, 
Sem  art  and  judgment  flow  through  every  page^ 
The  patriot's  zeal  free  from  indecent  rage; 
So  pure  thy  style,  thy  manners  so  refin'd. 
Your  pen  transmits  the  candour  of  your  mind* 

Yet  happier  be  that  has  the  answer  wrote. 
In  penury  of  sense,  and  dearth  of  thought : 
WUIst  Asses  judge,  and  Faction  chums  a  vuti^ 
Abusive  nonsense  is  th'  admired  note : 
Where  want  of  art  and  manners  merit  praise^ 
He  robs  the  Oickow  of  her  ancisot  bays. 

FABLE    XL 
TBI  sua  AVD  'nil  wncDw 

Ttax  Sun  and  Wmd  one  day  fell  oat 
la  matters  they  disoours'd  about. 

Old  Boreas,  in  a  rage, 
GaU'd  the  Sun  fool,  and  swoie  he  ly'd, 
Sfpitin  his  fooe,  his  power  defy'd. 

And  dar'd  bun  to  engage. 
Quoth  he,  «  Yon  goes  a  traveler, 
With  formal  cloak  and  kx)hi  demure^ 

The  wbiggish  signs  of  grace: 
Who  Auriy  off  the  cfcMk  can  force, 
IVom  one  so  stiff,  proud,  and  morose^ 

Deserves  the  upper  phica" 
With  that  the  Whid  began  to  rise, 
Bhister'd  and  storm'd  it  through  the  sides. 

Making  a  dismal  roar : 
The  non-con  wrapped  his  cloak  about. 
Trudged  on,  rew^d  to  weather  tout. 

And  see  the  tempest  o'er. 
The  storm  being  spent,  with  pierchig  rays, 
F^l  on  bis  shoulders  Phoebus  plays. 

Which  soon  the  zealot  felt ; 
Aside  the  cumberous  cloak  was  thrown. 
Panting  and  faint,  he  laid  him  down. 

More  decently  to  melt 
The  Sun  then  ask'd  his  Mustering  friend. 
If  ferther  yet  be  durst  contend. 

And  tcf  some  other  way : 
But,  conscious  of  so  plain  a  truth. 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  mouth. 
Without  a  word  to  my. 

Ta«   MOEAb 

Your  Whigs  ^^grae'd,  Uka  bullies  of  the  towa, 
Ubel  and  rail,  the  more  they 're  tumbled  dowa: 
Superior  merit  still  prevails  at  last, 
the  fury  of  their  foeMe  stona  is  past 

>  Sir  Humphry  Macfcaorth,  to  whom  YaUea  ad. 
dressed  an  eieelleat  poetksal  apislle  Oa  the  Mwa 
late  of  Sip  Cariiery  Pnee,  p.  74.-..4irHumphfr  wiote 
some  political  pamphlotoaboat  this  tinw.    Ar« 
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But  when  tlie  seaate  iatsH  Hi  {lieroing  ny^ 
FactioD  unbuttons,  and  lebates  its  pace : 
The  bjrpocritic  cloak  is  tiresome  found. 
And  the  faint  zealot  pants  upon  the  graaiid« 

FABLE    XIL 

THB   BOAK  AND  POaSST., 

A  Liow ,  generous  and  brave, 

For  wars  renown'd,  belov'd  in  peace; 

liiB  lands  in  royal  bounttes  gave, 
And  treasures  much  impair*d  by  acts  of  grace* 

His  ministers  whole  realms  obtainM ; 

And  courtiers,  much  inclin*d  to  wanl^ 

His  manors  begg'd,  and  forfeits  gainM, 
With  patents  to  confirm  the  royal  grants 

The  Boar,  to  shew  a  subjeot^s  love, 

Crav'd  for  the  public  good  a  boon. 

His  ancient  forest  to  improve. 
By  felling  trees,  and  cutting  timber  down. 

"  Alcoves  and  shady  walks,  quoth  he» 

Are  laid  aside,  become  a  jest ; 

Your  vistos  lofty,  wide,  and  free. 
Are  k  la  mode,  and  only  in  request"  ' 

The  grant  being  pass'd,  the  ravenoos  Boar, 

A  desert  of  the  forest  made : 

Up  by  the  roots  vast  oaks  he  tore, 
And  low  on  earth  the  princely  cedars  laid. 

This  act  of  violence  and  wrong 
Alarum^d  all  the  savage  race ; 
IVith  loud  complaints  to  court  they  throng, 
Slripp'd  of  their  shades,  and  ancient  resting-place. 

With  generous  rage  the  lion  shook. 

And  vow*d  the  Boar  should  dearly  pay  i 

**  I  hate,  quoth  he,  a  down-cast  look. 
That  robs  the  pablic  in  a  friendly  way. 

«  Unhappy  groves,  my  empire's  pride ! 

LovM  solitudes,  ye  shades  divine  1 

The  rage  of  tempests  ye  defy'd, 
CondemnM  to  perish  by  a  sordid  swine. 

**  Ye  rural  dttttes,  and  powers  unknown. 

What  can  so  great  a  loss  suffice ! 

If  a  hung  brawner  will  atone. 
Accept  friend  Qiuoky  for  a  sacrifice." 

THB   MORAL. 

The  British  oifk  'i  our  nation's  strength  and  pride. 
With  which  triiunphant  o'er  the  main  we  ride ; 
Insulting  foes  are  by  our  navies  aw'd, 
A  guard  at  ^ome,  our  dreaded  power  abroad. 

like  dniids  then  your  forests  sacred  keep. 
Preserve  with  them  your  empire  of  the  de^ 
Subjects  their  prinoe's  bounty  oft  abuse. 
And  spoil  the  public  for  their  private  use; 
But  no  rapacious  hand  should  dare  deface. 
The  royal  stores  of  a  well-timber'd  chas& 

r  FABLE    XIU. 

TUB   POX  A^n  PLIBS. 

As  crafty  Reynaid  strove  to  swim 
The  torrent  of  a  rapid  stream, 
.  -  To  gaift  the  ferther  ode : 
jBeftre  ihe  middle  qpace  was  past, 
A  whifUng  eddy  caught  him  iast, 
And.drofB  Urn  vithibe  tide^ 


With  vain  effM  and  I 

Half  drown'd,  yet  forced  to  be  oonteDt, 

Poor  Ren  a  soaking  lay; 
Ti}l  fopae  kmd  ebb  slMwld  set  him  fcee^ 
Or  chance  restore  that  liberty' 

The  waves  had  took  away, 
A  swarm  of  balf-starv'd  haggard  Flief, 
With  fiiry  seized  the  floating  prize, 

By  raging  hunger  led  | 
With  many  a  curse  and  bitter  g^roan. 
He  shook  his  sides,  and  wish'd  them  gone^ 

Whilst  plenteously  they  fed. 
A  Hedge-hog  saw  his  evil  plight; 
Touched  with  compassion  at  the  sight, 

Quoth  he,  "  To  show  I  'm  civil, 
I  '11'  brush  those  swigging  dogs  away^ 
That  on  thy  blood  remorseless  prey, 

And  send  them  to  the  Devil." 
"  No,  courteous  sir,  the  Fox  reply'd. 
Let  them  infest  and  gore  my  hide. 

With  their  insatiate  thirst; 
Since  I  such  fotal  wounds  sustain. 
Twill  yield  some  pleasure  midst  the  pmif 

To  see  the  blood  hounds-burst" 

TUB    moral;    prom   NOSTRADAMUS, 

Le  sang  du  juste  k  Loodres  fera  saute 
Brusler  par  feu,  &c. 

Thus  guilty  Britain  to  her  lliaines  complanis^ 
"  With  royal  blood  defil'd,  O  cleanse  my  stains  f 
Whence  plagues  arise !  whence  dire  contagions  cotaie ! 
And  flanfes  that  my  Augusta^s  pride  consume ! " 

<*  In  vain,"  saith Thames;  "  the  regicidal  breed 
Will  swarm  again,  by  them  thy  land  shall  bleed: 
Extremest  curse  I  but  so  just  Heaven  decreed ! 
Republicans  shall  Britain's  treasures  dram. 
Betray  her  monarch,  and  her  church  propbane  I 
Till,  gorg'd  with  spoils,  with  blood  the  leeches  buiftt 
Or  Tylwm  add  the  second  to  the  fiirst." 

FABLE  XIV. 

TRB   BBAB  AND   MOUNTBQANK, 

Thbrb  liv'd  a  quack  in  high  repute. 
By  virtue  of  a  velvet  soit, 

And  celebrated  bill ; 
Am  for  his  knowledge,  'tis  allow'd, 
He  had  enough  to  cheat  the  crowd]^ 

And  that 's  good  modem  skill. 
Onoe  as  this  orator  held  forth 
On  tc^ios  of  his  medicines'  worth. 

And  wondrous  cures  they  wrought;^ 
Though  not  a  word  they  understood. 
His  eloquence  so  charmM  the  crowd, 

Hiat  still  they  gap'd  and  bought 
Midst  his  harangue,  one  day  it  cbane'd, 
Tom  Dove  *  the  Bear  that  way  advanc'd^ 

In  procession  to  his  stake; 
The  rabble  quit  their  doctor  straight. 
And  with  huzzas  on  Bruin  wait, ' 

Who  thus  the  chief  bespake ; 
"  D*  ye  hear,  ye  pack  of  bawling  looti. 
Composed  of  vermin,  stink,  and  ckxitBy 

Why  all  this  noise  and  do  ? 
Though  through  my  nose  a  ring  is  got, 
And  here  I  'm  baited  like  a  sot, 

Still  I  resemble  you. 

1  TomDovehasbeencdebratedbyDrydeDandKmf' 
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**  Oter^  that  Mountebaikiiig  fool, 
Fercfa'd  yonder  on  his  three-legg'd  stool, 

Witdk  poisoooiM  drags  to  wU ; 
See  o^er  bis  shoulder  how  he  sneers. 
Three  hours  to  lug  you  by  the  ears, 

Yet  pleases  wondrous  welL 
«*  With  fiilsome  lyes^aod  stupid  stu£^ 
He  cheats  and  banten  you  enough, 

Yet  theie  ye  flock  by  shoals ; 
But  if  by  chance  a  bear 's  brought  out» 
At  him  ye  hollow,  laugh,  and  shout, 

And  iHio  's  the  greater  fools  ? 
*'  S(H  brother  monsters,  iace  about, 
The  quack,  your  keeper,  wants  his  rout; 

For,  underneath  the  rose, 
Aaotfaer  sort  of  brates  there  are. 
Besides  a  stupid  Russian  bear. 

That  'a  m^led  by  the  nose." 

THI  MOaAL. 

in  mhnsters,  like  quacks,  the  crowd  deceive, 
IMnad  them  for  their  good ;  and  they  believe : 
At  Fimice  and  Rome  they  rail  with  specious  arts, 
Ind,  whilst  they  cheat  the  vulgar,  gain  their  hearts. 

Bat  if  sagacious  Brain  smells  them  out, 
llieir  frauds  exponng  to  the  injur'd  rout ; 
To  mischief  prone,  implacable,  and  strong. 
Tea  thoasand  tongues  and  hands  revenge  the  wrong. 

FABLE  XV. 

THB  PBACqCK  nOCLAIMBD  KINO. 

A  VuLTvas,  old  and  feeble  grown. 
Took  np  and  much  reformed  his  life  ; 
His  beak  deeay'd,  and  talons  gone, 
Yet  still  he  relish'd  noise  and  strife  t 
Onoe  a  young  Peacock  to  the  birds  brought  forth. 
On  his  high  birth  harangued,  and  blooming  worth. 
**  The  isles  and  watery  reabn,"  said  be, 
^  Thia  hopeful  monarch  shall  command ! 
His  sceptre  to  depend  on  me. 
And  rule  the  tributary  land  ^ 
Reserving  only  for  our  royal  use, 
Whate'er  the  seas  and  fertile  coasts  produce.'' 

The  Peacock,  a  pert  dapper  spark. 
Made  the  sagacious  Vulture's  choice  ; 
His  title  and  descent,  though  dark. 
Soon  gain'd  the  whole  assembly's  voice. 
The  Pye  except,  a  member  of  the  board. 
Who,  midst  their  acdamation9,  crav'd  a  word. 
*'  His  highness'  merits  and  desert," 
Quoth  he,  *'  His  needless  to  dispute  I 
In  giving  empires  we  're  too  pert, 
With  neither  right  nor  power  to  do  H ; 
You  ^re  made  a  Peacock  king :  pray  now  'tis  done. 
What  CMSJOpion  here  conducts  him  to  his  throne, 
"  Where  the  Imperial  Eagle  reigns, 
Renowtt'd  for  arms  and  warlike  mi^t. 
Who  snch  a  feeble  youth  disdains, 
And  Vultures  daies  engage  in  fight? 


Therefore,  mesneurs,  it  is  my  private  voice. 
That  the  possessor  first  apptove  our  choice.'* 


9S 


THB  MORAL* 

Csesar,  that  prince  betrays  his  fears^ 
Who  styles  thee  monarch  in  the  field. 
But,  when  thy  army  disappears. 
To  weak  pietenders  will  thy  titles  yields 

But  wiser  politicians  say, 
Tirue  conduct  is  not  so  much  shown. 
In  giving  others'  realms  away, 
As  ia  defending  well  their  own. 

FABLE  XVL 

A   LACONIC  COKDBMNSIK 

A  SAGS  Laconic,  truly  wise. 
Whose  conversation  was  concise, 

Train'd  up  in  rigid  schools ; 
Once,  when  a  single  word  would  do^ 
Had  lavishly  made  use  of  two. 

In  high  contempt  of  rules. 
A  bill  against  him  was  preferr'd, 
The  charge  by  evidence  averr'd, 

That  folly  prov'd  the  fact : 
The  judges  aggravate  the  crime. 
In  words  as  few,  and  little  time, 

As  answer'd  men  compact 
Quoth  one,  «*  The  being  too  verbose 
A  misdemeanor  is  so  gross. 
Of  that  pernicious  kind ! 
The  punishment  must  reach  your  sen^ 
And  reason  smart  for  this  ofieuce, 

By  torturing  your  mind. 
"  Read  Jura  Populi  o'er  twice, 
Pitds  and  Bunyan,  books  of  price. 

And  Oats's  modest  vein  : 
Read  Baxter's  volumes,  TindaVs  works, 
Yorkshire  Petish  with  that  of  Bucks, 

Trae  cant  and  libel  strain, 
'*  For  solid  nonsense,  thoughtless  wordi^ 
The  Vindication  of  the  Lords, 

That  answers  Mackworth's  State : 
Read  first  and  secoud  paragmph, 
If  possible  drudge  on  through  half. 

Your  crime  you  '11  expiate." 
The  wretch  with  strong  convulsions  shook, 
Despair  and  anguish  in  bis  look. 
To  Heaven  for  mercy  cry'd : 
Quoth  he,  *'  Send  gibbets,  racks,  or  wheal, 
Algiers  and  gallies  please  me  well. 

Such  torments  I  '11  abide. 
*<  But  damn  roe  not  for  one  offence. 
To  volumes  unally'd  to  sense^. 
Vainly  to  waste  my  breath : 
That  answer  to  the  Commons'  Rights 
With  labour'd  dullness  so  afirights, 
The  thoughts  are  worse  than  death.* 
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TII£ 

LIFE  OF  T|CKELL. 

BF  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Thomas  TICKELL,  the  son  of  the  revereud  Richaid  Tickell,  was  bom  in  l6s6 
It  Biidekirk  in  Cumberkind ;  and  in  April  17OI  became  a  member  of  Queen's  Col- 
lege in  Oxford;  in  17O8  he  was  made  master  of  arU;  and,  two  years  afterwards,  was 
chosen  fellow ;  for  which,  as  he  did  not  comply  with  the  statutes  by  taking  orders,  he 
obtained  a  dispensation  from  the  crown.  He  held  his  fellowship  till  17 26,  and  theu 
vacated  it»  by  marrymg,  in  that  year,  at  Dublin. 

Tickdl  was  not  one  of  those  scholars  who  wear  away  their  lives  in  closets ;  he  entered 
cariy  into  the  world,  and  was  long  busy  in  public  afiairs;  in  which  he  was  initiated 
Qoder  the  patronage  of  Addison,  whose  notice  he  is  said  to  have  gained  by  his  verses 
in  praise  of  Rosamond. 

To  those  verses  it  would  not  have  been  just  to  deny  regard ;  for  they  contain'  some 
of  the  most  elegant  encomiastic  strains;  and,  among  the  mnumerable  poems  of  the 
suae  kind,  it  will  be  hard  to  find  one  with  which  they  need  to  fear  a  comparison. 
It  may  deserve  observation,  that  when  Pope  wrote  long  afterwards  in  praise  of  Addi- 
400,  be  has  o^kied,  at  least  has  resembled,  Tickell. 

Letjoy  salute  &ir  RosamODda's  shade, 
And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ffhoat  she  roves. 
And  hears  and  tells  the  story  of  their  loves. 
Alike  they  moan,  alike  they  bless  their  fisite, 
Since  Low,  which  made  them  wretched,  makes  them  great 
Nor  longer  that  relentless  doom  bemoan. 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil  and  an  Addison. 

TICULt. 

Then  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree; 
Or  in  fair  series  laurel'd  bards  be  shown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addison. 

FOPS. 

He  produced  another  piece  of  the  same  kind  at  the  appearance  of  Calo,  with  equal 
lUl,  bat  not  equal  happiness. 

When  tlie  ministers  of  queen  Anne  were  negotiating  with  France,  Tickell  published 
The  Prospect  of  Peace,  a  poem,  of  which  the  tendency  was  to  reclaim  the  nation  ft-om 
ttie  pride  of  conquest  to  the  pleasures  of  tranquillity.     How  &r  Tickell,  whom  Swift 
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afterwards  mentioned  as  Whiggissimus,  had  then  connected  himself  with  any  p^aty,  I 
know  not ;  thb  poem  certainly  did  not  flatter  the  practices,  or  promote  the  opinioDs*  of 
the  men  by  whom  he  was  afterwards  befriended. 

Mr.  Addison,  however  he  hated  the  V3)en  then  in  power,  suffered  his  friendship  to 
prevail  over  his  public  spirit,  and  gave  in  the  Spectator  such  praises  of  Tickell's  poem, 
that  when,  after  having  long  wished  to  pcrulse  it,  I  laid  hold  on  it  at  last,  I  thought  it 
unequal  to  the  honours  which  it  had  received,  and  found  it  a  piece  to  be  approved 
rather  than  admired.  But  the  hope  excited  by  a  work  of  genins»  being  general  and 
indefinite,  is  rarely  gratified.  It  was  read  at  thai  time  with  so  much  favour*  that  six 
editions  were  sold. 

At  the  arrival  of  king  George  he  sung  The  Royal  Progress ;  which,  being  inserted  ia 
the  Spectator,  is  well  known ;  and  of  which  it  is  just  to  say,  that  it  is  neither  high  nor  low. 

The  poetical  incident  of  most  importance  in  Tickell's  life  was  his  publication  of  the 
first  book  of  the  Iliad,  as  translated  by  Jiimself,  an  apparent  oppositkm  to  Pope's  Homefy 
of  which  the  first  part  made  its  entrance  into  the  world  at  the  same  time. 

Addison  declared  that  the  rival  versions  were  both  good ;  but  that  Tickell's  was  the 
best  that  ever  was  made ;  and  with  Addison,  the  wits,  his  adhenents  and  followers,  wei« 
certain  to  concur.  Pope  does  not  appear  to  have  been  much  dismayed ;  *'  tor,"  says  he, 
''  I  have  the  town,  that  is,  the  mob  on  my  side."  But  he  remarks,  "  that  ft  is  common 
for  the  smaller  party  to  make  up  m  diligence  what  they  want  in  numbers;  fae  appeals 
to  the  people  as  his  proper  judges;  and,  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn  him,  he  it 
in  littJe  care  about  the  high-flyers  at  Button's.'^ 

Pope  did  not  long  think  Addison  an  impartial  judge ;  for  he  considered  hkn  as  the 
writer  of  Tickell's  version.  The  reasons  for  his  suspicion  I  will  fiterally  transciribe  from 
Mr.  Spence's  Collection.  / 

*'  There  had  been  a  coldness  (said  IVfr.  Pope)  between  Mr.  Addison  and  me  for  some 
time ;  and  we  had  not  been  in  com{)any  together,  fiOn*  a  good  while,  any  whefe  but  at 
Button's  coffee-Jiouse,  where  I  used  to  see  him  almost  every  day. — On  hb  meeting  me 
there,  one  day  in  particular,  he  took  me  aside,  and  said  he  should  be  glad  to  dine  with 
me,  at  such  a  tavern,  if  I  staid  till  those  people  were  gone  (Budgell  and  Philips).  We 
went  accordingly ;  and  after  dinner  Mr.  Addison  said,  '  That  he  had  wanted  for  some  tune 
to  talk  with  me;  that  his  friend  Tickell  had  formerly,  whilst  at  Oxford,  translated  the 
first  book  of  the  Iliad ;  that  he  designed  to  prmt  it,  and  had  desh%d  hmi  to  look  it  over; 
that  he  must  therefore  beg  that  I  would  not  desire  him  to  look  over  my  first  book, 
because,  if  he  did,  it  would  have  the  air  of  double-dealing.'  I  assured  him,  that  I 
did  not  at  all  take  it  ill  of  Mr.  Tickell  that  he  was  going  to  publish  his  translatioa; 
that  he  certamly  had  as  much  right  to  translate  any  author  as  myself;  and  that  pub- 
lishing both  was  entering  on  a  fair  stage.  I  then  added,  that  I  would  not  desire  him  to 
look  over  my  first  book  of  the  Iliad,  because  he  had  looked  over  Mr.  TldEell's;  but  could 
wish  to  have  the  benefit  of  his  observations  on  the  second,  which  I  had  then  finislied, 
and  which  Mr.  Tickell  had  not  touched  upon.  Accordingly  I  sent  him  the  second 
book  the  next  morning ;  and  Mr.  Addison  a  few  days  after  returned  it,  with  very  high 
commendations.  Soon  after  it  was  generally  known  tiiat  Mr.  Tickell  was  publishing  the 
first  book  of  the  Iliad,  I  met  Dr.  Young  in  the  street;  and  upon  our  falling  into  that 
subject,  the  Doctor  expressed  a  great  deal  of  surprize  at  Tickell's  havmg  had  such  a  tiaos- 
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I  long  by  him.  He  said,  that  it  was  inconceivable  to  him,  and  that  there  must 
mistake  m  the  matter ;  that  each  used  to  communicate  to  the  other  whatever 
i  th^  wrote,  even  to  the  least  things ;  that  Tickell  could  not  have  been  busied  in 
•o  long  a  work  there  without  his  knowing  somethmg  of  the  matter ;  and  that  he  had 
nerer  beard  a  single  word  of  it  till  on  thb  occasion.  The  surprise  of  Dr.  Young,  together 
wilh  what  Steele  has  said  against'Tickell  in  relation  to  this  afiair,  make  it  highly  proba- 
ble tint  there  was  some  underhand  dealing  in  that  business ;  and  indeed  Tickell  him- 
sd(  ifbo  is  a  very  fair  wortliy  man,  has  since,  in  a  manner  as  good  as  owned  it  to  me* 
When  it  was  introduced  into  a  conversation  between  Mr.  Tickell  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a 
third  person,  Tkkell  did  not  deny  it;  wh'ich,  considering  his  honour  and  zeal  for  his 
departed  friend,  was  the  same  as  owning  it.'' 

Upon  these  suspicions,  with  which  Dr.  Warburton  hints  that  other  circumstances  con« 
carrcdy  Pope  always  in  his  Art  of  Sinking  quotes  this  book  as  the  work  of  Addison. 

To  compare  the  two  translations  would  be  tedious ;  the  palm  is  now  given  universally 
to  Pope ;  but  I  think  the  first  lines  of  Tickell's  were  rather  to  be  preferred;  and  Pope 
seems  to  have  since  borrowed  something  from  them  in  the  correction  of  his  own. 

When  the  Hanover  succession  was  disputed,  Tickell  gave  what  assistance  his  pen 
wimid  supply.  Hb  Letter  to  Avignon  stands  high  among  party-poems ;  it  expresses 
omtempt  without  coarseness,  and  superiority  without  insolence.  It  had  the  success 
which  it  deserved,  being  five  times  printed. 

He  was  now  intimately  united  to  Mr.  Addison,  who,  when  he  went  into  Ireland  as 
•ecrelaiy  to  the  lord  Sunderland,  took  him  thither  and  employed  him  in  public  busi- 
ms;  and  when  (1717)  afterwards  he  rose  to  be  secretary  of  state,  made  him  under- 
seoetary.  Their  friendship  seems  to  have  continued  without  abatement;  for,  when 
Addison  died,  he  left  him  the  charge  of  publishing  his  works,  with  a  solemn  recom- 
■Mndation  to  the  patronage  of  Craggs. 

To  these  works  he  prefixed  an  elegy  on  the  author,  which  could  owe  none  of  its 
beanties  to  the  assistance  which  might  be  suspected  to  have  strengthened  or  embellished 
bis  earlier  compositions ;  but  neitlier  he  nor  Addison  ever  produced  nobler  lines  than 
are  eoDtained  in  the  third  and  fourth  paragraphs ;  nor  is  a  more  sublime  or  more  elegant 
fimeial-poem  to  l>e  found  in  the  whol^  compass  of  English  literature. 

He  was  afterwards  (about  1725)  made  secretary  to  the  Lords  Justices  of  Ireland,  a 
place  of  great  honour;  in  which  he  continued  till  1740,  when  he  died  on  the  twenty 
tludof  AfwilatBath. 

Of  the  poems  yet  unmentioned  the  longest  is  Kensington  Gardens,  of  which  the  ver- 
sification is  smooth  and  elegant,  but  the  fiction  unskilfully  compounded  of  Grecian  dei- 
ties and  Gothic  fairies.  Neither  species  of  those  exploded  beings  could  have  done 
much;  and,  when  they  are  brought  together,  they  only  make  eiach  other  contemptible. 
To  Tickell,  however,  cannot  be  refused  a  high  pkce  among  the  minor  poets ;  nor  should 
it  he  forgotten  that  he  was  one  of  the  contributors  to  the  Spectator.  With  Vespect  to 
his  personal  character^  he  is  said  to  have  been  a  man  of  gay  conversation,  at  least  a  tern- 
pcnie  lover  of  wine  and  company,  and  in  his  domestic  relations  without  censure. 
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SVEEN  CAROLINE'S 

•EBOIlVniO    TBB    LOBGIHCt    OW    THf  BLACK   PBIHCB, 
ANO  HElimY  V.    AT  QUBBM'S  COLLBCB,   OXFOID. 

TITllERB  bold  and  gnoeful  softrt,  wcare  of  ftme, 
^^    The  pile,  now  worthy  great  Philippa's  name, 
Mark  that  old  rain,  gothk  and  uncouth. 
Where  the  Black  Edward  pan'd  his  beardless  yooth ; 
And  the  Fifth  Henry,  for  his  first  renown, 
Odt-atripp'd  each  rival  in  a  student's  gown. 

In  that  coarse  age  were  princes  fond  to  dwell 
With  meagre  monks,  and  haunt  the  silent  cell : 
Sent  from  the  monarch's  to  the  Muse's  court, 
Tbeirnieals  were  frugal,  and  then*  sleeps  were  short ; 
To  oooch  at  curfeu-time  they  thought  no  soom, 
And  finose  at  matins  every  winter-morn  ^ 
They  read,  an  early  book,  the  starry  frame. 
And  IJsp'd  each  consteHatioD  by  its  name ; 
Art  after  art  still  dawning  to  their  view. 
And  their  mind  opening  as  their  stature  grew. 

Yet,  whose  ripe  manhood  spread  our  fome  so  far, 
Ssyei  in  peace,  and  demi-gods  in  war  !  ^ 

Who,  stem  m  fight,  made  echoing  Cressi  ring, 
Andy  mild  m  conquest,  serv'd  his  captive  king ! 
Whogain'd,  at  Agincourt,  the  victor's  bays ; 
Nor  took  himself,  but  gave  good  Heaven,  the  praise! 
Thy  nuiaeliogs,  ancient  dome !  to  virtue  form'd ; 
7b  mercy  listening,  whilst  in  fieUs  they  stonn'd : 
Fierce  to  the  fierce;  and  warm  th' qpprest  to  save ; 
Through  life  rever'd,  and  worship'd  in  the  grave  ! 

In  tenfold  pride  the  mouldering  rooft  shall  shine. 
The  stately  work  of  bounteous  Caroline ; 
And  blest  Philippe,  with  unenvious  eyes, 
From  Heaven  behdd  her  rival's  fobric  rise. 
If  stfll,  bright  saint,  thiR  $pot  deserves  thy  care, 
Incline  thee  to  th'  ambitious  Muse's  prayer : 
O,  coold*st  thou  win  young  William's  bloom  to  grace 
His  mother's  walls,  and  ftU  thy  Edward*^  place, 
How  would  that  genius,  whose  propitious  wings 
Have  here  twice  hover'd  o'er  the  sons  of  kings, 
Desoend  triumphant  to  his  ancient  scat. 
And  take  in  charge  a  third  Plantagenctl 
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Im  courts  licentious,  and  a  shameless  stage. 
How  long  the  war  shall  wit  #ith  virtue  wage  ^ 
Enchanted  by  this  prostituted  &ir. 
Our  youth  nin  headlong  in  th^  fatal  snare ; 
In  height  of  rapture  clasp  unheeded  pains, 
And  suck  pollution  through  their  tingling  veins? 

Thy  spotless  thoughts  unshock'd  the  priest  may 
An^  the  pure  vestal  in  her  bosom 'wear.  [hear  ; 

To  conscious  blushes  and  diminished  pride, 
Tliy  glass  betra3's  what  treacherous  love  would  hide  ; 
Nor  harsh  thy  precepts,  but  infiis*d  by  stealth, 
Pleas'd  while  they  core,  and  cheat  us  into  health. 
Thy  works  in  Chloe's  toilet  gain  a  part, ' 
And  with  his  tailor  share  the  fopling's  heart : 
Lash'd  in  thy  satire,  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himself,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit : 
From  felon  gamesters  the  raw  squire  is  free» 
And  Britain  owes  her  rescued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  miss  the  fix>lic  viscount  dreads  to  toast. 
Or  his  third  cure  the  shallow  Templar  boast ; 
And  the  rash  fool,  who  scom'd  the  beaten  road. 
Dares  quake  at  thunder,  ^nd  confess  his  God. 

The  brainless  stripling,  who,  expeird  the  town, 
Damn'd  the  stifi"  college  and  pedantic  gown, 
Aw'd  by  thy  name,  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a  week 
Spells  uncouth  I^tln,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 
A  sauntering  tribe  !  such,  bom  to  wide  estates. 
With  yoa  and  no  in  senates  held  debates : 
At  length  despis'd  each  to  his  fields  retires, 
First  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidst  the  squires^ 
From  pert  to  stupid,  sinks  supinely  dowii, 
In  youth  a  coxcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown. 

Such  readers   scom'd,  thou  wing'st  thy  daring 
flight. 
Above  the  stars,  and  tread*st  the  fields  of  light; 
Fame,  Heaven  and  Hell,  are  thy  exalted  theme. 
Ami  visions  such  as  Jove  himself  might  dream ; 
Man  sunk  to  slavery,  though  to  glory  born, 
Hc<iven*s  pride  when  upright,  and  dcprav'd  his  soora^ 

Such  hints  alone  could  British  Virgil  lend. 
And  thou  alone  deserve  froiA  suvh  a^  frio^i 
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A  debt  80  borrdwM  is  illustrious  shame. 
And  fame  when  shared  with  him  is  double  fame. 
So,  flushed  with  sweets  by  Beauty's  queen  bestowed, 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  iEneas  glow'd : 
Such  generous  strifes  Eugene  and  Marlborough  try. 
And  as  in  glory,  so  in  friendship  vie. 

Permit  these  lines  by  thee  to  live — ^nor  blame 
A  Muse  that  pants  and  languishes  for  hme ; 
That  fears  to  sink  when  humbler  themes  she  sings, 
liOst  in  the  mass  of  mean  forgotten  things : 
Receiv'd  by  thee,  I  prophesy,  my  rhymes. 
The  praise  of  virgins  in  succeeding  times : 
Mix*d  with  thy  works,  their  life  no  bounds  shall  see, 
But  stand  protected,  as  inspired,  by  thee. 

So  some  weak  shoot,  which  elise  wotdd  poorly  rise, 
Jove's  tree  adopts,  and  lifts  hikn  to  tbc'skies ; 
71)  rough  the  new  pupil  fostering  juices  flow, 
Thrust  forth  the  g^ms,  and  give  the  flowers  t^  blow 
Aloft ;  immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown. 
With  borrowed  life,  and  vigour  not  his  own. 


A  POEM, 


TO   HIS   BXCELT.BNCY   THE    LORD   PRIVY-SEAL, 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEAC^. 

....  Sacerdos 

Pronde  super  mitram,  6c  felici  comptus  oliva. 

Virg. 

.   TO  THE  LORD  PRIVY  SEAL. 

CoKTEKDiNG  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  subject  of  the  British  song. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  famM  Ram  I  ilia's  plain, 
Bavaria's  fall,  and  Danube  choak'd  with  slain ! 
Exhausted  themes !  a  gentler  note  I  raise, 
And  sing  returning  peace  in  softer  lays. 
Their  fury  quell'd,  and  martial  rage  aliay'd, 
I  wait  our  heroes  in  the  sylvan  shade : 
Disbanding  hosts  are  imag'd  to  my  mind, 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combin-d. 
While  ease  and  pleasure  make  the  nations  smile. 
And  Heaven  and  Anna  bless  Britannirt's  isle. 

Well  sends  our  queen  her  mitred  Bristol  forth, 
For  early  counsels  fam'd,  and  long-try'd  worth; 
Who,  thirty  rolling  years,  had  oft  withheld 
TTie  Swede  and  Saxon  from  the  dusty  field ; 
Completely  form'd  to  heal  the  Christian  wounds, 
To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds; 
The  face  of  ravag'd  Nature  to  repair. 
By  leagues  to  soften  Earth,  and  Heaven  by  prayer, 
To  gain  by  love,  where  rage  and  slaughter  foil. 
And  make  the  crosier  o'er  the  sword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Moses,  with  Jehovah's  wand. 
Had  scattered  plagues  o'er  stubborn  Pharaoh's  land, 
Kow  spread  an  host  of  locusts  round  the  shore. 
Now  tumM  Nile's  fattening  streams  to  putrid  gore ; 
Plenty  ^nd  gladness  mark'd  the  priest  of  God, 
And  sudden  almonds  shot  from  Aaron's  rod. 

O  thou,  from  whom  these  bounteous  blessings  flow, 
To  whom,  as  chief,  the  hopes  of  peace  we  owe, 
(For  next  to  thee,  the  man  whom  kings  contend 
To  stjrie  companion,  and  to  make  their  friend, 
Great  Strafford,  rich  in  every  courtly  grace, 
Witli  joyfiil  pride  accepts  the  second  place) 
From  Britain's  isle,  and  Isis'  sacred  spring, 
Cne  hour,  oh  !  listen  wliile  the  Muses  sing. 


Though  minifiters  of  mighty  moturclu  trait  ^ 
With  beating  hearts  to  learn  their  masters'  fate, 
One  hour  forbear  to  speak  thy  queen's  oonnnands, 
Nor  think  the  world,  thy  charge,  neglected  stands ; 
The  blissful  prospects,  in  my  verse  ditplay'd 
May  lure  the  stubborn,  the  deceiv'd  pertuade : 
Ev'n  thou  to  peace  shalt  speedier  urge  the  w«y» 
Aijd  tnore  be  hasten'd  by  this  ahoft  delay. 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

THE  haughty  Gaul,  in  ten  campaigns  o'crthrowt^ 
Now  ceas'd  to  think  the  western  worM  hit  own. 
Oft  had  he  moum'd  his  boasting  leaders  bound. 
And  hi?  proud  bulwarks  smoking  on  the  ground : 
fn  vain  with  powers  renewed  he  fiU'd  the  plain. 
Made  timorous  vows,  and  brib'd  the  saints  in  vain ; 
As  oft  his  legions  did  the  fight  decline, 
Lurk*d  in  the  trench,  and  skulked  behind  the  line. 
Before  his  eyes  the  &ncied  javelin  gleams. 
At  feasti  lie  starts,  and  seems  dethroned  in  dreams  ; 
On  glory  past  reflects  with  secret  pain. 
On  mines  exhausted,  and  on  millions  slain. 

To  Britain's  qneen  the  ficepter*d  suppliant  beiida» 
To  her  his  crowns  and  Itifant  race  coomieiids. 
Who  grieves  her  fame  with  Christian  blood  to  buy. 
Nor  asks  for  glory  at  a  price  so  high. 
At  her  deerf%,  .the  imr  Mispended  stands, 
And  Britain's  heroes  hold  their  lifted  handfl» 
Their  open  brows  no  thieatening  frowns  disguise. 
But  gentler  passions  sparkle  in  their  eyes. 
The  Gauls,  who  never  in  their  courts  oould  find 
Such  temper'd  fire  with  manly  beauty  join'cl. 
Doubt  if  they  're  those,  jrhom,  dreadfiai  to  the  view. 
In  forms  so  iieroe  their  fearful  foncies  drew ; 
At  whose  dire  names  ten  thousand  widows  piest 
Their  helpless  orphans  dinging  to  the  breast 
In  silent  rapture  each  his  foe  surveys ; 
They  vow  firm  friendship,  and  give  mutual  praise. 
Brave  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  secret  fkieodsj 
Their  generous  discord  with  tlie  battle  ends; 
In  peace  they  wonder  whence  dissension  rosfl^ 
And  ask  how  souls  so  like  cottid  e'er  be  foes. 

Methinks  I  hear  more  friendly  shouts  rebound, 
And  social  clarions  mix  their  sprightly  sound. 
The  British  flags  arc  ftirl'd,  her  troops  disband. 
And  scattered  armies  seek  their  native  ladd. 
The  hardy  veteran,  proud  of  many  a  scar, 
The  manly  charms  and  honours  of  the  war, 
Who  hop'd  to  Shane  his  friends'  illuaii  ious  doom, 
And  in  the  battle  find  a  soklier's  tomb. 
Leans  on  his  spear  to  take  his  farewell  view. 
And,  sighing,  bids  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

Ye  generous  &ir,  receive  the  brave  with  smtlev, 
O'erpay  their  sleepless  nights,  and  crown  their  toUs; 
Soft  beauty  is  the  gallant  soklier's  due. 
For  you  they  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boastful  Spain  conspires. 
When  En!;lish  \*alour  English  beauty  fires ; 
The  nations  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  despair 
Of  chiefs  so  brave,  till  they  have  nymphs  so  fiur. 

See  the  fond  wifo  in  tears  of  transport  drownM, 
Hugs  her  rough  lord,  and  weeps  o'er  every  woundi 
Hangs  on  the  lips  that  fields  of  blood  relate. 
And  smiles,  or  trembles,  at  his  various  fiite. 
Near  the  full  bowl  be  draws  the  fancy 'd  line. 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  fiowing  wins, 
Thtn  sets  th'  inverted  fort  before  his  eyes. 
And  mines,  that  whirled  battalions  fo  the  skies : 
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lis  nitw  nstenni^  ptogwiy  tnni  pftte, 
And  be;  a^ain  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Ajch  dire  achieveinents  angs  the  bard,  that  tells 
Of  palfreyM  dames,  bold  knights,  aiKl  magic  spells, 
Wbeve  whole  brigades  one  diampkni's  arms  o*er- 

throw, 
ind  cleave  a  giant  at  a  random  Mow, 
Slaj  paymms  vile,  tiiat  force  the  fair,  and  tame 
The  goblm's  fury,  and  the  dragon's  flame. 
Ov  eager  yoolh  to  distant  nations  run. 
To  visit  fields,  their  valiant  fathers  won ; 
From  Flandria's  shore  their  country's  fame  theytrace, 
TUi  far  Germania  shows  her  blasted  fecc. 
Th'  eanihmg  Briton  asks  his  mournful  guide. 
Where  his  hard  fate  the  lost  Bavaria  try'd : 
Where  Stepney  grav'd  the  stone  to  Anna's  fame. 
He  points  to  Blenheim,  once  a  vulgar  name ; 
Here  fled  the  Household,  there  did  Tallard  yield. 
Here  Marlborough  tum'd  the  fortune  of  the  field. 
On  thoae  steep  banks,  near  Dauube's  raging  flood : 
The  Gauls  thrice  started  back,  and  trembling  stood : 
When,  Churchill's  arm  perceiv'd,  they  stood  not  long. 
Bat  p1ang*d  amidst  the  waves,  a  desperate  throng, 
CnmAs  whelm'd  on  crowds  dash'd  wide  the  watery- 
Aad  dfTTve  the  cunent  to  its  distant  head,        [bed, 

As,  when  by  Raphael's,  or  by  Kneller's  hands 
A  warlike  courser  on  the  canvas  stands. 
Such  as  on  Landen  bleeding  Ormond  bore. 
Or  set  young  Ammon  on  the  Granic  shore ; 
If  chance  a  generous  steed  the  work  behold,  . 
He  snorts,  he  neighs,  he  champs  the  flximy  gold  t 
So,  Hocstet  seen,  tumultuous  passions  roll. 
And  hints  of  glory  fire  the  Briton^s  soul. 
In  fiuicy'd  fights  he  sees  the  troops  engage, 
AodaH  the  tempest  of  the  batUe  rage. 

Cham  me,ye  powen,  with  scenes  less  nobly  bright. 
Far  humbler  thoughts  th*  inglorious  Muse  delight. 
Content  to  see  the  honours  of  the  field 
By  plough-shares  levell'd,  or  in  flowers  conceaPd. 
O'er  rikatter'd  walls  may  creeping  ivy  twine. 
And  grass  hncuriant  clothe  the  harmless  mine. 
Tame  fUtdkM  ascend  the  breach  without  a  wound. 
Or  crop  the  bastion,  now  a  fruitful  ground  ; 
While  shepherds  sleep,  along  the  rampard  laid. 
Or  pipe  beneath  the  formidable  shade. 

Who  was  the  man  ?  Oblivion  blast  his  name, 
Tom  oQt,  and  blotted  from  the  list  of  Fame  ! 
Who,  food  of  lawless  rule,  and  proudly  brave, 
Fliit  sunk  the  filial  subject  to  a  slave, 
His  netghbonr's  realms  by  frauds  unkingly  gain'd. 
In  gniidesB  blood  the  sacred  ermine  stain'd, 
Laid  schemes  for  death,  to  slaughter  tum'd  his  heart, 
And  fitted  minder  to  the  rules  of  art 

Ah !  curst  Ambition,  to  thy  lures  we  owe 
All  the  great  ills,  that  mortals  bear  below. 
Cocst  by  the  hind,  when  to  the  spoil  he  yields 
His  year^  whole  sweat,  and  vainly  ripened  fields; 
Onit  by  the  maid,  torn  from  her  lover's  side. 
When  left  a  widow,  though  not  yet  a  bride; 
By  mothers  curst,  when  floods  of  tears  they  shed, 
And  scatter  useless  roses  on  the  dead. 
Oh,  sacred  Bristol !  then,  what  dangers  prove 
The  aits,  thou  smii'st  on  with  paternal  love } 
Then,  mixt  with  rubbish  by  the  brutal  foes, 
In  Tsin  the  marble  breathes,  the  canvas  glows; 
To  shades  obscure  the  glittering  sword  pursues 
The  gentle  poet,  and  defenceless  Muse. 
A  voice  like  thine,  alone,  might  then  asswage 
The  waroor'f  fury»  and  coptfol  \m  rage> 


To  hear  thee  speak,  might  the  fierce  Vandal  stand. 
And  fling  the  brandish'd  sabre  from  bis  hand. 

Far  hence  be  driven  to  Scj'thia's  stormy  short 
The  dram's  harsh  music,  and  the  cannon's  roar ; 
Let  grim  Bellona  haunt  the  lawless  plain. 
Where  Tartar  clans  and  grizly  Cossacks  reign; 
Let  the  steal'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons'  cries, 
See  virgins  ravish'd  with  relentless  eyes. 
To  death  grey  heads  and  smiling  infants  doom. 
Nor  spare  the  promise  of  the  pregnant  womb. 
O'er  wasted  kingdoms  spread  his  wide  oommaod. 
The  savage  lord  of  an  unpeopled  land. 

Her  guiltless  glory  just  Britannia  draws 
From  pure  rdigion,  and  impartial  laws. 
To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  she  briiigi« 
And  holds  in  equal  scales  the  rival  longs : 
Her  generous  sons  .in  choicest  gifts  abound^ 
Alike  in  arms,  alike  in  arts  renown'd. 

As  when  sweet  Venus  (so  the  fU>le  tings) 
Awak'd  by  Nereids,  from  the  ocean  springs. 
With  smiles  she  sees  the  threatening  billows  risa» 
Spreads  smooth  the  Buige,and  clears  the  louringskies. 
Light,  o'er  the  deep,  with  fluttering  Cupids  croam'^ 
The  peariy  couch  and  silver  turtles  bound; 
Her  tresses  shed  ambrosial  odours  round. 

Amidst  the  world  of  waves  so  stands  serena 
Britamiia's  isle,  the  ocean's  stately  queen ; 
In  vain  the  nations  have  conspiredher  fall. 
Her  trench  the  sea,  and  fleets  her  floating  wall  t 
Defenceless  barks,  her  powerful  navy  near. 
Have  only  waves  and  hurricanes  to  fear. 
What  bold  invader,  or  what  land  opprest. 
Hath  not  her  anger  quell'd,  her  aid  redrest  1 
Say,  where  have  e'er  her  union-crosses  sail'd, 
But  much  her  arms,  her  justice  more  prevail'd  I 
Her  bbours  are,  to  plead  th'  Almighty's  cause. 
Her  pride  to  teach  th'  untam'd  barbarian  laws : 
Who  conquers  wins  by  bratal  strength  the  prize  ; 
But  'tis  a  godlike  work  to  civilize. 

Have  we  forgot  how  from  great  Russia's  throne 
The  king,  whose  power  half  Europe's  regions  ofwn. 
Whose  sceptre  waring,  with  one  shout  rush  forth 
In  swarms  the  hamess'd  millions  of  the  north. 
Through  realms  of  ice  pursued  bis  tedious  way 
*To  court  our  friendship,  and  our  fame  survey ! 
Hence  the  rich  prize  cSf  useful  arts  he  bore. 
And  round  his  empire  spread  the  learned  store : 
(T'  adorn  old  realms  is  more  than  new  to  raise. 
His  country's  parent  is  a  monarch's  praise.) 
His  bands  now  march  in  just  aiTay  to  war. 
And  Caspian  gulphs  unusual  navies  bear  ; 
With  Runick  lays  Smolensko's  forests  ring. 
And  wondering  Volga  hears  the  Muses  sing. 
Did  not  the  painted  kings  of  India  greet 
Our  queen,  and  lay  their  sceptres  at  her  feet? 
Chiefs  who  full  bowls  of  hostile  blood  had  quafl'd, 
FanVd  for  the  javelin,  and  envenom'd  shan. 
Whose  haughty  brows  made  savages  adore. 
Nor  bow'd  to  less  than  stars  or  sun  before. 
Her  pitying  smile  accepts  their  suppliant  <?laim. 
And  adds  four  monarchs  to  the  Christian  name. 

Blest  use  of  power !  O  virtuous  pride  in  kmgs ! 
And  like  his  bounty,  whence  dominion  springs  ! 
Which  o'er  new  worlds  makes  Heaven's  indulgence 
And  ranges  myriads  under  laws  divine !         [shine. 
Well  bought  with  all  that  those  sweet  regions  hold. 
With  graves  of  spices,  and  with  mines  of  gold. 

Fearless  our  merchant  now  pursues  his  gain^ 
A|pd  iK>iin>s  securely  o'er  the  boiuidless  QiaU^ 
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Now  o*er  his  head  the  polar  Bear  he  apies. 
And  freezing  spangles  of  the  Jjapland  skies ; 
Now  swells  his  canvas  to  the  sultry  line, 
With  glittering  spoils  where  Indian  grottos  shine, 
Where  fumes  of  incense  glad  the  southern  seas. 
And  wafted  citron  scents  the  balmy  breeze. 
Here  nearer  suns  prepare  the  ripening  gem. 
To  grace  great  Anne's  imperial  diadem. 
And  here  the  ore,  whose  melted  mass  shaU  yield 
On  ^thful  coins  each  memorable  field. 
Which,  mix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Rome, 
May  clear  disputes,  and  teach  the  times  to  come. 

In  circling  beams  shall  godlike  Anna  glow. 
And  Churchill's  sword  hang  o*er  the  prostrate  ibe ; 
In  comely  wounds  shall  bleeding  worthies  stand, 
Webb's  firm  platoon,  and  Lumley's  faithful  band. 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  drest, 
And  Campbell's  dragon  on  bis  dauntless  breast. 
Great  Ormondes  deeds  on  Vigors  spoils  enroU'd, 
And  Giiiscard^s  knife  on  Harley's  Chili  gold. 
And  if  the  Muse,  O  Bristol,  might  decree. 
Here  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  should  be. 
The  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  cross  for  thee. 

Such  are  the  honours  grateful  Britain  pays ; 
So  patriots  merit,  and  so  monarchs  praise. 
O'er  distant  times  such  records  shall  prevail. 
When  English  numbers,  antiquated,  fail : 
A  trifling  song  the  Muse  can  only  ]neld. 
And  sooth  her  soldiers  panting  from  the  field. 
To  sweet  retirements  sec  them  safe  conveyed, 
And  raise  their  battles  in  the  rural  shade. 
Pit>m  fields  of  death  to  Woodstock's  peaceful  glooms, 
(The  poet's  haunt)  Britannia*s  hero  comes— 
Bei^lii  my  Muse,  and  softly  touch  the  string : 
Here  Henrv  lov'd ;  and  Chaucer  leam'd  to  sing. 

Hail,  fabled  grotto !  hail,  Elysian  soil ! 
Thou  fairest  spot  of  fair  Britannia's  isle ! 
Where  kings  of  old,  conceal'd,  forgot  the  throne, 
And  Beauty  was  content  to  shine  wiknown; 
Where  Love  and  War  by  turns  pavilions  rear, 
And  H-nry's  bowers  near  Blenheim's  dome  appear; 
The  weary 'd  champion  lull  in  soft  alcoves, 
The  noblest  boast  of  thy  romantic  groves. 
Oft,  if  the  Muse  presage,  shall  he  be  seen 
By  Rosamonda  fleeting  o'er  the  green. 
In  dreams  be  hail'd  by  heroes*  mighty  shades, 
And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  grades. 
O'er  the  fam'd  echoing  vaults  his  name  shall  bound, 
And  hill  to  hill  reflect  the  favourite  sound. 

Here,  here  at  lea^  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er, 
Xor,  one  world  conquer'd,  fondly  wish  for  more. 
Vice  of  great  souls  alone !  O  thirst  of  fame  ! 
The  Muse  admires  it,  while  she  strives  to  blame. 
T  ly  toils  be  now  to  chase  the  bounding  deer, 
Qr  view  the  coursers  stretch  in  wild  career. 
1  his  lovely  scene  shall  sooth  thy  soul  to  rest, 
Ani  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  breast. 
With  pleasure,  by  thy  conquests  shalt  thou  see 
Thv'  queen  triumphant,  and  all  Europe  free. 
No  cares  henceforth  shall  thy  repose  destroy, 
B  »t  what  tliou  giv'st  the  world,  thyself  enjoy. 

Sweet  Solitude !  when  lifer's  gay  hours  are  past 
How  e'er  we  range,  in  thee  we  lix  at  last: 
Tost  til  rough  tempestuous  seas  (the  voyage  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  back,  and  bless  thy  friendly  shore. 
Our  own  strict  judges  our  past  liffe  we  soan, 
And  ask  if  glory  hath  eniargd  the  span : 
If  bright  the  prtispeet,  wo  the  prave  dety, 
Tru£t  future  ages,  and  oontonted  die. 
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When  strangers  firom  far  distant  dimetshaU  < 
To  view  the  pump  of  this  triumphant  dome. 
Where,  rear'd  aloft,  dissembled  trophies  stand. 
And  breathing  labours  of  the  sculptor's  band. 
Where  Kneller's  ait  shall  nalnt  the  flying  Gaul* 
And  Bourbon's  woes  shall  fill  the  story'd  wall ; 
Heirs  of  thy  blood  shall  o'er  their  bounteous  board 
Fix  Europe's  guard,  thy  monumental  sword. 
Banners  that  oft  have  wav'd  on  conquered  walls. 
And  trumps,  that  diown'd  the  groans  of  gjupiog 

Gauls. 
Fair  dames  shall  oft,  with  curious  eye,  eiplore 
The  costly  robes  that  slaughter'd  generals  wore. 
Rich  trappings  from  the  Danube's  whirlpools  brought, 
(Hesperian  nuns  the  gorgeous  broidery  wrought) 
Belts  stiff  with  gold,  the  Boian  horseman's  pride. 
And  Gaul's  fair  flowers,  in  human  crimson  dy'd. 
Of  Churchill's  race  perhaps  some  lovely  boy 
Shall  mark  the  bumish'd  steel  that  hangs  un  high. 
Shall  gaze  transported  on  its  glittering  charms. 
And  reach  it  struggling  with  unequal  arms, 
By  signs  the  drum's  tumultuous  sound  request. 
Then  seek,  in  starts,  the  hushing  mother's  breast. 

So  in  the  painter's  animated  frame. 
Where  Mars  embraces  the  soft  Paphian  dame. 
The  little  Loves  in  sport  his  £iuchion  wield. 
Or  join  their  strength  to  heave  his  ponderous  sbieki: 
One  strokes  the  plume  in  Tytiou's  gore  embrued. 
And  one  the  spear,  that  reeks  with  Typbon's  blood: 
Another's  infant  brow's  the  helm  sustain. 
He  nods  his  crest,  and  frights  the  shrieking  train. 

Thus,  the  rude  tempest  of  the  field  o'erblown. 
Shall  whiter  rounds  of  smiling  years  roll  on. 
Our  victors,  blest  in  peace,  forget  their  war^ 
Enjoy  past  dangers^  and  absolve  the  stars. 
But,  oh !  what  sorrows  shall  bodew  your  urns, 
Ve  honour'd  shades,  whom  widow 'd  Albion  mounis  I 
If  your  thin  forms  yet  discontented  moan, 
Aud  haunt  the  mangled  mansions,  once  your  own; 
Behold  what  flowers  the  pious  Muses  strow. 
And  tears,  which  in  the  uildst  of  triumph  flow ; 
Cypres  and 'bays  your  envy'd  brows  surround. 
Your  names  the  tender  matron's  heart  shall  wound. 
And  the  soft  maid  grow  pensive  at  tiie  sound. 

Accept,  great  Anne,  the  tears  their  memory  draws. 
Who  nobly  perish'd  in  their  sovereign's  cause: 
For  thou  in  pity  bid'st  the  war  give  o'er, 
Mouru'st  thy  slain  heroes,  nor  wilt  venture  more*. 
Vast  price  of  blood  on  each  victt^rious  day  ! 
(But  Europe's  freedom  doth  that  price  repay.) 
lamented  triumphs  !  when  one  breath  must  tell 
That  Marlborough  conquered,  and  that  Dormer  fell. 

Great  queen !   whuse  name  strikes  haughty  mo- 
naiichs  pale. 
On  whose  ju&t  sceptre  hangs  Eiuopa's  scale. 
Whose  arm  like  Mercy  wounds,  decides  like  Fate, 
On  «hoso  decree  the  nations  anxious  wait : 
From  Albion  s  cliffs  tliy  wide-extended  hand 
Shall  o'er  the  ntain  to  far  Peru  command ; 
So  vast  a  tract  whose  wide  domain  siiall  ruu. 
Its  circling  skies  shall  see  no  setting  sun. 
Thee,  thee  an  hundred  languages  shall  claim. 
And  savage  Indians  swear  ijy  Anna's  name ; 
The  line  and  poles  shall  own  thy  rightful  sway, 
And  thy  commandb  the  sever'd  globe  obey. 

Round  the  va&t  ball  thy  new  dominions  chain 
The  watery  kiniriloins,  and  control  the  main  j 
Matrt'Uan's  straits  to  (iibreltar  they  joui, 
Acrosa  the  bcas  a  formidable  Unc ; 
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TlieBgH  of  adveise  Gwil  ve  fear  no  more. 
But  pleis*d  see  Dunkirk,  now  a  guiltless  shore ; 
In  Tain  great  Neptune  tore  the  narrow  ground, 
And  meant  his  waten  for  Britannf  a^s  bound ; 
Her  giant  genius  takes  a  mighty  stride. 
And  tell  his  foot  bevood  the  encroaching  tide ; 
Onatber  bank  the  land  its  master  knows, 
And  in  the  midst  the  subject  ocean  flows. 

So  near  proud  Rhodes,  across  the  raging  flood, 
Stapendotts  fonn !  the  vast  Colossus  stood, 
(While  at  one  foot  their  thronging  gallies  ride, 
A  whole  houT^  sail  scarce  reach  the  further  side) 
Betvixt  his  brazen  thighs,  in  loose  array. 
Ten  thousand  streamers  on  the  billows  play. 

By  Harley*s  counseb,  Dunkirk,  now  restor'd 
To  Britain's  empire,  owns  her  ancient  lord. 
In  him  transfus*d  his  godlike  father  reigns. 
Rich  in  the  blood  which  swell'd  that  patriot's  veins. 
Who,  boldly  fiiithfu],  met  his  sovereign's  frown. 
And  scom'd  for  gold  to  jrield  th'  important  town. 
His  son  was  bom  the  ravished  prey  to  c)<iim, 
And  Pirance  still  trembles  at  an  Harley's  name. 

A  fort  so  dreadful  to  our  English  shore. 
Our  fleets  scarce  fear'd  the  sands  or  tempests  more, 
WiMse  vast  e3q;>en8es  to  such  sums  amount. 
That  the  taxM  Gaul  scarce  fumish'd  out  th'  account. 
Whose  walls  such  bulwarks,  such  vast  towers  restrain. 
Its  weakest  ramparts  are  tlie  rocks  and  main, 
His  boast  great  I^iuis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
Thy  friendship,  Anna,  with  the  mighty  prize. 
HoOaad  repining,  and  in  grief  cast  .down, 
Sees  the  new  glories  of  the  British  crown : 
AK !  may  they  ne*er  provoke  thee  to  the  fight, 
i^or  foes,  more  dreadful  than  the  Gaul,  invite. 
Soon  may  they  hold  the  olive,  soon  asswage 
Their  ncret  murmura,  nor  call  forth  thy  rage 
Tft  rend  their  banks,  and  pour,  at  one  comnuind. 
Thy  realm,  the  sea,  o*er  their  precarious  land. 

Henceforth  be  thine,  vice-gerent  of  the  skies, 
&wnM  worth  to  raise,  and  vice  in  robes  chastise. 
To  dry  the  orphan's  tears,  and  from  the  bar. 
Once  the  bribed  judge,  and  hush  the  wordy  war, 
Beny  the  curst  blasphemer's  tongue  to  rage. 
And  turn  God's  fiiry  from  an  impious  age. 
Blesi  change !  the  soldier's  late  destroying  hand 
Shall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land; 
Mistaken  zealots  shall  with  fear  behold, 
Aad  beg  admittance  in  our  sacred  fold ; 
On  her  own  works  the  pbus  queen  shall  smile. 
And  torn  her  cares  upon  her  fovourite  isle. 

So  the  keen  bolt  a  warrior  angel  aims, 
irray'd  m  clouds,  and  wrapt  in  mantling  flames ; 
He  baars  a  tempest  on  his  sounding  wings, 
Aad  his  red  arm  the  forky  vengeance  flings ; 
itleagth.  Heaven's  wrath  appeased,  he  quits  the  war, 
.  To  roll  his  orb,  and  guide  his  destin'd  star. 
To  shed  kind  fote,  and  lucky  hours  bestow, 
iad  mile  propitious  on  the  worid  below. 

Around  thy  throne  shall  faithful  nobles  wait, 
Thfia^  guard  the  church,  and  those  direct  the  state. 
To  Bristol,  graceful  in  maternal  tears. 
The  Church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rears ; 
She  bei^  her  pious  son  t^  assert  her  cause 
IHend  her  rights,  and  reenforoe  her  laws, 
^'iih  holy  zeal  the  sacred  work  begin. 
To  bead  the  stubborn,  and  the  meek  to  win. 

Our  Oxford  s  earl  in  careful  thouglit  tihall  stand, 
lb  rjtie  his  queen,  aod  save  a  sinking  land. 


The  wealthiest  glebe  to  ravenous  Spaniards  knowa. 
He  nuirks,  and  makes  the  golden  world  our  oa-n. 
Content  with  hands  unsoiPd  to  guard  the  prize. 
And  keep  the  store  with  undesiring  eyes. 

So  round  the  tree,  that  bore  Hesperian  gold, 
The  sacred  watch  lay  curlM  in  many  a  fold. 
His  eyes  up-rearing  to  tb'  untested  prey. 
The  sleepless  guardian  wasted  life  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  raised  by  you. 
Her  ancient  pride,  shall  every  art  renew, 
(The  arts  with  you  famM  Harcourt  shall  defend. 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke  the  Muse's  friend.) 
With  piercing  eye  some  search  where  Nature  plays, 
And  trace  the  wanton  through  her  darksome  maze. 
Whence  health  from  herbs;  from  seeds  how  grovet 
How  vital  streams  in  circling  eddies  run.      [b«gun, 
Sjme  teach  why  round  the  Sun  the  spheres  advance. 
In  the  iix'd  measures  of  their  mystic  dance, 
How  tides,  when  heav'd  by  pressing  moons,  overflow. 
And  sun-bom  Iris  paints  her  showery  bo«^. 
In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound, 
Shall  sport  no  more  in  arbitrary  sound. 
But  buskin*d  bards  henceforth  shall  wisely  ragei. 
And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia's  stage : 
Till  Coogreve  bids  her  smile,  Augusta  sUuids 
And  longs  to  weep  when  flowing  Rowe  commands. 
Britain's  Spectators  shall  their  strength  oombiao 
To  nieud  our  morals  and  our  taste  r<  fine. 
Fight  virtue's  cause,  stand  up  in  wit's  defence. 
Win  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  sense. 
Nor,  Prior,  hast  tliou  hush'd  the  trump  in  Vain, 
Thy  lyre  shall  now  revive  her  mirthful  strain. 
New  tales  shall  now  be  told ;  if  right  I  see. 
The  soul  of  Chaucer  is  restor  d  in  thee. 
Garth,  in  majestic  numbers,  to  the  stars 
Shall  raise  mock  heroes,  and  fantastic  wars ; 
Uke  the  young  spreading  laurel,  Pope,thy  naf 
Shoots  up  with  strength,  and  rises  into  fame; 
With  Piiiiips  bhall  the  peaceful  vallies'  ring. 
And  Britain  hear  a  second  Spenser  siug. 
Thatmuch-lov'd  youth,  whom  Utrecht's  walls  oonfint^ 
To  Bristol's  praises  shall  his  Strafford's  join : 
He  too,  from  whum  attentive  Ox  ford  draws 
Rules  for  just  thinking,  and  poetic  laws, 
To  growing  bards  his  learned  aid  shall  lend. 
The  strictest  critic,  and  the  kindest  friend. 
Ev'n  mine,  a  bashful  Muse,  whose  rude  essaya 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  aspire  to  pi-aise, 
Cherish'd  by  you,  in  time  may  grow  to  fame. 
And  mine  survive  with  Bristol's  glorious  nante, 

Fir'd  with  the  views  this  glittinine  scene  display!^ 
And  smit  with  passion  for  my  country's  praise. 
My  artless  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme. 
Where  sacred  Isis  rolls  her  ancient  stream  ; 
In  cloister'd  domes,  the  great  Ph ilippa's  pride,  fsid^, 
Where  licaming  blooms,  while  Fame  and  Worth  pre- 
Where  the  fifth  Henry  arts  and  aims  was  taught. 
And  Edward  form'd  bis  Cressy,  yet  unfought. 
Where  laurePd  bai-ds  have  struck  the  warbling  4nng% 
The  seat  of  sages,  and  the  nurse  of  kings. 
Here  thy  commands,  O  I-ancaster,  inflame 
My  eager  breast  to  raise  the  British  name. 
Urge  on  my  soul,  with  no  ignoble  pride. 
To  woo  the  Muse,  uhoni  Addison  enjoy 'd. 
See  that  bold  swan  to  Heaven  subline  ly  scar. 
Pursue  at  distance,  and  his  ftepi^adon^ 
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MJL  ADDISON, 

OM  HIS 

OPERA  OF  ROSAMOND 

Ne  fort^  piodori 

Sit  tibi  Musa  lyre  solerB,  k,  cantor  Apolfo. 

Tas  Opem  first  Italian  masters  taug^it, 
fuincfa'd  with  songSy  bnt  innoceQt  of  thought ; 
SHtaonia^s  learned  theatre  disdains 
Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  strains ; 
And  blushes,  on  her  injur'd  stage  to  see 
t^oosense  well-tun'd,  and  sweet  stupidity. 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  song, 
^ft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  strong. 
From  words  so  sweet  new  grace  the  notes  receive. 
And  Music  borrows  helps,  she  us*d  to  give. 
Thjr  style  hath  matched  what  ancient  Romans  knew. 
Thy  flowing  numbers  far  excel  the  new. 
Their  cadence  in  snch  easy  sound  convey'd. 
The  height  of  thought  may  seem  superfluous  aid; 
Yet  in  such  charms  the  noble  thoughts  abound. 
That  needless  seem  the  sweets  of  easy  sound. 

Landscapes  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yields, 
^Hidch  thought  creates,  and  lavish  fency  builds ! 
What  art  can  trace  the  visionary  scenes, 
The  flowery  groves,  and  everlasting  greens. 
The  babbling  sounds  that  mimic  echo  plays. 
The  fairy  slude,  and  its  eternal  maze  ? 
Kature  and  Art  in  all  their  charms  combm'd. 
And  all  Elysium  to  cue  view  confin'd ! 
Ko  further  could  imagination  roam,  [  dome. 

TO!  VanJinmgb  fram'd,  and  Marlborough  rais*d  the 

Tea  thounnd  pangs  my  amcions  bosom  tear. 
When  drown*d  m  tears  I  sec  th'  imploring  fair ; 
When  bards  less  soft  the  moving  words  supply, 
A  seemhig  justice  dooms  the  nymph  to  die ; 
But  here  she  begs,  nor  can  she  beg  in  vain 
(In  dirges  thus  expiring  swans  complain) ; 
JEach  verse  bo  swells  expressive  of  her  woes. 
And  every  tear  in  Imes  so  mournful  flows; 
We,  spite  of  fbne,  her  fate  reversed  believe, 
O'ertook  her  crimes,  and  think  she  ought  to  live. 

Let  joy  salute  &ir  Rosamonda's  shade, 
And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghost  she  roves, 
>  And  bears  and  tells  the  story  of  their  loves. 
Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  bless  their  fate, 
Since  Love,  which  made  them  wretched,  makes  them 
Kor  longer  that  relentless  doom  bemoan,        [great. 
■  Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addison. 

Accept,  great  monarch  of  the  British  lays, 
The  tribute  song  an  humble  subject  pays. 
So  tries  the  artless  lark  her  early  flight. 
And  soars,  to  hail  the  god  of  verse  and  light 
Unrivall'd,  as  unmatched,  be  still  thy  fame, 
And  thy  own  laurels  shade  thy  envy*d  name: 
Thy  name,  tlie  boast  of  all  the  tuneful  quire. 
Shall  tremble  on  the  strings  of  every  lyre  j 
While  the  charm'd  reader  with  thythought  complies. 
Feels  corresponding  joys  or  sorrows  rise. 
And  views  thy  Roaamuid  with  Henry  *s  eyes. 


THE  SAME; 

ON  HIS 

TRAGEDY  OF  CATD. 

Too  long  hath  love  engrossM  Britannia's  stvye^ 
Arid  sunk  to  softness  all  our  trojio  rage : 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fall  or  rise. 
And  fate  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes : 
The  sweet  infection,  mixt  with  dangerous  art, 
Debas'd  our  manhood,  while  it  sooth'd  the  heart. 
Yousoom  to  raise  a  grief  thyself  must  blame. 
Nor  from  our  weakness  steal  a  vulgar  fame : 
A  patriot's  fall  may  justly  melt  the  mind. 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  shed  for  all  mankind. 

How  do  our  souls  with  generous  pleasure  glcfv ! 
Our  hearts  exulting,  while  our  eyes  overflow, 
When  thy  firm  hero  stands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  his  sufferings  venerably  great ; 
Rome's  poor  remains  still  sheltering  by  his  side. 
With  conscious  virtue,  and  becomiqg  pride ! 
The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air, 
Hi^  sap  exhausted,  and  his  branches  bare ; 
'Midst  storms  and  earthquakes,he  maintains  his  states 
Fixt  deep  m  earth,  and  &sten'd  by  his  wdght : 
His  naked  boughs  still  lend  the  shqiherds  aid. 
And  his  old  trunk  prcjects  an  awful  shade. 

Amidst  the  joys  triumphant  peace  bestows^ 
Our  patriots  sadden  at  his  glorious  woes; 
Awhile  they  let  the  world's  great  business  watt» 
Anxious  for  Rome,  and  sigh  for  Cato's  fate. 
Here  taught  how  ancient  heroes  rose  to  &me. 
Our  Britons  crowd,  and  catch  the  Roman  fUune, 
Where  states  and  senates  well  might  lend  an  ear. 
And  kings  and  priests  without  a  blush  appear. 

France  boasts  no  more,  but,  fearful  to  engage. 
Now  first  pays  homage  to  her  rival's  stage. 
Hastes  to  learn  thee,  and  learning  shall  submit   - 
Alike  to  British  arms,  and  British  wit : 
No  more  she'll  wonder,  forc'd  to  do  us  right, 
Wlio  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Romans  fighL 

Thy  Oxford  smiles  this  glorious  work  to  saep 
And  fondly  triumphs  in  a  son  like  thee. 
The  senate^,  consuls,  and  the  gods  of  Rome, 
Like  old  acquaintance  at  their  native  home. 
In  thee  we  find :  each  deed,  each  word  enrest. 
And  every  thought  that  sweli'd  a  Roman  breast. 
We  trace  each  hint  that  could  thy  soul  inspise 
With  VirgiPs  judgement,  and  with  Lucan's  fire ; 
We  know  thy  worth,  and,  give  us  leave  to  boast. 
We  most  admire,  because  we  know  thee  most. 


THE  ROYAL  PROGRESS. 

When  Brunswick  first  appeaHd,  each  honest  heazt* 

Intent  on  verse,  disdainM  the  rules  of  art ; 

For  him  the  songsters,  in  unmeasur'd  odes, 

Debas'd  Alcides,  and  dethron'd  the  gods, 

In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led. 

Or  rent  the  turban  from  the  sultan's  head. 

One,  in  old  fables,  and  the  pagan  strain. 

With  nymphs  and  tritona,  wafts  him  o'er  the  maia ; 

Another  draws  fierce  Ixidfer  in  arms 

And  fills  th'  infernal  regitm  wtth  atannns 
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A  third  t^dcn  wme  dniid,  toforetel 

Sadi  Allure  tiiiunph,  from  his  dreaty  cell. 

Fipfcwlgd  frndeB !  that  in  vain  deceive^ 

While  the  naind  nauseates  what  she  can*t  believe. 

Mjr  Muse  th'  expected  hero  shall  pursue 

Vkvm  clime  to  efime,  and  keep  hhn  still  in  vi6ir  ; 

Hii  shinii^  mardi  describe  in  faithftil  lays, 

Gkwtent  to  paint  hhn,  nor  presume  to  praise  ; 

Their  cfaanns,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  supplies. 

And  from  the  theme  unlabour'd  beauties  rise.   ' 

Bf  ioBging  nations  for  the  throne  designed, 
Ind  call*d  to  goard  the  rights  of  human-kind  ; 
With  secret  grief  his  god-like  soul  repines, 
And  Britain's  crown  with  joyless  lustre  shhies, 
While  prayers  and  tears  his  destined  progress  stay. 
And  crowds  of  mourners  choke  their  sovereign's  way. 
Not  ao  he  marcfa*d,  when  hostile  squadrons  stood 
In  scenes  of  death,  and  fir*d  his  generous  blood ; 
When  his  hot  courser  paw'd  th*  Hungarian  phiin. 
Ami  advene  legions  stood  the  shock  in  vain. 
His  firootiera  past,  the  Belgian  bounds  be  views. 
And  croes  the  level  fields  his  march  pursues. 
Bere,  pleasM  the  land  of  freedom  to  survey. 
He  groAly  acoms  the  thirst  of  boundkas  sway. 
0*er  the  tfam  soil,  with  silent  joy,  he  spies 
T^raoplanted  woods,  and  borrowM  veidure  rise  ; 
Where  every  meadow,  won  with  toil  and  blood 
From  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  flood, 
With  fhntand  flowers  the  careful  hind  siippHes, 
And  clothes  the  marshes  in  a  rich  disguise. 
Such  wealth  for  frugal  hands  doth  Heaven  decree. 
And  anch  thy  gifts,  celestial  D'berty ! 

Throogh  stately  towns,  and  many  a  fertile  plain, 
The  pomp  advances  to  the  neighbouring  main. 
Whole  nations  croud  around  with  joyful  cries, 
Aad  view  the  hero  with  insatiate  eyes. 

In  Haga*8  towers  he  waits  till  eastern  gales 
Prapitkiai  rise  to  swell  the  British  sails. 
Hithar  the  fame  of  England's  monarch  brings 
The  voars  and  friendships  of  the  neighbouring  kings ; 
Mature  in  wiidom,  his  extensive  mind 
Takes  io  the  blended  interests  of  mankind. 
The  world's  great  patriot  Calm  thy  anidous  breast. 
Secure  in  him,  O  Europe,  take  thy  rest ; 
Henceforth  thy  kingdoms  shall  remain  confin'd 
By  rocks  or  streams,  the  mounds  which  Heaven  de- 

sign»d; 
Tbe  Alpa  ibetr  new-made  monarch  shall  restram. 
Nor  Aall  thy  hills,  Pirene,  rise  in  vain. 

Bet  aee !  to  Britain's  isle  the  squadrons  stand. 
And  leave  the  sinkmg  towers,  and  lessening  land. 
Tbe  royal  bark  bounds  o*er  tiie  floating  plain. 
Breaks  through  the  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
0*er  the  lOUt  deep,  great  monarch,  dart  thine  eyes, 
A  watery  prospect  bounded  by  the  skies : 
Tea  tfaoosand  vessels,  from  ten  thousand  shores. 
Bring  gums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  stores : 
Behold  the  tributes  hastening  to  thy  throne, 
Aad  see  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own. 

Skill  m  fet  thine ;  though  now  the  chearful  crew 
Bail  Albkm's  difis ;  just  whitening  to  the  view. 
Befcre  the  wind  with  swelling  sails  they  ride, 
Till  Thames  receives  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
Tbe  mooarcb  hears  the  thundermg  peals  an>und. 
From  tremUing  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound, 
Kar  Boaes  yet,  amid  the  deafening  train, 
The  roarings  of  the  hoarse-resounding  main. 

As  in  the  flood  he  sails,  from  either  ^ide 
He  views  Ui  kingdom  io  bis  niral  pride ; 


A  various  scene  the  wtde-spread  landscape  yields. 
O'er  rich  enclosures  and  luxuriant  fields  ; 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pasture  fills. 
And  distant  flocks  stray  o'er  a  thousand  hills. 
Fair  Greenwich,  hid  in  woods,  with  new  delight. 
Shade  above  shade,  now  rises  to  the  sight ; 
His  woods  ordain'd  to  visit  every  shore. 
And  guard  the  island  which  they  grac'd  beforeu 
The  Sun  now  rolling  down  the  western  way, 
A  blaze  of  fires  renews  the  ^ing  day ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  bai^  infold. 
Brightening  the  twilight  with  its  beamy  gold; 
Less  thick  thfe  Amy  shoals,  a  countless  fry. 
Before  the  whale  or  kingly  dolphin  fly. 
In  one  vast  shout  he  seeks  the  crouded  strand. 
And  in  a  peal  of  thunder  gains  the  land. 

Welcome,  great  stranger,  to  our  longing  eyes. 
Oh !  king  desired,  adopted  Albion  cries. 
For  thee  the  East  breath 'd  out  a  prosperous  breeze. 
Bright  were  the  suns,  and  gently  swell'd  the  seas. 
Thy  presence  did  each  doubtful  heart  compose. 
And  mctions  wonder'd  that  tliey  once  wero  foes. 
That  joyftil  day  they  lost  each  hostile  name. 
The  same  their  aspect,  and  their  voice  the  same. 
So  two  fair  twins,  whose  features  were  design'd 
At  one  soft  moment  in  the  mother's  mind. 
Show  each  the  other  with  reflected  grace. 
And  the  same  beauties  bloom  in  either  &ce; 
The  puzzled  strangers  which  is  which  inquire; 
Delusion  grateful  to  the  smiling  sire. 

From  that  fair  hill  >,  where  hoary  sages  boast 
To  name  the  stars,  and  count  the  heavenly  host. 
By  the  next  dawn  doth  great  Augusta  rise. 
Proud  town  !  the  noblest  scene  beneath  the  skies. 
O'er  Thames  her  thousand  spires  their  lustre  shed. 
And  a  vast  navy  hides  his'  ample  bed, 
A  floating  forest    From  the  distant  strand 
A  line  of  golden  carrs  strikes  o'er  the  land : 
Britannia's  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array. 
Before  their  king  triumphant,  lead  the  way. 
Fir  as  the  eye  can  reach,  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  procession,  shines  along  the  plain. 

So,  haply  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathk!«  way% 
A  comet  draws  a  long  extended  blaze ; 
From  east  to  west  burns  through  the  ethereal  frame. 
And  half  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  flamu. 

Now  to  the  regal  towers  securely  brought. 
He  plans  Britannia's  glories  in  his  thought; 
Resumes  the  delegated  power  he  gave. 
Rewards  the  faithful,  and  restores  the  brave. 
Whom  shail  the  Muse  from  out  the  shining  throng 
Select,  to  heighten  and  adora  her  song  > 
Thee,  Halifax.     To  thy  capacious  mind, 
O  man  approv'd,  is  Britain's  wealth  consigned. 
Her  coin,  while  Nassau  fought,  debas'd  and  nida^ 
By  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  reneWd, 
An  arduous  work  I  again  thy  charge  we  see. 
And  thy  own  care  once  more  returns  to  thee. 
O !  fbrm'd  in  every  scene  to  awe  and  please. 
Mix  wit  with  pottip,  and  dignity  with  ease  : 
Though  cali'd  to  shine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  icom 
To  smile  on  arts  thyself  did  once  adorn : 
For  this  thy  name  succeeding  time  shall  prvse. 
And  envy  less  thy  garter,  than  thy  bays. 

The  Muse,  if  fir'd  with  thy  enlivening  beami. 
Perhaps  shall  aim  at  more  exalted  themes. 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  strain, 
And  sing  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign  ; 

>  lb,  Flaaitead's  hoose. 
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Bright  Carolina's  heavenly  beauties  trace. 

Her  valiant  conMirt,  and  his  blooming  race. 

A  train  of  kings  thsir  fruitful  love  supplies, 

A  glorious  scene  to  Albion's  ravished  eyes ; 

Who  sees  by  Brunswick's  hand  her  sceptre  sway'd, 

And  through  his  line  from  age  to  age  convey'd. 


AN  IMITATION 


OF  TUB  PROPHECY  OF  KERBU8. 

FROM  HORACE.     BOOK  11.  ODE  XV. 

Dicam  insigne,  recens,  adhuc 

Indictum  ore  alio :  non  secus  in  jugis 

£x  somnis  stupet  Euias< 

Hcbrum  prospiciens,  &  nive  candidam 

Tbracen,  ac  pede  barbaro 

Lustratam  Khodopeo.  Hor. 

As  ^Tar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
(Whom  fomo  call  earl,  and  some  call  duke) 
And  his  new  biCthren  of  the  blade, 
Shivering  with  fear  and  frost,  sun-ey'd, 
Oa  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  chanc'd  to  spy 
An  aged  wizard  six  foot  high. 
With  bristled  hair  and  visage  blighted, 
Wali-cy'd,  barc-haunch'd,  and  second-sighted. 

The  grizly  sage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  so  round. 
Then  roll'd  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
0*er  his  paternal  hills  of  snow, 
And  into  these  tremendous  speeches 
Broke  forth  the  prophet  without  breeches. 

"  Into  what  ills  betray'd,  by  thee, 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  see  ! 
Her  realms  un-peopled  and  forlorn ! 
Wae's  me !  that  ever  thou  wert  bom ! 
Proud  English  loons  (our  clans  overcome) 
On  Scottish  pads  shall  amble  home ; 
I  sec  them  drest  in  bonnets  blue 
(The  spoils  of  thy  rebellious  crew) ; 
1  see  the  target  cast  away. 
And  chequer'd  plaid  become  their  prey. 
The  chequer 'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
Foi*  many  a  lass  in  London  town. 

"  In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 
Come  forth  in  all  thy  warlike  geers, 
I'he  Khicld,  the  pistol,  durk,  and  dagger. 
In  which  they  daily  wont  to  s\vagger. 
And  oft  have  sally'd  out  to  pillage 
The  hen-roosts  of  some  peaceful  village, 
Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  asleep. 
Have  carry'd  off  a  low-land  sheep. 

"  What  boots  thy  high-bom  host  of  beggars, 
5Iac>leans,  Mac-kenzics,  and  Mac-gregors, 
With  popish  cut^throats,  perjur'd  ruffians, 
And  r>)StKr's  troop  of  raggamuffins  ? 

"  In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 
Inflam'd  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy. 
Doth  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trusty, 
With  ht-art  so  true,  and  voice  so  rusty, 
(A  loyal  soul)  thy  trocps  aflright, 
V  hile  hoarsely  he  demands  the  fight  ? 
Dost  thou  not  gtnierous  Hay  dread, 
The  bravest  hand,  the  wisest  iiead  ? 
T'fi'i  a  linked  dost  thou  hear  th*  alarms 
Of  hr-arv  Aihol  8hoftth*d  in  arna  i 


"  Donglas,  vbadniwf  bis  Unease  doim 
From  Thanes  and  peers  of  high  renaini. 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  uncontrord» 
With  knights,  and  aquires,  and  bextms  bp]4» 
(His  noble  houshold-band)  advances. 
And  on  the  milk-white  counter  piances. 
Thee  Forfar  to  the  combat  dares. 
Grown  swarthy  in  Ibenan  wars; 
And  Monroe,  kindled  into  rage. 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He'll  rout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  lo  many. 
And  horse  to  boot—if  thou  hadst  any. 

*'  But  see  Argyll,  with  watchAil  eyes, 
Lodg'd  in  his  deep  entrenchments  1^ 
Couch'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way, 
H^  waits  to  spring  upon  his  prey  ; 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer. 
Thy  army  shakes  and  pants  with  fear« 
Led  by  their  doughty  general's  skill. 
From  frith  to  firith,  from  hill  to  hill. 

**  Is  thus  thy  haughty  promise  pud 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made. 
When  thou  didst  oaths  and  duty  barter^ 
For  dukedom,  generalship,  and  garter? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  shall  ccMnmand, 
With  Highland  sceptre  in  his  hand. 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
. . .  Then  down  shall  fall  the  king  of  Perth. 

"  'Tis  so  decreed :  for  George  shall  reign. 
And  ti-aitors  be  forsworn  in  vain. 
Heaven  shall  for  ever  on  him  smile. 
And  bless  him  still  with  an  Argyll. 
While  thou,  pursued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condemn'd  to  barren  rocks  and  snows. 
And  hinder'd  passing  Inverlocky, 
Shall  bum  the  dan^  and  curse  poor  Jocky.*' 


AN  EPISTLE 


FROM    A    LATfr    IM    ENCSLAND    TO  A    GJSZlTLSlCAir   *^ 
AVIGMON. 

To  thee,  dear  rover,  and  thy  vanquisb'd  friends, 

The  health,  she  wanU,  thy  gentle  Chloe  sends. 

Though  mnch  you  suffer,  think  I  suffer  moie» 

Worse  than  an  exile  on  my  native  shore. 

Companioils  in  your  master's  flight  you  roam, 

Tnenvy'd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home  ; 

For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw's  side 

You  share  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide. 

On  glorious  schemes,  and  thoughts  of  fsm^n  dwell, 

And  with  imaginary  titles  swell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'st  I  own  his  sacred  line. 
The  passive  doctrine,  and  the  right  divine. 
Say,  what  new  succours  does  the  chief  prepare  ? 
The  strength  of  armies  ?  or  the  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  be  from  Heaven  or  Earth  his  hopes  derive? 
From  saints  departed,  or  from  priests  alive  ?  [stand, 
Nor  Faints  nor  priests  can  Brunswick's  troops  witb- 
And  beads  drop  useless  tlirough  the  zealot's  hsodj 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe, 
But  skill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

l^re  to  thy  cause,  and  thee,  my  heart  inclm'd, 
Or  love  to  party  had  seduc'd  my  mind. 
In  female  joys  I  took  a  dull  delight. 
Slept  all  tliCmom,  and  puutcd  half  the  night: 
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Bat  now,  vHfa  fean  and  poblic  cares  poflsest, 
Tke  church,  the  church,  for  ever  hreaks  my  rest 
Tbe  postboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore, 
And  oft  the  news  of  every  foreign  shore, 
StndioQS  to  find  new  friends,  and  new'  allies ; 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  disguise; 
'   How  Spain  piepares  her  banners  to  unfold, 
And  Rome  desds  oat  her  blessiiM^,  and  her  gold : 
Then  o*er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  stray, 
Cross  many  a  region  marits  the  winding  way ; 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  realm  to  realm  I  lOve, 
And  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love : 
But  ftill  ATignon,  and  the  pleasing  coast 
That  holds  thee  banish'd,  claims  my  care  the  most: 
Oft  on  the  well-known  spot  I  fix  my  eyes, 
And  ipan  the  distance  that  between  us  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foiPd  in  arms,  despur. 
Whilst  on  his  side  be  reckons  half  the  fiur : 
In  Britain's  krrdy  isle  a  shining  throng 
Wtr  m  his  cause,  a  thousand  beauties  strong; 
Tk'  unthinking  victors  vainly  boast  their  powers; 
Be  theirs  the  mnsket,  while  the  tongue  is  oucs. 
We  resson  with  such  fluency  and  fire. 
The  beaux  we  baflto,  and  the  learned  tire. 
Against  her  prelates  plead  the  church's  cause. 
And  firom  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws. 
Then  mourn  not,  hapless  prhioe,  thy  kingdoms  lost ; 
A  crown,  though  late,  thy  sacred  brows  may  boast; 
Heaven  seems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree; 
Those  who  win  heartb,  have  given  their  hearts  to  thee. 

Hast  thou  no|  heard  that  when,  profusely  gay. 
Our  welMreat  rivals  grac'd  their  sovereign's  day. 
We  sUibbwu  damaels  met  the  public  view 
h  loathsome  wonnwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Hlug-bat  trembled,  when  our  spotless  band 
In  virgin  roses  whiten'd  half  the  land  f 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  possest. 
When  oaken-boughs  marked  every  lo3ral  breast  * 
Lpss  scarM  than  Medway'sstream  the  Norman  stood, 
Ulien  cross  the  plain  he  spjr'd  a  mardiing  wood, 
Till,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  swords  betray'd 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  shade  ? 

Those  who  the  succours  of  the  foir  despise. 
May  find  that  we  have  nails  as  well  as  eyes. 
Thy  female  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  crost. 
At  lean  more  courage  than  thy  men  can  boast : 
Our  lex  has  dar'd  the  mug-house  chiefs  to  meet. 
And  parchas'd  fame  in  many  a  well-fought  street. 
From  Drary-Lane,  the  region  of  renown. 
The  bad  of  love,  the  Paphos  of  the  town. 
Fit  patriots  sallying  oft  liave  put  to  flight 
,       W.th  all  their  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night, 
'       And  bare,  with  scream?  of  triumph,  to  their  side 
The  leader's  staff  in  all  its  painted  pride. 
N'or  finn  t^i  i  hawker  in  her  warbling  note 
To  Tcod  the  discontented  statesman's  thought. 
Though  red  with  stripes,  and  recent  from  the  thong, 
Sore  smitten  for  the  love  of  sacred  song, 
Tbe  taoefol  asters  still  pursue  their  trade. 
Like  Hiilomela  darkling  in  the  shade. 
PoorTrott  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare, 
Aad  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  ea<%y  chair. 

Meanwhile,  regardless  of  the  royal  cause, 
Hii  svord  for  James  no  brother  sovereign  draws. 
Tbe  pope  himself,  surrounded  witti  alarms, 
To  France  his  bulls,  to  Gorfii  sends  his  arms. 
And  thoiich  he  hears  his  dirl.n?  son's  complaint, 
C«n  hardiv  <;paTe  one  tutelary  saint, 
But  It5ts  them  all  to  iruard  his  own  abodes. 
And  into  ready  money  coins  hja  gods. 


The  dauntless  Swecle,  pnrsned  by  vengefiil  foe^ 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  snows ; 
Nor  must  the  friendly  roof  of  kind  Lorrain 
With  feasts  regale  our  garter'd  youth  again. 
Safe,  Bar-le-Duc,  within  thy  silent  gprove 
The  pheasant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rove : 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  from  afiir, 
Th'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  tlie  sylvan  war : 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  slumber  undisma)r'd. 
Or  grunt  secure  beneath  the  chesnut  shade. 
Inconstant  Orleans  (still  we  mourn  the  day. 
That  trusted  Orleans  with  imperial  sway) 
Far  o'er  the  Alps  our  helpless  monarch  sends^ 
Far  from  the  call  of  his  desponding  friends. 
Such  are  the  terms,  to  gain  Britannia's  grace  * 
And  such  the  terrours  of  the  Brunswick  race  * 

Was  it  for  this  the  Sun's  whole  lustre  fail'd, 
And  sudden  midnight  o'er  the  Moon  prevail'd ! 
For  this  did  Heaven  display  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  tbe  skies ! 
Was  it  for  this  Northumbrian  streams  look'd  red  ? 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  show'd  his  secret  bed  I 
False  auguries !  th'  insulting  victoi^s  scorn ! 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  against  us  turn ! 
O  portents  construed  on  our  side  in  vain ! 
I-et  never  Tory  trust  eclipse  again ! 
Run  clear,  ye  foimtains !  be  at  peace,  ye  skies ! 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders  rise ! 

To  Rome  then  must  the  royal  wanderer  go, 
And  foil  a  suppliant  at  the  papal  toe  ? 
His  life  in  sloth  inglorious  must  he  wear. 
One  half  in  luacury,  and  one  in  prayer  ? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debauch'd  with  ease. 
The  proffer'd  purple  and  the  hat  may  please. 
Shall  he,  who%  ancient  patriarchal  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  hne  we  trace. 
In  solemn  conclave  sit,  devoid  of  thought, 
And  poll  for  points  of  faith  his  trusty  vote  ! 
Be  summon'd  to  his  stall  in  time  of  need, 
And  with  his  casting  suffrage  fix  a  creed  ! 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  stated  days  appear, 
And  English  heretics  curse  once  a  year ! 
Oamet  and  Faux  shall  he  with  prayers  invoke. 
And  beg  that  Smithfield  piles  once  more  may  smoke  * 
Forbid  it,  Heaven !  my  soul,  to  fory  wrought. 
Turns  almost  Hanoverian  at  the  thought. 

From  James  and  Rome  I  feci  my  heart  decline^ 
And  fear,  O  Brunswick,  'twill  be  wholly  thine ; 
Yet  still  his  share  thy  rival  will  contest, 
And  still  the  double  Claim  divides  my  breast. 
The  fate  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I  view. 
And  wish  my  homage  were  not  Brunswick's  due : 
To  James  my  passion  and  my  i;^eakness  guide. 
But  reason  sways  me  to  the  victor's  side. 
Though  griev'd  I  speak  it,  let  the  truth  appear  I 
You  know  my  language,  and  my  heart,  sincere. 
In  vahi  did  falsehood  his  fair  fame  disgrace  ? 
What  force  had  falsehood,  when  he  show'd  bis  face  * 
In  vain  to  war  our  boastful  clans  were  led ; 
Heaps  driv'n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  shuck  they  fled : 
France  shuns  his  wrath,  nor  raises  to  our  shame 
A  second  Dunkirk  in  another  name : 
In  Britain^s  funds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throvrs. 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  fijws : 
Spite  of  feifm'd  fears-  and  artificial  cries. 
The  pious  town  sees  fifty  churches  rise  : 
The  hero  trium^phs  as  his  worth  is  known. 
And  sits  more  firmly  on  hi-t  shaken  throne. 

To  my  sad  thousrht  no  ben  n  of  hope  appeal^ 
Tlirou^*!  the  lyjg  prospect  uf  succceiiag  yean. 
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The  SCO,  aq^riag  to  lus  fiObflr's  fcmfi, 

Shows  ali  hu  aire :  another  and  the  — 


nCKEtL'S  POEMS. 


He,  blest  in  lovely  Carolina's  anas. 
To  future  ages  propagates  her  cbams : 
With  pain  and  joy  at  strife,  I  often  tiacft 
Tlie  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  fiMMj 
Half  sickening  at  the  sight,  too  well  1  spy 
The  father's  spirit  through  the  mother's  eye : 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  enteruin. 
And  strive  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain. 

O  princess !  happy  by  thy  ibes  confest ! 
Blest  m  thy  husband !  in  thy  chiUtren  blest ! 
As  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  bom, 
While  Europe  lasts,  shall  Europe's  thrones  adorn. 
Transplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come, 
Thy  smile  celestial  and  nnfeding  bloom. 
Great  Austria's  sons  with  softer  lines  shall  grace. 
And  smooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon's  haughty  r^ce. 
The  fair  descendants  of  thy  sacred  bed, 
Wide-branching  o'er  the  western  world  shall  spread, 
like  the  fem'd  Banian  tree^whose  pliant  shoot 
To  earthward  bending  of  itself  takes  root. 
Till,  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thousand  stand 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  lands 
Beneath  ber  shade  the  tawny  Indians  rove. 
Or  hunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echoing  grove. 

O  thou,  to  whom  these  mournful  Imes  I  send. 
My  promised  husband,  and  my  dearest  friend ; 
Since  Heaven  appoints  this  fevour'd  race  to  reign, 
And  blood  has  drench'd  the  Scottish  fields  in  vain ; 
Must  I  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake  ? 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lov'd  Qiloe's  sake, 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  submit  to  fete's decree  } 
If  not  to  Brunswick,  O  return  to  me ! 
Prostrate  before  the  victor's  mercy  bend : 
What  spares  whole  Uiousands,  may  to  thee  extend. 
Should  blinded  friends  thy  doubtful  conduct  blame, 
Great  Brunswick's  virtue  shall  secure  thy  fame : 
Say  these  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne. 
And  own  the  monarch,  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  own: 
The  world,  convinc'd,  thy  reasons  will  approve; 
Say  this  to  them;  but  swear  to  me  twas  lave. 


AN  ODE, 
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Idem 
Pacis  eras  mediusque  belli.  Hor. 

Fair  daughter  once  of  Windsor's  woods ! 
In  safety  o^er  the  rolling  floods, 
Britannia's  boast  and  dsurling  care. 
Big  with  the  fete  of  Europe,  bear. 
May  winds  propitious  on  his  way 
The'  mhiister  of  peace  convey ; 
Nor  rebel  wave,  nor  rising  storm, 
Great  George'ft  liquid  realms  deform. 

Our  vows  are  beard.    Thy  crowded  sails 
Already  swell  with  western  gales  ; 
Already  Albion's  coast  retires, 
And  Ca^iis  multiplies  her  spires : 
At  length  has  royal  Orleans  prest. 
With  open  arms,  the  well-known  guest; 
Pefore  in  sacred  friendship  join'd. 
Anil  now  in  counsels  for  mankind : 

Whilst  his  clear  schemes  oiur  patriot  show». 
And  plans  the  threalen'd  world's  repose. 


They  fix  caok  haughty  monuch's  doom^ 
And  Uqss  whob  atfps  yet  to  cosm. 
Hencefbrth  great  Bmnswipk  shall  decsef 
What  flag  most  awe  the  Tyrrheae  sea  ; 
Prom  whom  the  Tuscan  grape  shall  glow. 
And  fruitful  Arethusa  flow. 

See  hi  firm  leagues  with  Thames  comfam» 
The  Seine,  the  Macae,  and  distant  Rhine ! 
Vor,  Ehro,  let  thy  single  rage 
With  half  the  warring  world  engage* 
Oh  !  call  to  mind  thy  thousands  slaio* 
And  Almanara's  fetal  plain ; 
While  yet  the  Gallic  tarroun  sleep. 
Nor  Britiuo  thunders  from  the  deepw 


PROLOGUE 
TO  TMi  OH  nraasmr  oa  oxfois^ 

1713. 

What  kings  heoceforth  shall  reiga,  wliat  slates  be 
Is  fixt  at  length  by  Assia's  jnat  decree :  [feee^ 

Whose  brows  the  Masa's  sacred  wreath  shall  fit 
Is  left  to  yoa,  tiie  arbiters  of  wit. 
With  beating  hearts  the  rival  poets  wait, 
TiU  you,  Athenians,  shall  decide  their  fbte ; 
Secure,  when  to  these  learned  seats  tbey  come. 
Of  equsl  judgment,  and  impartial  doom. 

Poor  is  the  playor's  feme,  whose  whale  reniiaa 
Is  but  the  praise  of  a  capridoos  town ; 
While,  with  moofc-maiesty,  and  fency'd  power,, 
He  struts  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  an  hoar. 
Oft  wide  of  nature  most  he  act  a  part. 
Make  love  in  tropes,  m  bombast  break  his  heaxt: 
In  turn  and  simile  resign  his  bveatfa, 
And  rhyme  and  quibble  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
We  blush,  when  plays  like  these  receive  apfdanse ; 
And  laugh,  in  secret,  at  the  tears  we  cause ; 
With  honest  scorn  our  own  success  disdain, 
A  worthless  honour,  and  inglocious  gain. 

No  trifling  scenes  at  Oxford  shall  appear; 
Well,  what  we  blush  to  act,  may  you  to  bear. 
To  you  our  fem'd,  our  standard  plays  we  bring. 
The  work  of  poets,  whom  you  taught  to  sing : 
Though  crown'd  with  feme,  they  dare  not  thnk  it 
Nor  take  the  laufel  till  bestowM  by  yon.         [das. 
Great  Gate's  self,  the  glory  of  the  sUge, 
Who  charms,  corrects,  exalts,  and  fires  the  age, 
Begs  hero  he  may  be  try*d  by  Roman  laws  ; 
To  you,  O  fethers,  be  submits  his  cause ; 
He  rests  not  in  the  people*s  general  voice. 
Till  you,  the  senate,  have  confirmed  his  choioa. 

Fine  is  the  secret,  delicate  the  art. 
To  wind  the  passions,  and  command  the  lieart; 
Fur  fancy'd  ills  to  force  our  tears  to  flow. 
And  make  the  generous  soul  in  love  with  woe  ; 
To  raise  the  shades  of  heroes  to  our  view ; 
Rebuild  fall'n  empires,  and  old  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  task !  how  rare  the  godlike  rage  I 
None  should  presume  to  dictate  for  the  stagey 
But  such  as  boast  a  greet  extensive  mind, 
Enriched  by  Nature,  and  by  Art  refin'd ; 
Who  from  the  ancient  stores  their  knowledge  bring. 
And  tasted  early  of  the  Mn<;es'  sprnf?. 
M«»y  none  pretend  upon  Imt  throne  to  sit. 
But  such  as,  sprung  from  you,  tere  horn  to  wit : 
Chostn  by  the  mob,  their  lawless  claim  we  slight ( 
Yours  is  tbc  old  hereditary  right 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


THOUQHTSb . . .  •  A  WlAiGMENT. 


lit 


THOUGHTS 
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IXSCRIBSD  TO 

GEORGE  CLARKE,  Esq. 

....  Aoimuin  pictura  pascit  insni 

Mofta  feoienty  krigoqiie  humectat  flumine  vultun. 

ViRC. 

Caw  Unsbe  he !  ooiMCharks,  tiie  good,  the  great, 
Be  sank  by  Heaven  to  each  a  dismal  state  ! 
Bow  meagre,  pale,  neglecfted,  worn  with  cafe ! 
What  ale»dy  tadness,  and  august  despair  I 
Id  thoae  sunk  eyes  the  grief  of  years  I  trace. 
And  sorrov  seems  acquainted  with  that  fece. 
Tean,  which  his  heart  disdained,  from  me  o'eiflor. 
Thus  tDBDTvey  Ood^s  Aibstitnte  below. 
In  solemn  atngnish,  and  majestic  woe. 

When  ^Mird  of  empire  by  nnhatlowM  hands. 
Sold  by  his  slaves,  and  held  tn  impioas  bands; 
Rent  from,  what  oft  had  sweetened  anxioiis  life. 
His  helpless  children,  and  his  bosom  wife; 
DoomM  fgr  the  faith,  plebeian  rage  to  stand. 
And  fisll  a  victhn  for  the  gnilty  land ; 
llien  Ibos  was  seen,  abandoned  and  forlorn, 
The  king,  tlie  father,  and  the  saint  to  mourn.-— 
How  couU'st  tboa,  artist,  then  thy  skill  disphy  } 
Thy  steady  hands  thy  savage  heart  betray : 
Near  thy  bold  work  the  stomiM  spectators  £eiint, 
Nor  see  nnmov'd,  what  thon  nnraov*d  conld'st  paint 
What  brings  to  mind  each  imrioos  scene  of  woe, 
TV  insulting  judge,  the  solemn-mocking  show. 
The  horrid  sentence,  and  accarsed  blow. 

Where  then,  just  Heaven,  was  thy  unactive  hand. 
Thy  idle  thunder,  and  thy  lingering  brand  ! 
Thy  adamantine  shield,  tiiy  anoel  wings, 
Aod  the  great  genii  of  anointed  kings ! 
Treason  and  fraud  shall  thus  the  stars  regard  I 
And  injnr*d  virtkie  meet  this  sad  reward  ! 
So  sad,  none  like,  can  Time's  old  records  tell. 
Though  Pompey  bled,  and  poor  Darius  fell. 
All  nanaes  but  one  too  low-^tliat  one  too  high : 
All  parall^s  arc  wrongs,  or  blasphemy. 

O  Power  Supreme  !  How  secret  are  thy  ways ! 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  trace  the  mystic  maze, 
With  foolish  wisdom,  arguing,  charge  his  God, 
His  balance  hold,  aud  guide  his  angry  rod ; 
Kew-mottU  ih^splieres,  and  mend  the8ky*s  design. 
And  sound  th^  immense  with  his  short  scanty  line. 
Do  thou,  my  #oul,  the  -destinM  period  wait, 
When  God  shall  solrc  the  dark  decrees  of  fate. 
His  DOW  unequal  dispensations  clear, 
And  make  all  wise  and  beautiful  appear; 
When  suffering  saints  aloft  in  beams  shall  glow. 
And  prosperoos  traitors  gnash  their  teeth  below. 

Such  boding  thoughts  did  guilty  conscience  dart, 
A  pledge  of  Hell  to  dying  Cromweirs  heart : 
Then  this  pale  image  seem'd  t'  invade  his  room^ 
Gaz'd  him  to  stone,  and  wam'd  him  to  the  tomb. 
While  thuFiders  roll,  and  nimble  lightnings  play, 
And  the  storm  wings  his  spotted  soul  away,    [mand 
A  blast  more  bounteous  ne'er  did  Heaven  com- 
To  scatter  blessings  o'er  the  British  land. 
Kotthat  more  kind,  which  d)»sh*d- the  pride  of  Spain, 
And  whiri'd  her  CTtt$b'd  Anpada  round  the  ma:n; 


Not  those  more  kind,  which  guide  oar  i 

towers, 

Waft  gums  and  gold.^and  made  fhr  India  ours  i 
That  only  kinder,  which  to  Britain's  shore 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuart's  race  restore. 
Renewed  the  church,  reversed  the  kingdom's  dooBB|» 
And  brought  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  come. 

O  Clarke,  to  whom  a  Stuart  trusts  her  reign 
O'er  Albion's  ieets,  and  delegates  the  main ; 
Dear,  as  the  faith  thy  k>yal  heart  hath  swon. 
Transmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
This  sight  shall  damp  the  raging  ruffian's  breail^ 
The  poison  spUl,  and  half-drawn  sword  arrest; 
To  soft  compassion  stubborn  traitors  bend, 
And,  one  dskioy'd,  a  thonsand  kings  deiiutdL 


A  FRAGMENT 

OF 

A  POEM  ON  HUNTING. 

Dona  cano  div&m,  laetas  yenantibus  artes, 
Auspicio,  Diana,  tiio Gratiut^ 

Hoasss  and  hounds,  their  care,  their  various  ratCy 
Tlie  numerous  beasts,  that  range  the  rural  chase. 
The  huntsman's  chosen  scenes,  his  friendly  stars, 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  sylvan  wars, 
I  first  in  British  verse  presume  to  raise ; 
A  ventnroos  rival  of*the  Roman  praise. 
Let  me,  chaste  queen  of  woods,  thy  aid  obtain. 
Bring  herethy  li^-fbot  nymphs,andsprightly  train  s 
If  of^  o'er  lawns,  thy  care  prevents  the  day 
To  rouse  th?  foe,  and  press  the  bounding  prey. 
Woo  thme  own  Phoebus  m  the  task  to  join. 
And  grant  me  genhis  for  the  bold  dengn. 
In  this  soft  shade,  O  sooth  the  warrior's  tire. 
And  fit  his  bow-string  to  the  trembling  l3Fre ; 
And  teach,  while  thus  their  arts  and  arms  we  nn^ 
The  groves  to  echo,  and  the  vales  to  ring. 
«        «        «        *«*        *        *        * 

4F  «  «  *  «  «  ♦ 

Thy  care  be  first  the  various  gifts  to  trace. 
The  minds  and  genius  of  the  Intrant  race. 
In  powers  distinct  the  different  clans  excel. 
In  sight,  or  swiftness,  or  sagacious  smell ; 
By  wiles  ungenerous  some  surprise  the  prey. 
And  some  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
Scest  thou  the  gaze-hound !  how  with  glance  severe 
From  the  close  herd  he  marks  the  destin'd  deer  ! 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound's  stretch  displays^ 
The  hare  preventing  in  her  airy  maze ; 
The  luckless  prpy  how  treacherous  tumblers  gdin, 
And  dauntless  wolf-dogs  shake  the  lion's  mane  ; 
O'er  all;  the  blood-hound  boasts  superior  skill. 
To  scent,  to  view,  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill ! 
His  fellows'  vain  alarms  rejects  with  scorn. 
True  to  the  master's  voKe,  and  learned  horn. 
His  nostrils  oft,  if  ancient  Fame  sing  tnie, 
Trace  the  sly  fblon  through  the  tainted  dc^ ; 
Once  snufTd,  he  follows  with  unalter'd  aim. 
Nor  odours  lure  him  from  the  chosen  game ; 
Deep  month'd  be  thunders,  and  infiam'd  he  viem, 
Springs  on  relent les.«,  and  to  death  pursues. 

Some  hounds  of  manners  vile  (nor  less  we  find 
Of  fops  in  hounds,  than  in  the  reawnmg  kind) 
Puff'd  with  conceit  run  gladd  ng  o'er  the  plain. 
And  from  the  snent  divert  the  wiser  train ; 
For  the  foe's  footsteps  fondly  snuff  their  own, 
And  mar  the  music  with  their  senwless  tone ; 
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9tftrt  «t  the  starting  ptef^  or.  rostlin;  wind. 
And,  hot  at  first,  inglorious  lasf  behind. 
A  sflnnterin;  tribe !  may  mich  my  foes  disgrace ! 
Give  me,  ye  gods,  to  breed  the  nobler  race. 
Nor  griere  thou  to  attend,  while  tntths  nnknoim 
I  sing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  onr  own. 

Dost  thou  in  hounds  aspire  to  deathless  fiime  ? 
Learn  well  their  lineage  uid  their  ancient  stem. 
£ach  tribe  with  joy  old  rustic  heralds  trace, 
And  sing  the  chosen  worthies  of  their  race ; 
How  his  stre*8  features  in  the  son  were  spy'd. 
When  Die  was  made  the  rigorous  Ringwood*s  bride. 
Less  sure  thick  lips  the  fate  of  Austria  doom. 
Or  eade  noses  rul'd  almighty  Rome. 

Oooa  shape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  confine, 
Some  praise  the  Greek,  and  some  the  Roman  line ; 
And  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims, 
As  Albion's  nymphs,  and  India's  jetty  dames. 
Immense  to  name  their  lands,  to  mark  their  bounds. 
And  paint  the  thousand  families  of  hounds : 
First  count  the  sands,  the  drops  where  oceans  flow, 
Or  Gauls  by  Marlborough  sent  to  shades  below. 
The  task  he  mine,  to  teach  Britannia's  swains, 
Hy  much-lov'd  country,  and  ray  native  plains. 

Such  be  the  dog,  I  charge,  thou  meanest  to  train. 
His  back  is  crooked,  and  bis  belly  plain, 
Of  fillet  stretched,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapering  tail,  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind ; 
TrusB-thi^M,  stiaigbt-ham'd,  and  fox-iike  ibrm'd 

his  paw, 
Large-legM,  dry  8ol*d,  and  of  protended  claw. 
His  flat,  wide  nostrils  snuff  the  savory  steam, 
And  from  his  eyes  he  shoots  pernicious  gleam; 
Middling  his  head,  and  prone  to  earth  bis  view. 
With  ears  and  chest  that  dash  the  morning  dew : 
He  best  to  stem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound, 
And  charm  the  Dryads  with  his  voice  profound  ; 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord. 
And  crown  the  sylvkn  heroes  plenteous  board. 

Hie  matron  b.tch  whose  womb  shall  best  produce 
The  hopes  and  fortune  of  th'  illustrious  house, 
Deriv'd  from  noble,  but  from  foreign  seed. 
For  various  nature  loatbs  incestuous  bi^eed, . 
Is  like  the  sire  throughout     Nor  yet  displease 
Large  flanks,  and  ribs,  to  give  the  teemer  ease. 

In  Spring  let  loose  thy  pairs.      Then  all  things 
prove 
The  stings  of  pleasure,  and  the  pangs  of  love : 
Ethereal  Jove  then  glads,  with  genial  showers, 
Earth^s  mighty  womb,  and  strews  her  lap  with 

flowers. 
Hence  juices  mount,  and  buds,  eraboldenM,  try 
More  kindly  breezes,  and  a  softer  sky : 
Kind  Venus  revels.    Hark  !  on  every  bough. 
In  lulling  strains  the  feathered  warblers  woo. 
Pell  tigers  soften  in  th'  infectious  flames, 
And  licfns  fawning,  court  their  brinded  dames : 
Great  Love  pervaides  the  deep ;  to  please  his  mate, 
The  whale,    in    gambols,    oaoves  his  monstrous 

weight, 
Heav'd  by  his  wayward  mirth  old  Ocean  roars. 
And  scattered  navies  bulge  on  distant  shores. 

All  Nature  smiles ;  come  now,  nor  fear,  my  love. 
To  taste  the  odours  of  the  woodbine  grove, 
To  pas9  the  e^'ening  glooms  in  harmless  play. 
And,  sweetly  swearing,  languisih  life  away. 
An  altar,  bound  with  recent  flowers,  I  rear 
To  thee,  best  season  of  the  varloiu  year  | 


All  hail !  such  days  in  beauteous  order  rm, 
So  swift,  so  sweet,  when  fiist  the  world  began. 
In  £den*s  bowers,  when  man*s  great  sire  assiga'd! 
The  names  and  natures  of  the  brutal  kind. 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walkM  their  romid. 
And  hares,  todaunted,  lick'd  the  fondling  boond  ; 
Wondrous  to  tell !  but  when,  with  hickless  hand. 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  sole  command. 
Then  Want  and  Envy  brought  their  meagre  train, 
ThenWrath  came  down,and  Death  had  leave  to  reigns 
Hence  foxes  earth'd,  and  wolves  abhor'd  the  day. 
And  hungry  churls  ensnar'd  the  nightly  prey  ; 
Rude  arts  at  first;  but  witty  Want  refin*d 
The  huntsman's  wiles,  and  Famine  form'd  the  flEund. 

Bold  Nimrod  first  the  lion's  trophies  wore. 
The  panther  bound,  and  lanc'd  the  bristling  boar; 
He  taught  to  turn  the  hare,  to  bay  the  deer. 
And  wheel  the  courser  in  his  mid  career : 
Ah  !  had  he  there  restraint  his  tyrant  hand ! 
Let  me,  ye  powers,  an  humbler  wreath  demand. 
No  pomps  I  ask,  which  crowns  and  sceptres  yield. 
Nor  dangerous  laurels  in  the  dusty  field ; 
Fast  by  the  forest,  and  the  lim^Nd  spring. 
Give  m^  the  warfkre  of  the  woods  to  sing. 
To  breed  my  whelps,  and  healthful  press  the  game, 
A  mean,  inglorious,  but  a  guiltless  name. 

And  now  thy  female  bean  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  hares,  and  triumphs  yet  to  come- 
No  sport,  I  ween,  nor  blast  of  sprightly  horn. 
Should  tempt  me  then  to  hurt  the  whelps  uoiKMtir 
Unlocked,  in  covers  let  her  freely  run. 
To  range  thy  courts,  and  bask  before  the  Sun; 
Near  thy  full  table  let  the  favourite  stand, 
Stiok'd  by  thy  sod*s,  or  Uooming  daughter's  handr 
Caress,  indulge,  by  arts  the  matron  bride, 
T*  improve  her  breed,  and  teem  a  vigorous  tribe. 

So,  if  small  things  may  be  compar'd  with  great. 
And  Nature's  works  the  Muses  imitate. 
So,  stretch'd  in  shades,  and  luird  by  murmuriag 

streams. 
Great  Maro's  breast  received  the  heavenly  dreams. 
Recluse,  serene,  the  musing  prophet  hiy. 
Till  thoughts  in  embryo,  ripening,  burst  their  way. 
Hence  bees  in  state,  and  foaming  coursers  come. 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  walb  of  lofty  Rome. 


TO  APOLLO  MAKING  LOVE. 

raOM  MOKStBOa  PONTSNBLLB. 

I  AM,  cry'd  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd, 
And  pantmg  ibr  breath,  the  coy  virgin  pursued. 
When  his  wisdom,  in  manner  most  aii^>le,  ncpiest 
The  long  list  of  the  graces  his  godship  possest: 
I'm  thb  god  of  sweet  song,  and  inspirer  of  lays ; 
Nor  for  lays,  nor  sweet  song,  the  fair  fugitive  stays; 
Vm  the  god  of  the  harp — stop  my  fairest — in  vain; 
Nor  the  harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetqh  her  again* 
Every  plant,  every  flowet^  and  their  virtues  I  knov, 
God  of  light  Pm  above,  and  of  physic  below :  [fast; 
At  the  dreadftil  word  physic,  the  nymph  fled  mora 
At  the  fatal  word  physic  she  doubled  be(  haste. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


THE  PHENIX. 


113 


T1m»  iamd  godof  wiidoni,  then,  alter  thy  i^irase, 
Bid  her  viev  the  young  bloom^  and  thy  ravithing  rays, 
Teil  her  leas  of  thy  knowledge,  and  morei  of  thy 


Apd,  my  life  fcr  %  tbe  dannel  iriU  fly  to  thy  anna. 


THE  FATAL  CURIOSITY. 

Mvca  had  I  beard  of  &ir  Francelia*8  name. 
The  IftTish  praiaes  of  the  habler,  Fame : 
I  thought  them  mch,  and  went  prepar'd  to  pry. 
And  trace  the  channer,  with  a  critic's  eye  | 
Reaolv'd  to  find  some  fiinlt,  before  unspy'd. 
And  diaappointed,  jf  hot  lalisfy'd* 

to««  pieic'd  the  Tutal  heart,  that  durrt  rebel. 
And  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  Tictim  fell : 
On  thoaa  dear  eyea,  with  iweet  perdition  gay, 
I  jras'd,  at  once,  my  pride  and  sool  away ; 
All  o'er  I  felt  tiie  hisciOQS  poison  run. 
And,  in  a  look,  the  hasty  compiest  won. 

Thna  the  fend  moth  arouid  the  taper  plays. 
And  spoffts  and  flatters  near  the  treacherous  blaze  j 
RaTish'd  with  Joy,  he  wings  his  eager  flight, 
Kor  dreamt  of  ruin  in  so  dear  a  tight ; 
He  tonpts  his  fate,  and  oonrts  a  gloqous  doom, 
A  boghi  destmetion,  and  a  shming  tomb. 


TO  A  LADY: 

vrra  A  msatimoK  or  nt  rasxix. 

LATisn  of  wit,  and  bold,  appear  the  lines. 
Where  Claudian's  genius  in  the  Phenix  shines  ; 
A  thooaand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  tum*d, 
And  the  gay  poem,  like  its  theme,  adom'd : 
A  tale  more  strange  ne'er  grac'd  the  poet's  art. 
Nor  e'er  did  fiction  play  so  wild  a  part.    , 

Each  feUed  charm  in  matchless  Celia  meetSy 
The  heavenly  colours,  and  ambronal  sweets; 
Her  Tirgin  bosom  chaster  fires  supplies. 
And  beams  more  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyes. 
O'oflowing  wit  th'  imagin'd  wonder  drew. 
But  fertile  fency  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 

Nbw  buds  your  youth,  vour  cheeks  their  bloom 
Hie  untainted  lily,  and  unfolding  rose ;    [disclose, 
Esse  in  yoar  mien,  and  sweetness  fan  your  (ace. 
You  speak  a  S3rren,  and  you  move  a  Once ; 
Nor  tone  shall  urge  these  beauties  to  decay, 
While  Tiftne  gives,  what  years  shall  steal  away : 
The  feir,  whose  j^onth  can  boast  the  worth  of  age. 
In  age  ahall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage ; 
hi  every  diange  still  lovely,  still  the  same, 
A  fentcr  Phenix  in  a  purer  flame. 


A  ntSCaiFTZON  OP 

TBE  PHENIX. 

mOM  CLAimiAM. 

In  utmoat  ocean  lies  a  lorely  isle. 
Where  %ning  Still  blooms,  and  greens  for  ever  smile, 
Which  sees  Uie  Son  put  on  his* first  amy. 
And  hears  his  panting  steeds  bring  on  the  day; 
When,  foom  the  deep,  thej[  mah  with  rs^  force, 
And  i^irl  aloft^  to  nm  thfltf  glorions  conrse ; 
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When  first  appear  the  ruddy  streaks  of  light. 
And  ghmmering  beams  diqpel  the  parting  night 

In  these  soft  shades,  unprest  by  human  feet. 
The  happy  Phenix  keeps  his  balmy  seat. 
Far  from  the  world  disjoin'd ;  he  reigns  alone, 
Ahke  the  empire,  and  its  king  unknown. 
A  god-like  bird  !  whoae  endless  round  of  years 
Out-lasts  the  stars,  and  tires  the  circling  spheres ; 
Not  usVl  like  vulgar  birds  to  eat  his  fill, 
Or  drink  the  cry^  of  the  murmuring  rill ; 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  purer  ray, 
'And  slak'd  by  streams  which  eastern  seas  convey ; 
Still  he  renews  his  life  in  these  abodes, 
Contemns  the  power  of  Fate,  and  mates  the  gods. 
His  fiery  eyes  shoot  forth  a  glittering  ray. 
And  round  his  head  ten  thousand  glories  play; 
High  on  his  crest,  a  star  celestial  bright 
Divides  the  darkness  with  its  piercing  light ; 
His  legs  are  stain'd  with  purple's  lively  dye. 
His  azure  wings  the  fleeting  winds  out-fly ; 
Soft  plumes  of  cheerful  blue  his  limbs  infold, 
Enrich'd  with  spangles,  and  bedropt  with  gold. 

Begot  by  none  himself,  begetting  none, 
Sire  of  himself  he  is,  and  of  himself  the  son  ; 
His  life  m  fimitful  death  renews  his  date. 
And  kind  destruction  but  prolongs  his  fete : 
Ev'n  in  the  grave  new  strength  his  limbs  receive. 
And  on  the  fomeral  pile  begin  to  live. 
For  when  a  thousand  times  the  summer  Sun 
His  bending  race  has  on  the  zodiac  run, 
And  when  as  oft  the  vernal  signs  have  roll'd. 
As  oft  the  wintery  brought  the  numbing  cold ; 
Then  drops  the.Mrd,  worn  out  with  aged  cares. 
And  bends  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  years. 

So  feUs  the  stately  pine,  that  proudly  grew. 
The  shade  and  glory  of  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  pierc'd  by  blasts,  and  spouting  clouds  o'er^ 
It,  slowly  sinking,  nods  its  tottering  head,    [spread. 
Part  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  sickly  rains. 
And  wasting  age  destroys  the  poor  remuns. , 

Then,  as  the  silver  empress  of  the  night, 
O'er-clouded,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light,    . 
So  fros'n  with  age,  and  shut  from  light's  supplies, . 
In  lazy  rounds  scarce  roll  his  feeble  eyes,  [nown'd. 
And  those  fieet  wings,  for  strength  and  speed  re- 
Scaroe  rear  th'  inactive  lumber  from  the  ground- 

Mysterious  arts  a  second  time  create 
The  bird,  prophetic  of  approaching  fete. 
Pil'd  on  a  heap  Sabaean  herbs  he  la3rs, 
Parch'd  by  his  sire  the  Sun's  intensest  rays ; 
The  piledesign'd  to  form  his  ftinenl  scene 
He  wraps  m  covers  of  a  fragrant  green. 
And  bioB  his  spicy  heap  at  once  become 
A  grave  destructive,  and  a  teeming  womb. 

On^  the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lies. 
Imploring  Phoebus  with  persuasive  cries. 
To  dart  upon  him  in  collected  raya. 
And  new-create  him  in  a  deadly  blaze. 

The  god  beholds  the  anppliant  from  afer. 
And  stops  the  progress  of  his  heavenly  earr.  [bom, 
«<  O  thou,"  says  he,  «  whom  hannless  fires  shall 
Thy  age  the  flame  to  second  youth  shall  turn. 
An  in&nt's  cradle  is  thy  funeral  urn. 
Thou,  on  whom  Heaven  hasfix'd  th'  amibignous  dooo^ 
To  live  by  ruin,  and  by  death  to  bloom. 
Thy  fife,  thy  strength,  thy  tovely  fonn  renew. 
And  with  fresh  beauties  doubly  charm  the  view." 

Thua  speaking,  'midst  the  aromatic  bed 
A  goklen  beam  he  totsca  fram  his  bead ; 
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Swift  as  desire,  ihe  sbioing  rain  flies, 
And  straight  devours  the  willing  sacrifice. 
Who  hastes  to  perish  in  the  fertile  fire, 
Sink  into  strength,  and  into  life  expire. 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high. 
Perfume  the  air,  and  glitter  in  the  sky. 
The  Moon  and  Stars,  amaz'd,  retard  their  flight, 
And  Nature  startles  at  the  doubtful  sight; 
For,  whilst  the  i^guant  urn  with  fury  glows. 
The  goddess  labours  with  a  mother's  throes. 
Yet  joys  to  cherish,  in  the  friendly  flames. 
The  noblest  product  of  the  skill  she  claims. 

Th'  enlivening  dust  its  head  begins  to  rear. 
And  on  the  ashes  sprouting  plumes  appear  ; 
In  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns. 
And  life  returning  revels  in  his  veins: 
A  new-bom  Phenix  starting  from  the  flame. 
Obtains  at  once  a  son's,  ai^  father's  name ; 
And  the  great  change  of  double  life  displays. 
In  the  short  moment  of  one  transient  blaze. 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends. 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  oommends. 
To  Bgypt  bearing,  with  majestic  pride, 
The  Uilmy  nest,  where  first  he  liv'd  and  dy'd. 
Birds  of  all  kinds  admire  th'  unusal  sight. 
And  grace  the  triumph  of  his  infimt  fljgfat ; 
In  crowds  unnumber'd  round  their  chidT  they  fly, 
Oppress  the  air,  and  clond  the  spacious  sky; 
Kor  dares  the  fiercest  of  the  winged  race 
Obstruct  his  journey  through  th*  ethereal  space  ; 
The  hawk  axid  eagle  useless  wars  forbear. 
Forego  their  courage,  and  consent  to  fear ; 
The  feather'd  nations  humble  homage  bring. 
And  bless  the  gaudy  flight  of  their  ambrosial  Idng, 

Less  glittering  pomp  does  Parthia's  monarch  yield, 
Commanding  legions  to  the  dusty  field ; 
Though  sparkling  jewels  on  his  helm  abound, 
Aiid  royal  gold  his  awful  head  surround ; 
Though  rich  embroidery  paint  his  purple  vest. 
And  his  steed  bound  in  costly  trappings  drest, 
Pleas'd  in  the  battle's  dreadful  van  to  ride. 
In  graceful  grandeur,  and  imperial  pride. 

Fam'd  for  the  worship  *of  the  Sun,  there  stands 
A  sacred  fane  in  Egypt's  fruitful  lands, 
Hewn  from  the  Theban  mountain's  rocky  womb 
An  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome ; 
Hither,  'tis  said,  he  brings  the  precious  load, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  beamy  god ; 
Upon  whose  altar's  consecrated  blaze 
The  seeds  &nd  relics  of  himself  he  lays. 
Whence  flaming  incense  makes  the  temple  shine. 
And  the  glad  altars' breathe  perfumes  divine. 
The  wafted  smell  to  far  Pelusium  flies, 
To  chear  old  Ocean,  and  enrich  the  skies. 
With  nectar's  sweets  to  make  the  nations  smile. 
And  scent  the  seven-fbld  channels  of  the  Nde. 

Thrice  happy  Phenix !  Heaven's  peculiar  care 
Has  made  thyself  thj'sclfs  surviving  heir ; 
By  Death  thy  deathless  vigour  is  supply'd, 
Which  sinks  to  ruin  all  the  world  b^ide ; 
Tliy  age,  not  thee,  assisting  Phcebus  burns. 
And  vital  flames  light  up  thy  funeral  urns. 
Whate'er  events  have  been,  thy  eyes  survey. 
And  thou  art  iixt,  while  ages  roll  away  ; 
Thou  saw'st  when  raging  Ocean  burst  his  bed, 
O'er-top'd  the  mountains,  and  the  earth  o'er-spread  ; 
When  the  rash  youth  inflam'd  the  high  abodes, 
Scorch'd  up  Uie  skies,  and  scared  the  deathless  gods. 


When  Nature  ceases,  then  dudt  still  i 
Nor  second  Chaos  bound  thy  eodlen  reign ; 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  shall  brave, 
Baflle  Destruction,  and  elude  the  Grave. 


VERSES 
TO  MRS,  LOWTHER 

ON   II  BR   MABBIA6B. 
PROM   MBNAOB. 

Thb  greatest  swain  that  treads  tfa'  Arcadian  grove^ 
Our  shepherds  enyy,  and  our  virgins  love. 
His  charming  n3rmph,  his  softer  ftir  obtaoMp 
The  bright  Diana  oS  our  flowery  pUdns ; 
He,  'midst  the  graceful,  of  superior  grace. 
And  she  the  loveliest  of  the  loneliest  race. 

Thy  fruitful  influence,  guardian  Juno,  shed. 
And  crown  the  pleasures  of  the  g^ial  bed : 
Raise  thence,  their  future  joy,  a  smiling  heir, 
Bi-ave  as  the  father,  as  the  mother  fiur. 
Well  may 'st  thou  shower  thy  choicest  gifb  on  those, 
Who  boldly  rival  thy  most  hated  foes  i 
The  vigorous  bridegroom  with  Alddes  vies, 
And  the  fait  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes. 


TO  A  LADY; 

WITH  A   PRB8BMT  OP  PLOWBIS. 

The  fragrant  ^nting  of  our  floweiy  fields. 
The  choicest  stores  that  yoathful  Summer  yields, 
Strephon  to  fiur  Elisa  hath  coovey'd. 
The  sweetest  garland  to  the  sweetest  maid. 
O  cheer  the  flowers,  my  fair,  and  let  them  rest 
On  the  Elysium  of  thy  snowy  breast. 
And  there  regale  the  smell,  and  charm  the  view, 
With  richer  odoi'rs,  and  a  lovelier  hue. 
Learn  h^nce,  nor  fear  a  flatterer  in  the  flower. 
Thy  form  divine,  and  beauty's  matchless  power: 
Faint,  near  tiiy  ched^s,  the  bright  carnation  glov^ 
And  thy  ripe  lips  out-blush  the  opening  rose : 
The  lily's  snow  betrays  less  pure  a  light, 
I/Mt  in  thy  bosom's  more  unsullied  white ; 
And  wreaths  of  jasmine  shed  perfumes,  beneath 
Th'  ambrosial  incense  of  thy  balmy  breath. 

Ten  thousand  beauties  grace  the  rival  pair. 
How  fair  the  chaplet,  and  the  nymph  how  fair! 
But  ah !  too  soon  these  fleet'^ig  charms  decay. 
The  fading  lustre  of  one  hastening  day. 
This  night  shall  see  the  gaudy  wreath  decline. 
The  roses  wither,  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garland's  fate  to  thine  shall  be  apply'd. 
And  what  advance  thy  form,  shall  check  thy  pride: 
Be  wise,  my  fair,  the  present  hour  improve. 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  waste  of  love ; 
Each  drooping  bloom  shall  plead  thy  just  excuse. 
And  that  which  show'd  thy  beauty,  show  its  use. 


on  A  LADY'S  PICTURE: 

TO  GILPRBD  LAWSOV,  ttQ, 

As  Damon  Chloe's  painted  form  surveyM, 
He  sigh'd,  and  languish'd  for  the  jiltmg  shade : 
For  Cupid  taught  the  artist  hand  its  gFace» 
And  Venus  wanton'd  in  the  n^mic  fitce. 
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Now  be  hmento  a  look  to  fiiMy  ftnr. 
And  ahoMMt  damiu,  what  yet  resembles  her  ; 
Nov  he  devoon  it,  with  his  longing  eyes^ 
Now  sBted,  firom  the  lovely  phantom  flies, 
Yet  boras  to  look  again,  yet  looks  i^n,  and  dies. 
Her  imry  neck  his  lips  presume  to  Uss, 
And  hb  bold  hands  the  swelling  bosom  press ; 
IV  swain  drinks  in  deep  draughts  of  vain  desire, 
Hehs  wHtKNit  heat,  and  bums  nn  lancy'd  fire. 

Straqge  power  of  paint!  thou  nice  creator  art ! 
What  love  mspires,  may  life  itself  impart 
Sbuck  with  like  wounds,  of  old,  Pygmalion  pray'd, 
And  bugg'd  to  life  his  artificial  maid ; 
Oasp,  new  Pygmalion,  clasp  the  seeming  charms, 
Per^pa  er'n  now  th'  enliyening  image  warms, 
Destin'd  to  crown  thy  joys,  and  revel  m  thy  arms : 
Thy  arms,  which  shall  with  fire  so  ^erce  invade, 
That  sise  at  once  shall  be,  and  cease  to  be  a  maid* 


PART  OP  THK 


FOURTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 
Cesbt,  hanng  resolved  to  give  battle  to  Petreius  and 
Afranias,Pompey's  lieutenants  in  Spain,encamped 
near  the  enemy  in  the  same  field.  The  behaviour 
of  their  soldiers,  at  their  seeing  and  knowing  one 
anolfaer,  is  the  sulject  of  the  following  verses. 

Tnia  ancient  friends,  as  now  they  nearer  drew, 
Piepaor'd  fiM*  fight  the  wondering  soidiers  knew ; 
Brother' with  brother,  in  unnatural  strife, 
And  the  son  arm'd  against  the  fatber^s  life : 
Curst  civil  war  !  then  conscience  first  was  felt. 
And  Uie  tough  veteran's  heart  began  to  melt 
FK*d  in  dumb  sorrow  all  at  once  they  stand. 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  the  guiltless  hand  ; 
To  %eat  ten  thoosuod  struggling  passions  move; 
The  stings  of  nature,  ^and  the  pangs  of  love. 
All  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  tbey  throw. 
And  run,  with  transport,  to  the  longing  foe : 
Here  the  loi^p-lost  acquaintance  neighbours  claim. 
There  an  old  friend  recalls  his  comrade's  name. 
Youths,  who  in  aits  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
Itome  rent  in  twain,  and  kindred  hosts  they  view. 

Teaim  wet  their  impioos  arms,  a  fond  relief. 
And  kisses,  broke  by  sobs,  the  words  of  grief ; 
Though  yet  no  blood  was  spilt,  each  anxious  mind 
With  horroar  thinks  on  what  his  rage  designed. 
Ah !  generoos  youths,  why  thus,  with  fruitless  pain. 
Beat  ye  those  breasts  }  why  gush  those  eyes  in  vain  ? 
^liy  blame  ye  Heaven,and  charge  your  guilt  onFate? 
Why  dread  the  tyrant,  whom  yourselves  make  great  ? 
Kds  he  the  trumpet  sound  ?  the  trumpet  slight, 
Kds  he  the  standards  move  ?  refuse  the  fight 
Your  generals,  left  by  you,  will  love  again 
A  son  and  father,  when  they  're  private  men. 

Kind  Concord,  heavenly  bom !  whose  blissful  reign 
HoUs  this  vast  globe  m  one  surrounding  chain, 
Whose  laws  the  jarring  elements  control, 
And  knit  each  atom  close  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Sool  of  the  world  !  and  love's  eternal  spring ! 
TUs  hicky  hour,  thy  aid  feir  goddess  bring  ! 
This  Ineky  hour,  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  guilt  on  guilt,  and  doubly  stain  the  times. 
Mb  veil  henceforth  for  sin,  for  pardon  none ; 
They  know  tben  duty,  now  their  friends  are  known. 
Vain  wish !  firom  blood  short  must  the  respite  he. 
New  crimes,  by  lofve  inhanc'd,  this  night  shall  see : 
Such  ii  tt0  wiU  of  Fate,  and  tuch  the  hard  decree. 


Twas  peace.   F^m  either  camp,  now  void  of  fear 
The  soldiers  mingling  chearful  feasts  prepare  : 
On  the  green  sod  the  friendly  bowls  were  crown'd. 
And  hasty  banquets  pil'd  upon  the  ground : 
Around  the  fire  tbey  talk ;  one  shdws  his  scars. 
One  tells  what  chance  first  led  bim  to  the  wars  > 
Their  stories  o'er  the  tedious  night  prevail, 
And  the  mute  drole  listens  to  the  tale ;         [bate. 
They  own  they  fought,  but  swear  they  ne'er  could 
Deny  their  guilt,  and  lay  the  blame  on  Fate ; 
Their  love  revives,  to  make  them  guiltier  grow, 
A  short-Iiv'd  blessmg,  but  to  heighten  woe. 

When  to  Petreius  first  the  news  was  told. 
The  jealous  general  thought  his  legions  sold. 
Swift  with  the  guards,  his  head-strong  fury  drew, 
From  out  his  camp  he  drives  the  hostile  crew  ; 
Cuts  clasping  friends  asunder  with  his  sword. 
And  stains  with  blood  each  hospitable  board. 

Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out,  «  O !  lost  to  feme ! 
Oh !  false  to  Pompey,  and  the  Roman  name ! 
Can  ye  not  conquer,  ye  degenerate  bands  ? 
Oh  !  die  at  least;  'tis  all  that  Rome  demands. 
What !  will  ye  own,  while  ye  can  wield  the  sword, 
A  rebel  standard,  and  usurping  lord  ? 
Shall  he  be  sued  to  take  you  into  place 
Amongst  his  slaves,  and  grant  you  equal  grace  ? 
What  ?  shall  my  life  be  begg'd  ?  inglorious  thought ! 
And  life  abhorr'd,  on  such  conditions  bought ! 
The  toils  we  bear,  rhj  friends,  are  not  for  life. 
Too  mean  a  prize  in  such  a  dreadfbl  strife; 
But  peace  would  lead  to  servitude  and  shame, 
A  feir  amusement,  and  a  specious  name. 
Never  had  man  explor'd  the  iron  ore, 
Mafk  d  out  the  trench,  or  rais'd  the  lofty  tower. 
Ne'er  had  the  steed  in  haroess  sought  the  plain. 
Or  fleets  encountered  on  th'  unstable  main ; 
Were  life,  were  breath,  with  feme  to  be  compar*d 
Or  peace  to  glorious  liberty  preferr'd. 
By  guilty  oaths  the  hostile  army  bound. 
Holds  fast  its  impious  feith,  and  stands  its  ground  ; 
Are  you  perfidious,  who  espouse  the  laws. 
And  traitors  only  in  a  righteous  cause } 
Oh  shame !  in  vain  through  nations  fiu:  and  wide. 
Thou  call'st  the  crowding  monarchs  to  thy  side, 
FslPn  Pompey  !  while  thy  legions  here  betray 
Thy  cheap-bought  life,  and  treat  thy  fisme  away." 

He  ended  fierce.    The  soldier's  rage  returns, 
'His  blood  flies  upward,  and  his  bosom  bums. 

So,  haply  tam'd,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands. 
Less  grimly  growls,  and  licks  his  keeper'^  hands  | 
But  if  by  chance  he  tastes  forbidden  gore. 
He  yells  amain,  and  makes  his  dungeon  roar. 
He  glares,  he  foams,  he  aims  a  desperate  bound. 
And  his  pale  master  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 

Now  deeds  are  done,  which  man  might  cbai^gn 
On  stubborn  Fate,  or  undiscerning  Night,      [aright 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawless  soldiers  known. 
And  made  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
The  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore. 
And  breasts  are  stabb'd,  that  were  embrac'd  before : 
Pity  awhile  their  hands  firom  slaughter  kept; 
Inward  they  groan'd,  and,  as  they  drew,  they  wept : 
But  every  blow  their  wavering  rage  assures. 
In  murder  hardens,  and  to  blood  mures,     [descry, 
Crowds  charge  on  crowds,  nor  friends  their  fiiends 
But  sires  by  sons,  and  sons  by  fathers  die. 
Black,  monstrous  rage !  each,  with  victorious  cries. 
Drags  his  slain  friend  before  the  general's  eyes, 
Exults  in  guilt,  that  throws  the  only  shame 
On  Pompey's  cause,  and  blots  the  Roman  name 
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TBB  riMT  BOOK  OF 

HOMER'S  ILIAD. 

>  TBI  DIBICATION. 


Who  I  fint  entered  upon  this  tnnsUtkm,  I  was 
•mbitious  of  dedicating  it  to  tlie  earl  of  Halifiu  ; 
.  Imt  being  prevented  from  doing  myielf  that  honoor^ 
\fj  the  unspeakable  loss  which  our  ooontryliath  sus- 
tained in  the  death  of  that  extraordinary  perMD,  I 
hope  I  shall  not  be  blamed  for  presan\ing  to  nsake  a 
dedication  of  it  to  his  memory.  The  greatness  of 
lus  name  will  justify  a  practice  altogether  uncom- 
mon, and  may  gain  favour  towards  a  work,  which 
(if  it  had  deserved  his  patronage)  is  peihaps  the  only 
one  inscribed  to  his  lordship,  that  will  escape  being 
rewarded  by  him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  such  a  dedi- 
cation, that  nothing,  I  could  say  in  it,  would  be 
fuspected  of  flattery.  Besides  tfaatthe  world  would 
take  a  pleasure  in  hearing  those  things  said  of  this 
great  man,  now  he  is  dead,  which  he  himsslf  would 
have  been  oflfended  at  when  living.  But  though  I 
am  sensible,  so  amiable  and  exalted  a  character 
would  be  very  acceptable  to  the  public,  were  I  able 
to  draw  it  in  its  full  extent ;  I  should  be  oensured 
very  deservedly,  should  I  venture  upon  an  under- 
taking, to  which  I  am  by  no  means  eijual. 

His  consummate  knowledge  in  all  kinds  of  busi- 
ness, his  winning  ek}quenoe  in  public  assemblies, 
his  active  seal  for  the  good  of  liis  country,  and  the 
share  he  had  in  conveying  the  supreme  power  to  an 
illustrMMii  family  famous  for  being  friends  to  man- 
kind, are  subjects  easy  to  be  enlarged  upon,  but 
incapable  of  being  exhausted.  The  nature  of  the 
following  performance  more  directly  leads  me  to 
lament  the  misfortune,  which  hath  befisllen  the 
learned  world,  by  the  death  of  so  generous  and  uni- 
reisal  a  patroo. 

He  rested  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  polite 
arts,  wherein  he  himself  was  so  great  a  master ; 
but  was  acted  by  that  humanity  they  naturally 
inspire:  which  gave  rise  to  many  exodleot  wri- 
ters, who  have  cast  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which 
he  lived,  and  will  distinguish  it  to  posterity.  It  is 
well  known,  that  very  fern  odebrated  pieces  have 
t>een  published  for  several  ytturs,  but  what  wero 
either  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or  supported 
by  his  approbation,  or  recompensed  by  his  bounty. 
And  if  the  succession  of  men,  who  excel  in  most  of 
the  reffaied  arts,  should  not  contmue ;  thoni^  some 
may  inqrate  it  to  a  decay  of  genius  in  our  country- 
men j    those,  who  are  unacquainted  with  his  lord- 


TICKELL'S  PQEMS. 

ship's  character,  wdl  know  more  justly  how  te 
account  for  it. 

The  cause  of  liberty  will  reo^ve  no  small  advan- 
tage in  future  times,  when  it  shall  be  obsenred  that 
the  earl  of  Halifox  was  one  of  the  patiiota  who  were 
at  the  head  of  it;  and  that  most  of  those,  who  were 
eminentinthe  several  parts  of  polite  or  useful  learn- 
ing, were  by  his  influence  and  exaa^le  engaged 
in  the  same  interest 

I  hope  therefore  the  public  will  excuse  my  ambi- 
tion for  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of  those 
applauded  men,  who  have  paid  him  this  kind  of 
homage:  especially  since  I  am  also  prompted  ts 
it  by  gratitude,  for  the  protection  with  which  he  had 
begun  to  honour  me ;  and  do  it  at  a  time,  when  he 
cannot  sufler  by  the  impoctunity  of  my  acknowledg- 


TO  THB  aBADBB. 

I MVST  mfoim  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this 
first  book,  I  had  some  thoughts  of  translating  the 
whole  Hied :  but  had  the  pleasure  of  being  diverted 
flnomtiiat  design,  by  finding  the  work  was  follen 
into  a  much  abler  hand.  I  would  not  therefore  be 
thought  to  have  any  other  view  in  publishing  this 
small  specimen  of  Homer's  Iliad,  than  to  bespeak,  if 
possible,  the  fovour  of  the  public  to  a  translation  of 
Homer's  Odyssets,  therein  I  have  already  made 
some  progrsss. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  ILIAD. 

AcHiLLBs'  fotal  wrath,  whence  discord  rose. 
That  brought  the  sons  of  Greece  luinuniber'd  woe^ 
O  goddess,  sing.     Full  many  a  hero's  ghost 
W^  driven  untimely  to  th'  infernal  coast. 
While  in  promiscuous  heaps  their  Ixxlies  lay, 
A  feast  for  dogs,  and  every  bird  of  prey. 
So  did  the  sire  oif  gods  and  men  fulfil 
His  stedfost  purpose,  and  almighty  will ; 
What  time  the  haughty  chieft  their  jars  begun, 
Atrides,  king  of  men,  uid  Pelens'  godlike  son. 

What  god  in  strife  the  princes  did  engage } 
Apollo  burning  with  vindietive  rage 
Against  the  scornful  king*  whose  impious  pride 
His  priest  dishonoured,  and  his  power  defy'd. 
Hence  swift  contagion,  by  the  god's  conmiaiids. 
Swept  thro'  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Grecian  bandm 

For,  wealth  inunense  the  holy  Chiyses  bore^ 
(His  daughter's  ransom)  to  the  tented  shore : 
His  sceptre  stretching  forth,  the  golden  rod, 
Hung  round  with  haUow'd  garlands  of  his  god^ 
Of  aU  the  host,  of  every  princely  chief. 
But  first  of  Atreus*  sons  he  begg'd  rsUsf  i 
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**  Grai  Atreus'  som  and  wiriike  Greeks  attends 
So  maj  W  immoftal  gods  yoar  cause  befriend, 
So  may  you  Priam's  loity  bulwarks  bum, 
ind  rich  in  gathered  spoils  to  Greece  return, 
As  lor  these  gifts  my  daughter  you  bestow, 
And  reference  due  to  great  Apollo  show, 
Jove*s  §Knmnte  o£^ring,  terrible  id  war. 
Who  sends  his  shafts  unerring  from  afar.' 

Thoagfaaat  the  host  consenting  murmurs  rise. 
The  priest  to  rererence,  and  give  back  the  prize ; 
When  the  great  kiog,  inoeus'd,  his  silence  broke 
hi  words  reproachful,  and  thus  sternly  spoke : 

Henoe,  dotard,  from  my  sight    Nor  ever  more 
Approach,  I  warn  thee,  this  forbidden  shore ; 
hat  thoa  stretch  forth,  my  fury  to  restrain. 
The  wreaths  and  sceptre  of  thy  god,  in  vain. 
The  captive  maid  I  never  will  resign. 
Till  age  o'ertakes  her,  I  have  vow'd  her  mine. 
To  distant  Argos  shall  the  fair  be  led  : 
She  shall ;  to  ply  the  loom,  and  grace  my  bed. 
Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way. 
Henoe  on  thy  life :  nor  urge  me  by  thy  stay*'* 

He  ended  frowning.     Speechless  and  dismay'd. 
The  aged  aire  his  stem  command  obey'd. 
Silent  he  pass'd,  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tombing  billowg,  (»  the  lonely  shore: 
Far  from  the  camp  he  pass'd :  then  suppliant  stood ; 
And  thus  the  hoary  priest  invoked  his  god : 

**  Dread  warrior  with  the  silver  bow,  give  ear. 
Patron  of  Chryaa  and  of  Cilia,  hear. 
To  thee  the  guard  of  Tenedos belongs; 
Propitioua  Sniintheus  !  Oh  ?  redress  my  wrongs. 
If  e'er  within  thy  fknc,  with  wreaths  adora'd, 
Tbe  fiit  of  bolls  and  well-fed  goats  I  bum'd, 
0  !  hear  my  prayer.    Let  Greece  thy  fiuy  know. 
And  wttii  thy  shafts  avenge  thy  servant's  woe." 

ApoUo  heard  his  injur'd  suppliant's  cry. 
Donm  nish'd  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  sky  j 
Across  his  breast  the  glittering  bow  he  slung, 
And  at  his  back  the  well-stor'd  quiver  hung : 
(ffis  arrows  rattled,  as  he  urg'd  his  flight) 
hi  ckMids  he  flew,  oonceai'd  from  moited  sight; 
Then  look  his  stand,  the  well-aim'd  shaft  to  tlurow : 
Pierce  sprung  the  sdring,  and  twang'd  the  rilver  bow. 
Tbe  dogs  and  mules  his  first  keen  arrow  slew; 
Amid  tihe  ranks  the  nart  more  fatal  flew, 
A  deathlul  dart    The  funeral  piles  aroimd 
For  ever  blaz'd  on  the  devoted  ground. 

Nine  days  entire  he  vex'd  th'  embattled  host. 
The  tenth,  Achilles  through  the  winding  coast 
Sonnnon'd  a  council,  by  the  queen's  command 
Who  wiehb  Heaven's  sceptre  in  her  snowy  hand ; 
She  monm'd  her  fevourite  Greeks,  who  now  enclose 
The  hero,  swifUy  speaking  as  he  rose: 

'*  What  now,  O  Atrens'  son,  remains  in  view. 
Bat  o^er  tbe  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 
Doom*d  to  destruction,  while  oAr  wasted  powers 
TIk  sword  and  pestilence  at  once  devours  ? 
Why  haste  we  not  some  prophet's  skill  to  prove. 
Or  seek  by  dreams?  (for  dreams  descend  from  Jove.) 
What  moves  Apollo's  rage  let  him  explain. 
What  vow  withheld,  what  hecatomb  unslain : 
And  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  can  pay 
The  price  for  guilt,  and  turn  this  curse  away  ?" 

Thus  he.    And  next  the  reverend  Cakhas  rose, 
Their  goide  to  Ilion  whom  the  Grecians  chose; 
The  prince  of  ai^urs,  whose  enlighten'd  eye 

CwJd  things  past,  present,  and  to  come,  descry : 


Such  wisdom  Phoebus  gave.    He  thus  began. 
His  speech  addressing  to  the  godlike  man : 

"  Me  then  command'st  thou,  lov'd  of  Jove,  to  show 
What  moves  the  god  that  bends  the  dreadfid  bow  I 
First  plight  thy  fiuth  thy  ready  help  to  lend« 
By  words  to  aid  me,  or  by  arms  ddend. 
For  I  foresee  his  rage,  whose  ample  sway 
The  Argian  powers  and  sceptred  chiefs  obey. 
The  wrath  of  kings  what  subject  can  oppose  } 
Deep  in  their  breasts  the  smother'd  vengeance  glowi^ 
Still  watchful  to  distroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth. 
Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  me,  if  I  speak  the  truth?" 

To  this  Achilles  swift  replies:  "  Be  bold. 
Disclose,  what  Phoebus  tells  thee,  uncontrol'd. 
By  him,  who,  listening  to  thy  powerful  prayer. 
Reveals  the  secret,  I  devoutly  swear. 
That,  while  these  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  strand. 
Not  Atreus'  son :  though  now  himself  he  boast 
The  king  of  men,  and  sovereign  of  the  host." 

Then  boldly  he.     "  Nor  does  the  god  complain 
Of  vows  withheld,  or  hecatombs  unslam. 
Chryseis  to  her  awful  sire  refus'd. 
The  gifis  r^ected,  and  the,  priest  abus'd. 
Call  down  these  judgments,  and  for  more  they  call. 
Just  ready  on  th'  esdiausted  camp  to  fall ; 
Till  ransom-free  the  damsel  is  bc^w'd,  \ 

And  hecatombs  are  sent  to  sooth  the  god. 
To  Chrysa  sent    Perhaps  Apollo's  rage 
The  gifts  may  expiate,  and  the  priest  assuage.*' 

He  spoke  and  sat    When,  with  an  angry  frowi^ 
The  chief  of  kings  upstarted  from  his  throne. 
Disdain  and  vengeance  in  his  bosom  rise. 
Lour  in  his  brows,  and  sparkle  in  his  eyes : 
.Full  at  the  priest  their  fiery  orbs  he  bent. 

And  all  at  once  his  fiiry  found  a  vent 
'*  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 

Did  that  most  inauspicious  voice  decree) 

For  ever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes. 

When  Greece  is  punish'd,  I  am  still  the  cause; 

And  now  when  Phoebus  spreads  his  plagues  abroadf 

And  wastes  our  camp,  'tis  I  provoke  the  god. 

Because  my  blooming  captive  I  detain. 

And  the  large  ransom  is  produc'd  in  vain. 

Fond  of  the  maid,  my  queen,  in  beauty's  pride, 

Ne'er  charm'd  me  more,  a  virgin  and  a  bride  ; 

Not  Clytemnestra  boasts  a  nobler  race, 

A  sweeter  temper,  or  a  lovelier  face. 

In  works  of  female  skill  hath  more  command* 

Or  guides  the  needle  with  a  nicer  hand. 

Yet  she  shall  go.    The  feir  our  peace  shall  buy  : 

Better  1  suffer,  than  my  people  die. 

But  mark  me  well.    See  instantly  prepar'd 

A  full  equivalent,  a  new  reward. 

Nor  is  it  meet,  while  each  enjoys  his  share. 

Your  chief  should  lose  his  portion  of  the  war :        '' 

In  vain  your  chief;  whilst  the  dear  prize,  I  boast. 

Is  wrested  firom  me,  and  for  ever  lost," 
To  whom  the  swift  pursuer  quick  reply'd : 

''  Oh  sunk  in  avarice,  and  swolnwith  pride ! 

How  shall  the  Greeks,  though  large  of  soul  they  be* 

Collect  their  severed  spoils,  a  heap  for  thee 

To  search  anew,  and  cull  the  choicest  share 

Amid  the  migh^  luurvest  of  the  war  ? 

Then  yield  thy  captive  to  the  god  resign'd, 

Assur'd  a  tenfold  recompense  to  find. 

When  Jove*s  decree  shall  throw  proud  ni<»  down^ 

And  give  to  plunder  the  devoted  town." 
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"  Think  not,*'  Atrides  answer'd,  "though  thou 
Chraceful  in  beauty,  like  the  powers  divjne,  [shine. 
Think  not,  thy  wiles,  in  specious  words  convey'd. 
From  its  firm  purpose  shall  my  soul  dissuade. 
Must  I  alone  berdt  sit  down  with  shame. 
And  thou  insulting  keep  thy  captive  dame  ? 
If,  as  I  ask,  the  large-sourd  Greeks  consent 
Full  recompense  to  give,  I  stand  content. 
If  not ;  a  prize  I  shall  myself  decree. 
From  him,  or  him,  or  else  perhaps  from  thee. 
While  the  proud  prince,  despoiPd,  shall  rage  in  vain. 
But  break  we  here.    The  rest  let  time  explain. 
Launch  now  a  well-trim'd  galley  from  the  shore. 
With  hands  experienced  at  the  bending  oar : 
Enclose  the  hecatomb ;  and  then  with  care 
To  the  high  deck  convey  the  captive  fiur. 
The  sacred  bark  let  sage  Ulysses  guide. 
Or  Ajax,  or  Idomeneus,  preside : 
Or  thou,  O  mighty  man,  the  chief  shalt  be. 
And  who  more  fit  to  soothe  the  god  than  thee  V 

"  Shameless,  and  poor  of  soul,"  the  prince  replies. 
And  on  the  monarch  casts  his  scornful  eyes, 
"  What  Greek  henceforth  will  march  at  thy  com- 
In  search  of  danger  on  the  doubtful  strand  ?  [mand 
Who  in  the  face  of  day  provoke  the  fight. 
Or  tempt  the  secret  ambush  of  the  night  ? 
Kot  I,  be  sure.    Henceforward  I  am  free. 
For  ne'er  was  Priam^s  house  a  foe  to  me. 
Far  from  their  inroads,  in  my  pastures  feed 
The  lowing  heifier,  and  the  pamper'd  steed. 
On  Phthia's  hills  our  fruits  securely  grow, 
And  ripen  careless  of  the  distant  foe, 
Between  whose  realms  and  our  Thessalian  shore 
Unnumbered  mountains  rise,  and  billows  roal*. 
For  thine,  and  for  thy  baffled  brother's  fame. 
Across  those  seafe,  diadainfiil  man,  I  came; 
Yet,  insolent !  by  arbitrary  sway 
Thou  talVst  of  seizing  on  my  rightful  prey, 
The  prize  whose  purchase  toils  and  dangers  cost, 
lAnd  given  by  suffrage  of  the  Grecian  host 
What  town,  when  sack'd  by  our  victorious  bands. 
But  still  brought  wealth  to  those  rapacious  hands  } 
To  me^  thus  scom'd,  contented  dost  thou  yield 
My  share  of  blood  in  the  tumultuous  field ; 
But  still  the  flower  of  all  the  spoil  is  thine ; 
There  claim*st  thou  most.    Nor  e'er  did  I  repine. 
Whate'er  was  giv*n  I  took,  and  thought  it  best. 
With  slaughter  tir*d,  and  panting  after  rest. 
To  Phthia  now,  for  I  shall  fight  no  more. 
My  ships  their  crooked  prows  shall  turn  fVom  shore. 
When  I  am  scom'd,  I  think  I  well  foresee 
What  spoils  and  pillage  will  be  won  by  thee.  * 

**  Hence !"  cry'd  the  monarch,  "  hence  !  without 
delay,** 
Think  not,  vain  man !  my  voice  shall  urge  thy  stay. 
Others  thou  leav'st,  to  the  great  cause  inclined, 
A  league  of  kings  thou  leav'st,  and  Jove  behind* 
Of  all  the  chiefe  dost  thou  oppose  me  most : 
Outrage  and  uproar  are  thy  only  boast. 
Piscord  and  jars  thy  joy.     But  learn  to  know. 
If  thou  art  strong,  'tis  Jove  hath  made  thee  so. 
Go,  at  thy  pleasure.    None  will  stop  thy  way. 
Go,  bid  thy  base-bom  Myrmidons  obey. 
Thou,  nor  thy  rage,  shall  my  resolves  subdue ; 
I  fix  my  purpose,  and  my  threats  renew. 
Since  'tis  decreed  I  must  the  maid  restore, 
A  ship  shall  waft  her  to  th'  ofifended  power  ; 
But  fiiir  Brisejs,  thy  allotted  prize. 
Myself  will  seize,  and  seize  before  thy  eyes : 


That  thou  and  each  audacioafl  man  may  fe^ 
llow  vain  the  rash  attempt  to  cope  with  me,'* 

Stung  to  the  soul,  tumultuous  thoughts  began 
Th\g  way  and  that  to  rend  the  godlike  man. 
To  force  a  passage  with  his  falchion  drawn. 
And  hurt  th'  imperial  boaster  from  his  throne. 
He  now  resolves :  and  now  resolves  again 
To  quell  his  fury,  and  his  arm  restrain. 
While  thus  by  turns  his  rage  and  reason  swayM, 
And  half  unsheathed  he  held  the  glittering  blade; 
That  moment,  Juno,  whose  impartial  eye 
Watch'd  o'er  them  both,  sent  Pallas  from  the  ^  r 
She  flew,  and  caught  his  yellow  hair  behind, 
(To  him  alone  the  radiant  goddifss  shln'd.) 
Sudden  he  turned,  and  started  with  surprize ; 
Rage  and  revenge  fiash'd  dreadful  in  his  eyes. 

Then  thus  with  hasty  words:  "O!  heavenly-bom, 
Com'st  thou  to  see  proud  Agamemnon's  scorn  ? 
But  thou  shalt  see  (my  s«'ord  shall  make  it  good) 
This  glutted  sand  smoke  with  the  tyrant's  blood." 

"  To  sooth  thy  soul"  the  blue-^y'd  maid  replies, 
"  (If  thou  obey  my  voice)  I  left  the  skies,   [mand  I 
Heaven's  queen,  who  fiivours  both,  gave  this  com- 
Suppress  thy  wrath,  and  stay  thy  vengeful  hand. 
Be  all  thy  rage  in  tauntful  words  exprest; 
But  guiltless  let  the  thirsty  falchion  rest. 
Mark  what  I  speak.     An  hour  is  on  its  way. 
When  gifts  tenfold  for  this  affront  sliall  pay. 
Suppress  thy  wrath ;  and  Heaven  and  me  obey. 

Then  he :  "1 3rield ;  though  with  reluctant  mind. 
Who  yields  to  Heaven  shall  Heaven  propitious  find." 
The  silver  hilt  dose-grasping,  at  the  word. 
Deep  in  the  sheath  he  plung'd  his  mighty  sword. 
The  goddess,  tuming,  darted  from  his  sight. 
And  reach'd  Olympus  in  a  moment's  flight. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  in  a  thundering  tone. 
Throws  out  his  wrath,  and  goes  impetuous  on : 

"  Valiant  with  wine,  and  furious  froni  the  bowl ! 
Thou  fierce-look'd  talker  with  a  coward  soul ! 
War's  glorious  peril  ever  slow  to  share : 
Aloof  thou  view'st  the  field ;  for  Death  is  there, 
Tis  greater  far  this  peaceful  camp  to  sway. 
And  peel  the  Greeks,  at  will,  who  disobey : 
A  tyrant  lord  o'er  slaves  to  earth  debas'd ; 
For,  had  they  souls,  this  outrage  were  thy  last 
But,  thou,  my  fix'd,  my  final  purpose  hear. 
By  this  dread  sceptre  solemly  I  swear : 
By  this  (which,  once  fit>m  out  the  forest  torn, 
No  leaf  nor  shade  shall  ever  more  adorn ; 
Which  never  more  its  verdure  must  renew, 
Lopp'd  from  the  vital  stem,  whence  first  it  grew: 
But  given  by  Jove  the  sons  of  men  to  awe, 
Now  sways  the  nations,  and  confirms  the  law) 
A  day  shall  come,  when  for  this  hour's  disdain 
The  Greeks  shall  wish  for  me,  and  wish  in  vain ; 
Nor  thou,  though  griev'd,  tihe  wanted  aid  afibrd. 
When  heaps  on  heaps  shall  fall  by  Hector's  swoid : 
Too  late  with  anguish  shall  thy  heart  be  torn. 
That  the  first  Greek  was  made  the  public  scorn." 

He  said.     And,  mounting  with  a  furious  bound. 
He  dash'd  his  studded  sceptre  on  the  ground  ^ 
Then  sat    Atrides,  eager  to  reply. 
On  the  fierce  champion  glanc'd  a  vengeful  eye. 

Twas  then,  the  madding  monarchs  to  compose, 
The  Pylian  prince,  the  smooth-speech'd  Nestor  rose. 
His  tongue  dropp'd  honey.     Full  of  days  was  be ; 
Two  ages  past,  he  liv'd  the  third  to  see : 
And,  his  first  race  of  subjects  long  decay'd. 
O'er  their  sons'  sons  a  peacefiU  sceptre  sway'd. 
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<«  AIm  Ibr  Oraeee  1"  he  cries,  «<  and  with  what  joy 
Shall  Priam  lieer,  and  every  wn  of  Troy  ! 
Thai  you,  the  tint  in  xt'mAom  as  in  wars, 
Waile  your  great  aouk  in  poor  ignoble  jars  1 
Goto!  yon  both  are  young.    Yetoftrever'd 
Greater  than  yon  have  the  wiie  Nestor  heard. 
Their  equals  never  shall  these  eyes  behold : 
GnwDs  tbe  just,  Piritbous  the  bold, 
Eufios,  Diyas,  bom  to  high  command, 
Shepherds  of  men)  and  rulers  of  the^land, 
Hioens  unrivaled  in  his  sire's  abodes, 
And  mighty  Polypheme,  a  match  for  gods. 
They,  greatest  names  that  ancient  story  knows, 
In  moital  conflict  met  as  dreadful  ft>es : 
Peerless  thro*  rocks  and  wilds  their  prey  pursued. 
And  the  huge  double  Centaur  race  subdued. 
With  them  my  early  youth  was  pleased  to  roam 
Through  regions,  ikr  from  my  sweet  native  home ; 
They  called  me  to  the  wars.    No  living  hand 
Gould  match  their  valour,or  their  strength  withstand; 
Yet  wont  they  oft  my  sage  advice  to  hear. 
Then  listen  both,  with  an  attentive  ear. 
Seise  not  thou,  king  of  men,  the  beauteous  slave, 
Th'  allotted  prize  the  Grecian  voices  gave. 
Nor  thou,  Pelides,  in  a  threatening  tone 
Urge  him  to  wrath,  who  fills  that  sacred  throne. 
The  king  of  forty  kings,  and  honoured  more 
By  mighty  Jove,  than  e'er  was  king  before. 
^ave  though  thou  art,  and  of  a  race  divine. 
Thou  must  obey  a  power  more  great  than  thine. 
Awl  thou,  O  iing,  forbear.     Myself  will  sue 
Great  Thetis'  son  his  vengeance  to  subdue : 
Great  Thetis'  valiant  son,  our  country's  boast. 
The  shield  and  bulwark  of  the  Grecian  host" 

**  Wise  are  thy  words,  O  sire,"  the  king  began, 
"  But  what  can  satiate  this  aspiring  man  ? 
Unbounded  power  he  claims  o'er  human -kind. 
And  hopes  for  slaves,  I  trust  he  ne'er  shall  find. 
Shall  we,  because  the  gods  haveform'd  him  strong, 
Bear  the  lewd  language  of  his  lawless  tongue !" 

•*  If  aw'd  by  thee,  the  Greeks  might  weU  despise 
My  name,"  the  prince,- precipitate,  replies, 
"  In  vain  thou  nodd'st  from  thy  imperial  throne. 
Thy  vassals  seek  elsewhere :  for  I  am  none. 
But  break  we  her&    The  fair,  though  justly  mine, 
With  sword  undrawn  I  purpose  to  resign. 
On  aught  beside,  I  once  for  all  comtnand. 
Lay  not;  I  charge  thee,  thy  presumptuous  hand. 
Come  not  within  my  reach,  nor  dare  advance. 
Or  thy  heart's  blood  shall  reek  upon  my  lance." 

Thus  both  in  foul  debate  prolonged  the  day. 
The  council  broke,  each  takes  his  separate  way. 
Achilles  seeks  his  tent  with  restless  mind ; 
Patroclus  and  his  train  move  slow  behind. 

Mean  time,  a  bartc  was  haulM  along  the  sand. 
Twice  ten  selected  Greeks,  a  brawny  band. 
Tog  the  tough  oars,  at  the  great  king's  command. 
The  gifts,  the  hecatomb,  the  captive  fair. 
Are  all  intmsted  16  Ulysses'  care. 
They  mount  the  deck.    The  vessel  takes  its  flight, 
Boonds  o'er  the  surge,  and  lessens  to  the  sight. 

Next  he  ordains  along  the  winding  coast 
By  hallow'd  rites  to  purify  the  host 
A  herd  of  chosen  victims  they  provide, 
And  cast  their  offids  on  the  briny  tide. 
Ist  bulls  and  goats  to  great  Apollo  die. 
In  doads  the  savory  steam  ascends  the  sky. 

TheGreeksto  Heaven  their  solemn  vows  addrest ; 
M  dire  revenge  roU'd  In  the  monarch's  breast 


Obsequious  at  his  call  two  heralds  stand : 
To  them  in  frowns  he  gives  this  harsh  command. 
**  Ye  heralds,  to  Achilles'  tent  repair; 
Thence  swift  the  female  slave  Briseis  bear. 
With  arms,  if  disobey'd,  myself  will  come. 
Bid  him  resign  her,  or  he  tempts  his  doom." 

The  heralds,  though  unwillingly,  obey. 
Along  the  sea-beat  shore  they  speed  their  way : 
And,  now  the  Myrmidonian  quarter  past. 
At  lUs  tent-door  they  find  the  hero  plac'd. 
Disturb'd  the  solemn  messengers  he  saw : 
They  too  stood  silent,  with  respectful  awe, 
Before  the  royal  youth,  they  neither  spoke. 
He  gness'd  their  message,  and  the  silence  brokcf 

"  Ye  ministers  of  gods  and  men,  draw  near. 
Not  you,  but  him  whose  heralds  ye  appear, 
Robb'd  of  my  right  I  blame.    Patroclus,  bring 
The  damsel  forth  for  this  disdainful  king. 
But  ye,  my  wrongs,  O  heralds,  bear  in  mind. 
And  clear  me  to  the  gods  and  all  mankind, 
Ev'n  to  your  thoughtless  king ;  if  ever  more 
My  aid  be  wanted  on  the  hostile  shore. 
Thoughtless  he  is,  nor  knows  his  certain  doom. 
Blind  to  the  past,  nor  sees  the  woes  to.  come. 
His  best  defence  thus  rashly  to  forego. 
And  leave  a  naked  army  to  the  foe." 

He  ceas'd.    Patroclus  his  dear  .friend  obey'd. 
And  usher'd  in  the  lovely  weeping  maid. 
Sore  sigh'd  she,  as  the  heralds  took  her  hand. 
And  oft  look'd  back  slow-moving  o'er  the  strand. 

The  widow'd  hero,  when  the  fiiir  was  gone. 
Far  from  his  friends  sat  bath'd  in  tears  alone. 
On  the  cold  beach  he  sat,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
Where  black  with  storms  the  curling  billows  rise. 
And  as  the  sea  wide-rolling  he  surveyed. 
With  out-stretch'd  arms  to  his  fond  mother  pray'd  : 

"  Since  to  short  life  thy  hapless  son  was  bom. 
Great  Jove  stands  bound  by  promise  to  adorn 
His  stinted  course,  with  an  immortal  name. 
Is  this  the  great  amends  ?  the  promis'd  fame  ? 
The  son  of  Atreus,  proud  of  lawless  sway. 
Demands,  possesses,  and  enjoys  my  prey." 

Near  her  old  sire  enthron'd,  she  heard  him  weep 
From  the  low  silent  caverns  of  the  deep  : 
Then  in  a  morning  mist  her  head  she  rears. 
Sits  by  her  son,  and  mingles  tears  with  teais ; 
Close  grasps  her  darling's  hand.     "  My  son,"  shie 
cries,  [eyes  ? 

"  Why  heaves  thy  heart  ?  and  why  overflow  thy 
Oh  tell  me,  tell  thy  mother  all  thy  care. 
That  both  may  know  it,  and  that  both  may  share." 

"  Oh  !  goddess !"  cryM  he,  with  an  inward  groan, 
"  Thou  know'st  it  all :  to  thee  are  all  things  known* 
Eetian  Thebes  we  sack'd,  their  ransack'd  towers. 
The  plunder  of  a  people,  all  was  ours. 
We  stood  agreed  the  booty  to  divide. 
Chryseis  rosy-cbcek'd,  and  glossy-ey'd. 
Fell  to  the  king;  but  holy  Chryses  bore 
Vast  gifts  of  ransom,  to  the  tented  shore : 
His  sceptre  stretching  forth  (the  golden  rod 
Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands  of  his  god) 
Of  all  the  host,  of  every  princely  chief. 
But  first  of  Atreus'  aons,  he  begg'd  relief. 
Throughout  the  host  consentmg  murmurs  ran. 
To  yield  her  to  the  venerable  man; 
But  the  harsh  king  deny'd  to  do  him  right, 
And  drove  the  trembling  prophet  from  hi»  sight 
Apollo  heard  his  injur'd  suppliant's  cry. 
And  dealt  his  arrows  through  th'  infected  sky ; 
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The  twift  coabtpanf  tent  by  hu  onmmandt. 
Swept  thro'  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Grecian  lmad$» 
The  guilty  cause  a  sacred  augur  shovM, 
And  I  first  mo^'d  to  mitigate  the  god. 
At  this  the  tjnrant  stormM,  and  veogeanoe  vpw'd ; 
And  now  too  soon  hath  maide  his  thi^eainingsgood. 
Chryse'is  6rst  with  gifts  to  Chrysa  sent. 
His  heralds  came  this  moment  to  my  tent. 
And  bore  Briseis  thence,  my  beauteous  «lave,  ' 
Th*  allotted  j^rize,  which  the  leagued  Grecians  gave. 
Thou  goddess,  then,  and  thou,  I  know,  hajit  power, 
For  thine  own  son  the  might  of  Jove  implore. 
Oft  in  my  father's  house  IVe  heard  thee  tell, 
When  sudden  fears'on  Heaven's  great  monarch  fell, 
Thy  aid  the  rebel  deities  overcame, 
And  sav'd  the  mighty  Thunderer  from  shame. 
Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno,  bound 
The  sire  in  chains,  and  hem'd  their  sovereign  round* 
Thy  voice,  O  goddess,  broke  their  idle  bands, 
And  caird  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands. 
The  prodigy,  whom  Heaven  and  Earth  revere, 
Briaieus  nam'd  above,  ^eon  here. 
His  fether  Neptune  he  in  strength  surpass'd; 
At  Jove's  right  hand  his  hideous  form  he  plac*d, 
Proud  of  his  might.    The  gods  with  secret  dread. 
Beheld  the  huge  enormous  shape  and  fled. 
Remind  him  then :  for  well  thou  know'st  the  art : 
Go,  clasp  his  knees,  and  melt  his  mighty  heart. 
Let  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o'er  the  plain. 
Seek  the  last  verge  of  this  tempestuous  main : 
There  let  theoi  perish,  void  of  all  relief,        ' 
My  wrongs  remember,  and  enjoy  their  chief. 
Too  late  with  anguish  shall  his  heart  be  torn. 
That  the  first  Greek  was  made  the  public  aoom." 

Thep  she  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er:) 
**  Why  bore  I  thee !  or  nourish'd,  when  I  bore  1 
Blest,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  strife, 
Thou  might'st  possess  thy  poor  remains  of  life. 
Thy  death  approaching  now  the  Fates  foreshow; 
Short  is  thy  destined  term,  and  full  of  woe. 
Bl-ftited  thou !  and  oh  unhappy  I ! 
^t  hence  to  the  celestial  courts  I  fly. 
Where,  hid  in  snow,  to  Heaven  Olympus  swells, 
And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  thunder,  dwells. 
Mean  time,  ihy  son,  indulge  thy  just  disdain: 
Vent  all  thy  rage,  and  shun  the  hostile  plain. 
Till  Jove  returns.    Last  ni^t  my  waves  he  cinss'd, 
And  sought  the  distant  Ethiopian  coast: 
Along  the  skies  his  radiant  course  he  steer'd. 
Behind  him  all  the  train  of  gods  appear'd, 
A  bright  processon.    To  the  holy  feast 
Of  blameless  men  he  goes  a  grateful  guest 
To  Heaven  he  comes,  when  twice  she  days  are  o'er ! 
Then  shall  his  voice  the  sire  of  gods  implore, 
Hien  to  my  lofty  mansion  will  I  pass. 
Founded  on  rockjB  of  ever-during  bjrass : 
There  will  I  clasp  his  knees  with  wonted  art. 
Nor  doubt,  my  son,  but  I  shall  melt  his  heart'* 

Sbo  o^as'd :  and  left  him  lost  in  doubtful  care. 
And  bent  on  vengeance  for  the  ravish'd  (air. 

But,  safe  arriv'd  near  Chrysa's  sacred  strand. 
The  sage  Ulysses  now  advanced  to  land. 
Along  the  coast  he  shoots  with  swelling  gales. 
Then  lowers  the  lofty  mast,  and  furls  the  sails  f 
Kext  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-tim'd  oar. 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  laitfafiil  shore. 
The  bark  now  fix'd  amidst  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryse'ii  foDowi  her  experienc'd  guide: 
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The  gifts  to  PlMpbaf  from  the  GfMim  htfft, 
A  hefd  of  bolls  went  bdlowiog  o'er  th«  eoaat 
To  the  god's  iane^  high  looking  o'er  the  land* 
He  led,  and  near  the  ahar  took  his  stand. 
Then  gave  her  to  the  joyful  father's  hand. 

«  All  hail!  Atrides  sets  thy  daughter  free. 
Sends  offerings  to  thy  god,  and  gifts  to  thee 
But  thou  entreat  the  power,  whose  dreadful  cway 
Afflicts  his  camp,  and  swieeps  his  host  away." 

He  said,  and  gave  her.    The  food  &ther  smil'd 
With  secret  r^iture,  and  embrac'd  his  child. 

Th^  victims  now  they  range  in  chosen  bands. 
And  oScr  gifts  with  unpolluted  hands : 
When  with  loud  voice,  and  arms  ap-rear'd  in  Air, 
The  hoary  priest  preferr  d  this  powerful  prayer: 

"  Dread  warrior  with  the  silver  bow,  give  ear. 
Patron  of  Chrysa  and  of  CiUa,  hear. 
About  this  dome  thou  walk'st  thy  constant  round  r 
Still  have  my  vows  thy  power  propitious  found. 
Rous'd  by  my  prayers  ev'n  now  thy  vengeance  bum, 
And  smit  by  thee,  the  Grecian  army  mounis. 
Hear  me  once  more ;  and  let  the  suppliant  foe 
Avert  thy  wrath,  and  slack  thy  dreadful  bow." 

He  prey'd;  and  great  Apollo  heard  his  prayer. 
The  suppliants  now  their  votive  rites  prqnune : 
Amidst  the  flames  they  cast  the  halkyw'd  bread. 
And  heaven-ward  turn  each  victim'^  desdn'd  head ; 
Next  slay  the  fatted  bolls,  their  skins  divide. 
And  from  each  carcase  rend  the  smoking  hide; 
On  every  limb  large  rolls  of  fat  bestow, 
And  cluMen  moreels  round  the  offisrings  strow : 
Mystenous  rites.    Then  on  the  fire  divine 
The  great  high  priest  pours  forth  the  ruddy  wine; 
Himself  the  offering  bums.    On  either  hand 
A  troop  of  youths,  in  decent  order,  stand. 
On  sharpened  forks,  obedient  to  the  sire. 
They  turn  the  tastefol  fragments  in  the  fire. 
Adorn  the  feast,  see  every  dish  well-stor'd, 
And  serve  the  plenteous  messes  to  the  board,  [souls, 

When  now  the  various  feasts  had  cbear*d  their 
With  ^Darkling  wines  they  crown  the  generous  bowls. 
The  first  libations  to  ApoUo  pay. 
And  solemnize  with  sacred  hymns  the  day : 
His  praise  in  lo  Paeans  loud  they  sing. 
And  sooth  the  rage  of  the  far-shooting  king. 
At  evening,  through  the  shore  dispersed,  they  sleeps 
Hush'd  by  the  distant  roarings  of  the  deep. 

When  now,  ascending  from  the  shades  of  night, 
Aurora  glow'd  in  all  her  rosy  light. 
The  daughter  of  the  dawn :  th'  awaken'd  crew 
Back  to  the  Greeks  encamp'd  thdr  course  renew. 
The  breezes  freshen:  for  with  friendly  gales 
Apollo  swell'd  their  wide,  distended,  sails : 
Cleft  by  the  rapid  prow,  the  waves  divide, 
And  in  hoarse  murmurs  break  on  either  side, 
In  safety  to  the  destined'port  they  passed. 
And  fix  their  bark  with  grappling  haulsers  fast ; 
Then  dragg'd  her  farther,  on  the  dry-land  coast, 
Regained  their  tents,  and  mmgled  in  the  Most 

But  fierce  Aehilles,  still  on  vengeance  bent, 
Qierish'd  his  wrath,  and  naadden'd  in  his  tent 
Ih'  assembled  chiefis  he  shunn'd  with  high  disdain, 
A  band  of  kings :  nor  sought  the  hostile  plain; 
But  long'd  to  hear  the  distant  troops  engage 
The  str&  grow  doubtful,  and  the  battle  rage. 

Twelve  days  were  past;  andnowth'etherialtniii» 
Jove  at  their  head,  to  Heaven  reium'd  agaui 
When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  ]^repar^d  to  rise, 
Shot  throogh  a  big-t  woln  wave,  and  pierc'd  the  iktsa 
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MtmAy  nora  the  retehM  the  realms  abofve. 
The  oomt  of  gods,  the  TMidenoe  of  Jove. 

On 'the  top-point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hilb  on  hiUs,  him  &r  aput  she  frand, 
Above  the  rest.    The  £arth  beneath  display'd 
(A  hoondleas  prospect)  his  broad  eye  survey 'd. 
Her  left  hand  grasp*d  his  knee^,  her  rif^ht  she  rear*d. 
And  tooclird  with  bbmdishmeiit  his  awful  beard ; 
Then,  suppliant,  with  submissive  voice  implor'd 
Old  Satflurn^  son,  the  god  by  gods  ador'd : 

''  If  e'car,  by  rebel  deities  opprest, 
Iffy  aid  vafiev*d  thee,  grant  this  one  request 
Siace  to  short  life  my  hapless  son  was  bom. 
Do  th'jQ  with  &roe  the  scanty  space  adorn. 
Ponish  the  king  of  men,  whose  lawless  sway 
Hath  diafhM  the  yonth,  and  seizM  his  destined  prey. 
Awhile  let  Troy  prevail,  that  Greece  may  grieve, 
And  daabied  honours  to  my  oi&pring  give." 

She  said.    The  god  vouchsafd  not  to  reply 
(A  dnep  suspense  sat  in  his  thoughtful  eye) : 
Once  more  around  his  knees  the  goddess  dung, 
And  to  soft  accents  fbrm*d  her  artful  tongue: 

"  Oh  speak.    Or  grant  me,  or  deny  my  prayer. 
Pear  not  to  speak,  what  I  am  doom'd  to  bear ; 
Tliat  I  mny  know,  if  thou  my  prayer  deny. 
The  moat  despis'd  of  all  the  gods  am  I.** 

WHli  a  decqp  sigh  the  Thundering  Power  replies : 
To  what  m  height  will  Jnno^s  anger  rise  ! 
9kiD  doth  her  voice  before  the  gods  upbraid 
My  partial  hand,  that  gives  the  Trojans  aid. 
Igrant  thyaoit.    But  hence!  depart  unseen, 
And  shnn  the  sif^t  of  Heaven's  suspicious  queen. 
Believe  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  sign, 
When  Jove  propitioos  hears  the  powers  divhie; 
The  sign  that  ratifies  my  high  command, 
Thatthoslwill:  and  what  I  will  shall  stand.'' 
This  aaid,  his  kingly  hrow  the  sire  inclm*d ; 
The  lai|;e  black  curis  fell  awful  firom  behind, 
Thick  shadowing  the  stem  forehead  of  the  god : 
Olympos  trembled  at  th*  almighty  nod. 

The  goddess  smil*d :  and,  with  a  sudden  leap, 
Ttaat  the  high  mountain  plung'd  into  the  deep. 

But  Jove  repaired  to  his  celestial  towers : 
And,  as  he  rose,  up-rose  the  immortal  powers. 
In  ranks,  on  either  side,  th*  assembly  cast, 
Bow*d  down,  and  did  obeisance  as  he  passed. 

To  him  enthron*d  (for  whispering  she  had  seen 
Cose  at  Ins  knees  the  silver-footed  queen. 
Daughter  of  him,  wftio,  low.  beneath  the  tides, 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  rendes) 
Bqr  with  invectives,  Juno  silence  broke. 
And  thus,  opprobioos  her  resentments  spoke : 

"  Palse  Jove !  what  goddess  whispering  did  I  see  ? 
O  fond  ofcoonsek,  stiU  oonceal'd  from  me ! 
To  me  neglected,  thou  wilt  ne'er  impart 
One  single  tfaoo^t  of  thy  close-cover'd  heart.*' 

To  whom  the  siro  of  gods  and  men  reply'd ; 
**  Stoive  not  to  find,  what  I  decree  to  hide. 
l4dMrions  were  the  search,  and  vain  the  strife. 
Vainer^  for  thee,  my  sister  and  my  wife. 
The  thoughts  and  comisels  proper  to  declare. 
Nor  god  nor  mortal  shall  before  thee  share : 
Bat,  what  my  secret  wisdom  shall  ovdain. 
Think  not  to  reach,  for  know  the  thought  were  vain." 

"  Dread  Saturn's  son,  why  so  severe  ?*'  replies 
Thagoddess  of  die  large  majestic  eyes. 
"  Thy  own  dark  thoughts  at  pleasure  hide,  or  show; 
Ke*er  have  I  §ak%  nor  wm  aspire  to  know. 


Nor  yet  my  fears  are  vain,  nor  came  unseen 
To  thy  high  throne,  the  silver-fboted  queen. 
Daughter  of  him,  who  low  beneath  the  tides 
Ag|ed  and  hoary  in  the  deep  resides. 
Thy  nod  aiisures  me  she  was  not  deny'd : 
And  Oreece  must  perish  for  a  madman's  pride." 

To  whom  the  god,  whose  hand  the  tempest  forms. 
Drives  clouds  on  clouds,  and  blackens  Heaven  with 

storms, 
Thuswrathfol  answered :  "Dost  thou  still  complam? 
Perple&*d  for  ever,  and  perplexed  in  vain ! 
Shoold'st  thou  disclose  the  dark  event  to  come ! 
How  wilt  thou  stop  the  irrevocable  doom  ! 
This  serves  the  more  to  sharpen  my  disdain ; 
And  woes  foreseen  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
Be  silent  then.     Dispute  not  my  command; 
Nor  tempt  the  force  of  this  superior  hand : 
Lest  all  the  gods,  around  thee  leagued,  engage 
In  vain  to  shield  thee  from  my  kindled  rage." 

Mote  and  abash'd  she  sat  without  reply, 
And  downward  tumM  her  laige  majestic  eye. 
Nor  forther  durst  the  offended  sire  provoke:        . 
The  gods  around  him  trembled,  as  he  spoke.       ' 
When  Vulcan,  fur  his  mother  sore  distress'd, 
Tura'd  orator,  and  thus  his  speech  addrest ; 

"  Hard  isK>ur  fete,  if  men  of  mortal  line 
Stir  up  debate  among  the  powers  divine. 
If  things  on  Earth  disturb  the  blest  abodes. 
And  marth'  ambrosial  banquet  of  the  godsl 
Then  let  my  mother  once  be  ral'd  by  me. 
Though  much  more  wise  than  I  pretend  to  be : 
Let  me  advise  her  silent  to  obey, 
And  due  submission  to  our  fether  pay. 
Nor  fbrce  again  his  gloomy  ra^e  to  rise, 
Ill-tim'd,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  skies. 
Fur  should  he  toss  her  from  th'  Olympian  hill. 
Who  could  resist  the  mighty  monarch's  will  ? 
Then  thou  to  love  the  Thunderer  reconcile. 
And  tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  smile,^' 

He  said :  and  in  his  tottering  hands  up-bore 
A  double  goblet,  fill'd,  and  f.^amjqg  o'er. 

**  Sit  down,  dear  mother,  with  a  heart  conteqt. 
Nor  VLTge  a  more  disgraceful  punishment, 
Which  if  great  Jove  inflict,  poor  I,  dismay'd, 
Must  stand  aloof,  nor  dare  to  give  thee  aid. 
Great  Jore  shall  reign  for  ever,  uncontrol'd : 
Remember,  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old, 
Caught  by  the  heel  he  swung  me  round  on  high. 
And  headlong  huri'd  me  from  th'  ethereal  sky : 
From  mom  to  noon  I  fell,  from  noon  to  night; 
Till  pitched  on  Lemnos,  a  most  piteous  sight, 
The  Sinttans  hardly  could  my  bi-eath  recall. 
Giddy  and  gasping  with  the  dreadful  fall." 

She  smil'd :  and,  smiling,  her  white  arm  display 'd 
To  reach  the  bowl  her  aukward  son  convey'd. 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crown'd. 
And  dealt  the  rosy  nectar  feirly  round. 
The  gods  laugh'd  out,  unweary'd,  as  they  spy'd 
The  busy  skinker  hop  from  side  to  side. 

Thus,  feasting  to  the  foil,  they  pass'd  away. 
In  blisfiil  banquets,  all  the  live-long  day. 
Nor  wanted  melody.     With  heavenly  art 
The  Muses  sung;  each  Muse  performed  her  part^ 
Alternate  warbling ;  while  the  golden  lyre, 
Touch'd  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 
The  Sun  at  length  declln'd,  when  t^very  g^est 
Sought  his  bright  palace,  and  withdrew  to  rest ; 
Each  had  his  palace  on  th'  Olympian  hill, 
A  masfer-piece  of  Vulcan's  matchless  skill.  ^ 
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Ev'd  be,  the  god,  vho  Heaven's  great  tceptre  swrnys,: 
And  frowns  amid  the  ligbtning^s  dreadful  blaze^ 
His  bed  of  state  ascendmg,  laycompoeM; 
His  eyes  a  sweet  refreshing  slumber  cloe'd : 
And  at  his  side,  all  glorious  to  behold. 
Was  Juno  lodg'd  in  her  alcove  of  gold. 


TO 

THE  EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

ON  TBS 

DEATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON. 

If,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Muse  hath  stay'd. 

And  left  her  debt  to  Addison  unpaid. 

Blame  not  her  silence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan, 

And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bosom  hy  your  own. 

What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires ! 

Slow  comes  the  verse  that  real  woe  inspires : 

Grief  unaffected  suits  but  ill  with  art, 

Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart 

Can  I  forget  the  dismal  night  that  gave 
My  soul's  best  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread, 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Through  breathhig  statues,  then  unheeded  things, 
Through  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  ofkings! 
What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspire; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  pausing  choir; 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd ; 
And  the  last  words  that  dust  to  dust  convey'd ! 
While  speechless  o'er  thy  closing  grave  we  bend. 
Accept  these  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend. 
Oh,  gone  for  ever ;  take  this  long  adieu; 
And  sleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague. 
To  strew  fresh  laurels,  let  the  task  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim,  at  thy  sacred  shrine; 
Mine  with  true  sighs  thy  absence  to  bemoan. 
And  grave  with  faithfiil  epitaphs  thy  stone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part. 
May  shame  afflict  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  song, 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untun'd  my  tongue. 
My  grief  be  doublcid  from  thy  image  free, 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchastis*d  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aisles  alone. 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown, 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  show 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow*d  mould  below ; 
Proud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  held ; 
In  arms  who  triumph'd ;  or  in  arts  excell'd ; 
Chiefs,  gracM  with  scars,  and  prodigal  of  blood ; 
Stem  patriots,  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood; 
Just  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  Heaven ; 
Ne'er  to  these  chambers,  where  the  mighty  rest. 
Since  their  fouodaUon,  came  a  nobler  guest; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  bliss  convey'd 
A  fairer  spirit  or  more  welcome  shade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  just  assign'd, 
What  new  employments  please  th'  unbody'd  mind  ? 
A  winged  Virtue,  through  th'  etherial  sky. 
From  world  to  world  unwcary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maze 
Of  Heaven^s  decrees,  where  wondering  angels  gaze  ? 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  seraplis  tell 
How  Michael  battl'd,  and  the  dragon  fell; 
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Or,  mfac'd  with  milder  eh«rabiBm  to  gioir 
In  hynms  oflove,  not  ill  eaay'd  below  ? 
Or  dost  thou  wara  poor  moftals  left  befaii4» 
A  task  weU-suitad  to  thy  gentle  nund? 
Oh!  if  sometimes  thy  spoUessfonn  descend  t 
To  me,  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  g^ennu,  lend ! 
When  rage  misguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarms, 
When  pam  distresses,  or  when  pkasore  chaimi» 
In  silent  whisperings^pmw  thoughts  impoity 
And  turn  from  ill,  a  frail  and  feeble  heart; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  vtrtue  trod  before, 
rai  blin  shall  join,  nor  death  can  part  as  more. 

That  awful  form,  which,  so  the  Heavens  decrse. 
Must  still  be  lov'd  andstill  deplored  by  me; 
In  nightly  visions  seldom  foils  to  rise^ 
Or,  rotts'd  by  Fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  business  calls,  or  crouded  courts  invite, 
Th'  unblemish'd  statesman  seems  tostrikemy  sq^t ; 
If  in  the  stage  I  seek  to  soe«h  my  care, 
I  meet  his  soul  which  breathes  in  Cato  there ; 
If  pensive  to  the  rural  shades  I  rove. 
His  shape  overtakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove; 
Twas  there  of  just  and  good  he  reasoo'd  strong, 
Clear'd  some  greattruth,  or  rais'd  someserionssosig : 
There  patient  show'd  us  the  wise  course  to  steer, 
A  candid  censor,  and  a  friend  severe; 
There  taught  ns  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  faigli 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

ThouHiU,wbose  brow  the  antkiue  structures  grace, 
Rear'd  by  boU  chiefs  of  Warwick's  noble  rsoe. 
Why,  once  so  kw'd,  when-e'er  thy  bower  s|>peafs, 
O'er  my  dim  eye-balls  glance  the  sudden  team  \ 
How  sweet  were  once  thy  prospects  fresh  and  foir. 
Thy  sloping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air ! 
How  sweet  the  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees. 
Thy  noon-tide  shadow,  and  thy  evening  breeze  ! 
His  image  thy  forsaken  bowers  restore ; 
Thy  walks  and  airy  prospects  charm  no  more  ; 
No  more  the  summer  in  thy  glooms  allay'd. 
Thy  evening  breezes,  and  thy  noon-day  shade. 

From  othep  hills,  however  Fortune  frown'd; 
Some  refuge  in  the  Muse's  art  I  found  ; 
Reluct&nt  now  I  touph  the  trembling  string. 
Bereft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  sing; 
And  these  sad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  his  urn. 
Betray  that  absence,  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O  !  must  I  then  (now  firesh  my  bosom  bleeds. 
And  Craggs  in  death  t»  Addison  succeeds) 
The  verse,  begun  to  one  fost  friend,  prolong. 
And  weep  a  second  in  th'  unfinish'd  song ! 

These  works  divine,  which,  on  his  death-bed  laid. 
To  thee,  O  Craggs,  th'  expiring  sage  convey'd, 
Great,  but  ill-omen'd,  monument  of  fame. 
Nor  he  surviv'd  to  give,  nor  thou  to  daim. 
Swift  after  him  thy  social  spirit  flies. 
And  close  to  his,  how  soon  !  thy  coffin  lies. 
Blest  pair!  whose  union  future  bards  shall  tell 
In  future  tongues :  each  other's  boast !  forewel, 
Farewel !  whom  jotn'd  in  fome,  in  firiendship  tiy'd. 
No  chance  oould  sever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


COLIN  AND  LUCY. 

A  BALLAD. 

Of  Leinster,  fam'd  for  maidens  foir. 
Blight  Lucy  was  the  graoe ; 

Nor  e'er4id  Liflfy's  limpid  stream 
Reflect  80  sweet  a  fooe  : 
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Ti&  ladElai  lofre,  wad  pining  cue, 

Im{Mir'd  her  rosy  hue. 
Her  conl  iipB,  and  damaik  cheeks. 

And  eyes  of  glossy  blue. 
Oh  !  have  ymi  seen  a  13y  pale. 

When  heathy  rains  descend? 
So  ditiop'd  the  slofr-consuming  maid. 

Her  life  nam  near  its  end. 
By  Lucy  wam'd,  of  flattering  swains 

Take  heed,  3re  easy  fair : 
Of  vengeance  doe  to  broken  tows, 
.  Ye  peijnr'd  swains,  beware. 
Ihree  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring; 
And  shrieking  at  her  window  thrice. 

Hie  raven  6ap*d  his  wing. 
Too  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  solemn  boding  sound : 
And  thus,  in  dying  words,  be^ke 

The  vii^gins  weeping  round : 
**  I  hear  a  voice,  yon  cannot  hear. 

Which  says,  I  must  not  stay  j 
I  see  a  hand,  you  cannot  see. 

Which  beckons  me  away. 
By  a  false  heait,  and  broken  vows. 

In earij  youth  I  die: 
Was  I  to'  blame,  because  his  bride 

Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I? 
•'Ah,  Colin!  gpve  nother  thy  vowi. 

Vows  due  to  me  alone : 
Nor  thoo,  food  maid,  receive  his  kiss. 

Nor  tiiink  him  aU  thy  own. 
To-DKHTow,  in  the  church  to  wed, 

Impatiei^  both  prepare ! 
But  know,  Ibnd  nuud ;  and  know,  &lse  man. 

That  Lucy  will  be  there ! 
"  Then  bear  my  coise,  my  comrades,  bear. 

This  bridegroom  blithe  to  mee^ 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 

I  in  my  winding-sheet" 
She  spoke,  she  dy'd,  her  corse  was  borne. 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet. 
Be  in  his  wedding  trim  so  gay. 

She  in  her  winding-sheet. 
Then  what  were  peijur'd  Colin's  thoughts  ? 

How  were  these  nuptials  kept? 
The  bridesmen  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead. 

And  all  the  rillage  wepL 
CouAisioa,  shame,  remorse,  despair, . 

Ai  onoe  his  bosom  swell : 
The  dailips  of  death  bedew*d  his  brow. 

He  shodk,  he  groan'd,  he  felL 
From  tin  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimson  fled, 
When,  stretch'd  beftne  her  rival's  corse. 

She  saw  her  husband  dead. 
Then  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

CoDveyVl  by  tremblmg  swains. 
One  monid  with  her,  beneath  one  sod. 

For  ever  he  remains. 
Oft  at  this  grave,  the  constant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  seen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots. 

They  deck  the  sacred  green  : 
But,  swain  ferswom,  whoe'er  thoo  art, 

Thb  hallow'd  spot  forbear ; 
Bcmember  Coim's  dreadful  fhte, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


Sm  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

AT  HIS  COQimT  8BAT. 

To  Whitton's  shades,  and  Hounslow's  airy  plain. 
Thou,  Kneller,  tak'st  thy  summer  flights  in  vain. 
In  vain  thy  wish  gives  all  thy  rural  hours 
To  the  fair  viUa,  and  well-order'd  bowers; 
To  court  thy  pencil  early  at  thy  gates, 
Ambition  knocks,  and  fleeting  Beauty  waits  ; 
The  boastful  Muse,  of  others'  feme  so  sure. 
Implores  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  secure; 
The  great,  the  fair,  and,  if  aught  nobler  be. 
Aught  more  belov'd,  the  Arts  solicit  thee. 

How  canst  thou  hope  to  fly  the  world,  in  vain 
From  Europe  severed  by  the  circling  main ; 
Sought  by  the  kings  of  every  distant  land. 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  hand  ? 
Hast  thou  forgot  that  mighty  Bourbon  fear'd 
He  still  was  mortal,  till  thy  draught  appeared? 
That  Oosmo  chose  thy  glowing  form  to  place. 
Amidst  her  masters  of  the  Lombard  race } 
See,  on  her  Titian's  and  her  Quido's  urns. 
Her  felling  arts  forlorn  Hesperia  mourns ; 
While  Britain  wins  each  garland  from  her  brow; 
Her  wit  and  freedom  first,  her  pamtii^  now. 

Let  the  feint  copier,  on  old  Tiber's  shore. 
Nor  mean  the  task,  each  breathing  bust  explore, 
Lme  after  line,  with  painful  patience  trace, 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace: 
Yarn  care  of  parts ;  if,  impotent  of  soul, 
Th'  industrious  workman  fuls  to  warm  the  whole. 
Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  whence  it  came. 
And  a  cold  statue  stiffens  in  the  frame. 
Thee  Nature  taught,  nor  Art  her  aid  deny 'd. 
The  kindest  mistress,  and  the  surest  guide. 
To  catch  a  likeness  at  one  piercing  sight. 
And  pfece  the  feirest  in  the  feirest  light; 
Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toils. 
Or  on  thy  palette  lie  the  blendid  oils. 
Thy  careless  chalk  has  half  achieved  thy  art. 
And  her  just  image  makes  Cleora  start. 

A  mind  that  grasps  the  whole  is  rarely  found. 
Half  leam'd,  half  painters,  and  half  wits  abound  ; 
Few,  like  thy  genius,  at  proportion  aim. 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  same. 

Such  be  thy  life,  O  since  the  glorious  rage 
That  fir^dthy  youth,  flames  unsubdued  by  age  ! 
Though  wealth,  nor  fame,now  touch  thy  sated  mind, 
Still  tinge  the  canvas, bounteous  to  mankind; 
Since  after  thee  may  rise  an  impious  lirie. 
Coarse  manglers  of  the  human  race  divine, 
Paint  on,  till  Fate  dissolve  thy  mortal  part. 
And  live  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art 


ON  THE  DBATH  OP 

THE  EARL  OF  CADOGAN. 

Op  Marlborough's  captains,  and  Eugenio's  friends. 

The  last,  Cadogan,  to  the  grave  descends:' 

Low  lies  each  hand,  whence  Blenheim's  glory  sprung. 

The  chiefs  who  conquer'd,  and  the  bards  who  sung. 

From  his  cold  corse  though  every  friend  be  fled, 

Lo  !  Envy  waits,  that  lover  of  the  dead : 

Thus  did  she  feign  o'er  Nassau's  hearse  to  mourn; 

Thus  wept  insidious,  Churchill,  o'er  thy  um; 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


124 


TICKELL'S  POEMS. 


To  blast  the  living,  gave  the  dead  their  due. 
And  wieaths,  herself  had  tainted,  trimm*d  anew. 
Thou,  yet  unnam'd  to  fill  his  empty  place. 
And  lead  to  war  thy  ooontiy^s  gnywing  race. 
Take  every  wish  a  British  heart  can  frame. 
Add  palm  to  palm,  and  rise  from  hme  to  fame. 

An  hoar  must  come,  when  thou  shalt  hear  with 
Thyself  traduced,  and  curse  a  thankless  age :  [rage 
Nor  yet  for  this  decline  the  generous  strife, 
These  ills,  brave  man,  shall  quit  thee  with  thy  Ufb, 
Alive  though  stain'd  by  every  alject  slave. 
Secure  of  feme  and  justice  in  the  grave. 
Ah  !  no— -^when  once  the  mortal  yields  to  Fste, 
The  blast  of  Fame's  sweet  trumpet  sounds  too  late. 
Too  late  to  stay  the  sphrit  on  its  flight, 
Or  sooth  the  new  inhabitant  of  light; 
Who  hears  regardless,  while  fond  man,  distressed. 
Hangs  on  the  absent,  and  laments  the  blest 

Farewcl  then  Fame,  ill  sought  thro'  fields  and 
Farewel  unfaithful  promiser  of  good :  [blood. 

Thou  music,  waibling  to  the  deafSen^d  ear ! 
Thou  incense  wasted  on  the  funeral  bier ! 
Through  life  pursued  in  vain,  by  death  obtained, 
When  ask'd  deny'd  us,  and  when  given  diadain'd. 


AN  ODE 

IMSCaiBSD  TO 

THE  EARL  OF  SUNDERLAND 
AT  wiNnsoa. 

Trod  Dome,  where  Edward  first  enrolPd 
His  red-cross  knights  and  barons  bold. 
Whose  vacant  seats,  by  Virtue  bought. 
Ambitious  emperors  have  sought : 
Where  Britain's  foremost  names  are  found, 
In  peace  belovM,  in  war  reuown*d, 
Who  made  the  hostile  nations  moan. 
Or  brought  a  blessing  on  their  own : 

Once  more  a  son  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates ; 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whose  prowess  gained 
The  Garter  while  thy  founder  reign'd. 
He  offer'd  here  his  dinted  shield, 
The  dread  of  Gauis  in  Cressi's  field. 
Which,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  raisd. 
For  four  long  centuries  hath  blaz'd. 

These  seats  our  sires,  a  hardy  kind. 
To  the  fierce  sons  of  war  confin'd. 
The  flower  of  chivalry,  who  drew 
With  sinew'd  arm  the  stubborn  yew  : 
Or  with  heav'd  pole-ax  clear'd  the  field  ; 
Or  who,  m  justs  and  tourneys  skill'd. 
Before  their  ladies'  eyes  renowned. 
Threw  horse  and  horseman  to  the  ground. 

In  after-times,  as  courts  refin'd. 
Our  patriots  in  the  list  were  joined. 
Not  ^y  Warwick  stain*d  with  blood. 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
Have  in  their  crimson  crosses  glow'd  j 
But,  on  just  lawgivers  bestow'd. 
These  emblems  Cecil  did  invest. 
And  gleam'd  on  wise  Oodolphin's  breast 

So  Oreeoe,  ere  arts  began  to  rise, 
fiz'd  huge  Orion  in  the  skies,  * 


And  stem  AJeides,  fiunM  in  wan. 
Bespangled  with  a  thousand  stan  ; 
Till  letter'd  Athens  round  the  pole 
Made  gentler  ooi&tellations  roll ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  sha  strong. 
And  near  the  Maid  the  Balance  ^  hung. 
Then,  Spencer,  mount  amid  the  band. 
Where  knights  and  kings  proauscnons  stand. 
What  though  the  hero's  flame  repressed 
Bums  calmly  in  thy  generous  breast  * 
Yet  who  mora  dauntless  to  oppose 
In  doubtful  dajrs  our  home-bred  foes ! 
Who  rais'd  his  country's  wealth  so  high. 
Or  view'd  with  less  desiring  ey9 ! 

The  sage,  wIks  la^go  of  soul,  survByt 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs,  ' 
Watchful  the  various  climes  to  guide. 
Which  seas,  and  tongues,  and  fiuths,  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windsor's  shrine 
Shall  leave,  if  right  the  Muse  divme. 
Than  sprung  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain. 
From  ravaged  realms  and  myriads  slain. 

Why  praise  we,  prodigal  of  fome, 
The  rage  that  sets  Uie  world  on  flame  } 
My  guiltless  Muse  his  brow  shall  bind 
Whose  godlike  bounty  spares  mankind. 
For  those,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown. 
Hie  brass  may  breathe,  the  marble  frown. 
To  him  through  every  rescued  land. 
Ten  thousand  living  trophies  stand. 


KENSINGTON  GARDEN. 

....Campos,  nbiTrojafiiit  Vhg^ 

Wnni  Kensington,  high  o'er  the  neighbouring 

'    lands 
Midst  greens  and  sweets,  a  regal  fabric,  stands. 
And  sees  each  spring,  luxuriant  m  her  bowers^ 
A  snow  of  blossoms,  and  a  wild  of  flowers. 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  crowds  repair 
To  gravel  walks,  and  unpolluted  air. 
Here,  while  the  town  in  damps  and  darimess  lies, 
They  breathe  in  sun-shine,  and  see  azure  skies ; 
Each  walk,  with  robes  of  various  djres  bespread, 
Seems  from  alar  a  moving  tulip-bed. 
Where  rich  brocades  and  glossy  damasks  ffaw, 
And  chints,  the  rival  of  the  showery  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  land. 
Sometimes,  surrounded  wHh  her  virgin  band, 
Gleams  through  the  shades.  She,  towering  o'er  the 
Stands  fairest  of  the  foirer  kind  oonfest,  [rest, 

Form'd  to  gain  heartBsthatBmnBwick's  canae  deny'd! 
And  chami  a  people  to  her  fhther's  side. 

Long  have  these  groves  to  royal  guests  been  knoirn» 
Nor  Nassau  first  prefisr'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Norman  banners  wav*d  in  British  air; 
Ere  kMdly  Hubba  with  the  golden  hair 
Pour'd  in  his  Danes ;  ere  elder  Julhis  came  ; 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  ide  a  name ; 
A  prince  of  Albion*s  lineage  grac'd  the  wood. 
The  scene  of  wan,  and  stain'd  with  lovers',  faiood. 

You,who  thro*  gazing  crowds,  your  c^ttivethronfi 
Throw  pangs  and  passions,  as  yum  move  aloi^y 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  eyes» 
Where  all  unlevel'd  the  gay  garden  lies : 
1  Names  of  constdlations. 
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K  gcBWOM  aagoisli  fir  inOihaii^  puns 
En  haav'd  jom  bmti,  or  thhnnr'd  through  your 
Look  down  ■liieutive  oa  the  pleaaog  dale,     [veim. 
And  hman  to  1117  mehiicholy  tale. 

Hiat  boUoir  ipace,  were  now  in  living  rowa 
line  ahoive  ttae  the  yew's  tad  verdure  growi. 
Was,  eve  the  plrater^s  hand  its  beauty  gave, 
A  oomoMn  pit,  a  rade  un&shkn'd  cave. 
IVe  landscape  now  se  sweet  we  well  may  praise: 
But  far,  fu  sweeter  in  its  ancient  days, 
FIsr  sweeter  was  it,  when  its  peopled  ground 
With  fciry  domes  and  daSEfang  towen  was  crown'd. 
Where  m  the  midst  those  verdant  pillars  spring, 
Rsse  Ae  proud  palace  of  the  Elfin  king; 
For  evciy  edge  01  vegetable  green, 
in  happier  years  a  crowded  street  was  seen ; 
Nor  id!  tfaoee  lea;ves  that  now  the  prospect  grace. 
Could  match  the  numbers  of  its  pygmy  raoe. 
What  oigM  this  mighty  empire  to  its  Cite, 
Atale  of  woe  and  wonder,  Irelate. 

When  Albion  rul'd  the  land,  whose  lineage  came 
Pram  Neptune  minting  with  a  mortal  dame, 
Thsir  midnigfat  pranks  the  sprightly  fiuries  play'd 
On  every  hiU,  and  danc*d  in  every  shade. 
But,  Ibes  tosun-shine,  most  they  took  delight 
la  ddls  and  dales  coooeal*d  firom  human  sight : 
There  hev'd  their  bouses  in  the  arching  rock  i 
Or  aooop'd  the  boeom  of  the  blasted  oak; 
Or  heard,  o^enhadow'd  by  some  shelving  iull. 
The  distant  murmurs  of  the  &lling  rilL 
They,  rich  in  pilfei'd  qpoils,  indulg'd  their  mirth, 
AndpityM  the  huge  wretched  sons  of  Earth. 
£v*n  now,  *tis  said,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  strain. 
And  strive  to  view  their  airy  fiarms  in  vain : 
IVey  to  their  cells  at  man's  approach  repair. 
Like  the  shy  leveret,  or  the  mother-hare. 
The  whilst  poor  mortals  startle  at  the  sound 
Of  unseen  footsteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  gardes,  then  with  woods  o'ergrowo. 
Stood  the  k»Vd  seat  of  royal  Oberon. 
From  every  region  to  his  palace-gate 
Csme  peers  and  princes  of  the&iry  state. 
Who,  nnkM  in  council  round  the  sacred  shade. 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  behests  obey'd. 
From  Tliames*  fair  banks,  by  kifty  towers  adom'd. 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  returned : 
Hence  in  proud  robes,  and  colours  bright  and  gay, 
Shone  every  knight  and  every  lovely  fay. 
Whoe'er  on  PoweiPs  daxzling  stage  displayed. 
Hath  €unM  king  Pepin  and  his  court  surveyed. 
May  guess,  if  old  by  modem  things  we  trace. 
The  pomp  and  splendour  of  the  fsiry-race. 

By  magic  fenced,  by  spells  encom^assM  round. 
No  BBortal  touched  this  interdicted  grOund ; 
No  aortal  entered,  those  alone  who  came 
Stolen  from  the  couch  of  some  terrestrial  dame : 
For  oft  of  babes  they  robb'd  the  matron's  bed, 
And  left  some  sickly  changeling  in  their  stead. 

It  ctene'd  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  Ibater'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milfcah  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renown'd, 
0eep-slill'd  hi  charms  and  many  a  mystic  sound. 
As  throng  the  regal  dome  she  sought  for  prey, 
OfaservM  the  infont  Albion  where  he  ky 
la  BMB^ei  broider'd  o'er  with  georgeous  pride^ 
Ani  stole  him  firom  the  sleepnig  mother's  side. 

Who  now  but  hfilkah  triumphs  in  her  mind  I 
Ah|  wretched  nyvgh,  to  future  evils  blind  i 


Tlie  time  shall  come  when  thou  shalt  dearly  pay 
Hie  theft,  hard-hearted !  of  that  guilty  day : 
Thou  in  thy  turn  shalt  like  the  queen  repine. 
And  all  her  sorrows  doubled  shall  be  thine : 
He  who  adorns  thy  house,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adorns  it,  shall  at  length  destroy. 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  cpurs^  had  seen 
The  gay-rob'd  fiuries  glimmer  on  the  green, 
And  Albkm  now  had  reach'd  in  youthfol  prime 
To  nineteen  years,  as  mortals  measure  time. 
Flosh'd  wiith  resistless  charms  he  fir'd  to  love 
Each  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  grove ; 
For  skilful  Milk^  spar'd  not  to  employ 
Her  utmost  art  to  rear  the  princely  boy ; 
Each  supple  limb  she  swathM,  and  tender  bone. 
And  to  the 'Elfin  standard  kept  him  down ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  of  their  fragrant  fruit. 
And  fed  htm  early  with  the  daisy's  root. 
Whence  through  his  veins  the  powerful  juices  ran. 
And  form'd  in  beauteous  miniature  the  man. 
Yet  still,  two  inches  taller  than  the  rest. 
His  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confest ; 
A  foot  in  height,  how  stately  did  he  show ! 
How  look  superior  on  the  cro^  below ! 
What  knigtatlike  him  could  toss  the  rushy  lance ! 
Who  move  so  graceful  in  the  mazy  danoe! 
A  shape  so  nice,  or  features  half  so  fiur. 
What  elf  oould  boast!  or  such  a  flow  of  hair  I 
Bright  Kenna  saw,  a  princess  bom  to  reign. 
And  felt  the  charmer  bum  in  every  vein. 
She,  heiress  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 
Prais'd  like  the  stars,  and  neat  the  Moon  ador'd. 
She,  whom  at  distance  thrones  and  princedoms « 
To  whom  proud  Grid  and  Azuriel  sued,      [view'd. 
In  her  high  palace  languish'd,  void  of  joy, 
And  pin'd  in  secret  for  a  morUd  boy. 

He  too  was  smitten,  and  discreetly  strove 
By  courtly  deeds  to  gain  the  virgin's  love. 
For  her  he  cuU'd  the  fairest  flower  that  grew, 
Ere  morning  suns  had  drain'd  their  frerrant  dew ; 
He  chas'd  the  hornet  in  his  mid^day  flight, 
And  brought  her  glow-worms  in  th^  noon  of  night; 
When  on  ripe  fraits  she  cast  a  wishing  eye, 
Did  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  too  higli ! 
He  show'd  her  where  the  pregnant  goldfinch  hung. 
And  the  wren-mother  brooding  o*er  her  young ; 
To  her  th'  inscription  on  their  eggs  he  read, 
(Admire,  ye  clerks,  the  youth  whom  Milkah  bred) 
To  her  he  show'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice, 
Then-  powers  distinguish'd,  and  describ'd  their  use : 
All  vain  their  powers,  alas  !  to  Kenna  prove, 
And  well  sung  Ovid,  **  There's  no  herb  for  lave.*' 

Ab  when  a  ghost,  enlarged  from  realms  below, 
Seeks  iU  okl  friend  to  tell  some  secret  woe. 
The  poor  shade  shiveringstands,  and  must  not  break 
His  painfol  silence,  till  the  mortal  speak : 
Sofar'd  it  with  the  little  love-sick  maid. 
Forbid  to  utter,  what  her  eyes  betray'd. 
He  saw  her  anguish,  and  reveal'd  his  flame, 
And  spar'd  the  blushes  of  the  tongue-ty*d  dame. 
The  day  would  fail  me,  should  1  reckon  o*er 
The  sichs  they  lavish'd,  and  the  oaths  they  swore 
In  words  so  melting,  that  compar'd.  with  those 
The  nicest  courtship  of  terrestrial  beaux 
Would  sound  like  compliments,  from  country  clowns 
To  red  cbeek'd  sweet-hearts  in  their  home-spun 

All  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  various  hue        [gowns. 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  foiry  forest)  grew; 
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Twas  here  one  noon,  the  gaodiett  of  the  "Mxy, 
The  still,  the  secret,  sQent,  hoar  of  day. 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  shade 
Sat  the  young  lover  and  th'  immortal  maid. 
Tliey  thought  all  feiries  slept,  ah,  luckless  pair ! 
Hid,  but  in  vain,  in  the  Sun's  noon-tide  gUre  ! 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kenna's  breast^ 
Thus  all  the  softness  of  his  soul  exprest : 

"  All  things  are  hush'd.  The  9un*s  meridian  rays 
Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze : 
Nor  moon  nor  star  in  Heaven's  blue  arch  is  seen 
With  kindly  rays  to  silver  o'er  the  green. 
Grateful  to  fairy  eyes  ;  they  secret  take 
Their  rest,  and  only  wretched  mortals  wake. 
This  dead  of  day  I  fly  to  thee  alone,  \ 
A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 
Oh,  sweet  as  dew-drops  on  these  flowery  lawns, 
When  the  sky  opens,  and  the  evening  dawns  ! 
Straight  as  the  pink,  that  towers  so  high  in  air. 
Soft  as  the  blow>bell !  as  the  daisy,  &ir  ! 
Blest  be  the  hour,  when  first  I  was  convey'd 
An  iniant  captive  to  this  bliasftU  shade ! 
And  blest  the  band  that  did  my  form  refine. 
And  shrunk  my  stature  to  a  match  with  thine ! 
Glad  I  tor  thee  renounce  my  ro3ral  birth. 
And  all  the  giant-daughters  of  the  Earth. 
Thou,  if  thy  breast  with  equal  ardour  bum, 
Renoimce  thy  kmd,  and  love  for  love  return. 
So  from  us  two,  combin'd  by  nuptial  ties, 
A  race  unknown  of  demi-gods  shall  rise. 

0  speak,  my  love  !  my  vows  with  vows  repay, 
And  sweetly  swear  my  rising  fears  away." 

To  whom  (the  shining  azure  of  her  eyes 
'  More  brighten'd)  thus  th'  enamour'd  maid  replies-: 
**  By  all  the  stars,  and  first  the  glorious  Moon, 

1  swear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 

A  dreadful  oath  !  no  prince  of  fairy  line 

Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine. 

Where-e'cr  my  footsteps  in  the  dance  are  seen, 

May  toads^s  rise,  and  mildews  blast  the  green. 

May  the  keen  east-wind  blight  my  favourite  flowers, 

And  snakes  and  spotted  adders  haunt  my  bowers. 

Confin'd  whole  ages  in  an  hemlock  shade 

There  rather  pine  I  a  neglected  maid, 

Or  worse,  exil'd  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays. 

Parch  in  the  sun  a  thousand  summer-days, 

Xban  any  prince,  a  prince  of  f;>iry  line, 

In  sacred  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine." 

She  ended :  and  with  lips  of  rosy  hue 
Bipp'd  five  times  over  in  ambrosial  dew. 
Stifled  his  words.     When,  from  his  covert  rear'd. 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  appear'd.       [sight ! ) 
A  sun-flower's  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing 
The  monarch  issued,  half  an  ell  in  height : 
Full  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  he  cast. 
Nor  spoke ;  but  gave  his  bugle-horn  a  blast, 
That  through  the  woodland  echoed  far  and  wide. 
And  drew  a  swarm  of  subjects  to  his  side. 
A  hundred  chosen  knights,  in  war  renown'd. 
Drive  Albion  bfiinish'd  from  the  sacred  ground  ; 
And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes. 
Where  the  proud  king,  amidst  his  demi-gods, 
For  Kenna's  sudden  bridal  bids  prepare. 
And  to  Azuriel  gives  the  weeping  fair. 

If  fame  in  arms,  with  ancient  birth  combinM, 
A  faultless  beauty,  and  a  spotless  mind. 
To  love  and  praise  can  generous  sonls  incline. 
That  love,  Azuriel,  and  that  praise,  was  thine. 


Blood  only  less  than  rayal  ffilM  thy  ^tioBf 

Proud  was  thy  roof,  and  large  ihy  fhir  i~ 

Where  now  the  skies  high  Holland-House  in 

And  short-liv'd  Warwick  sadden'd  all  the  shades, 

Thy  dwelling  stood:  nor  did  in  him  affl)vd 

A  nobler  owner,  or  a  lovelier  Kird. 

For  thee  a  hundred  fields  producM  their  storey 

And  by  thy  name  ten  thousand  vassals  swore; 

So  lov'd  thy  name,  that,  at  their  monarch's  ch€iee» 

All  fairy  shouted  with  a  general  voice; 

Oriel  alone  a  secret  rage  supprest. 
That  from  his  bosom  heav'd  the  gtrfdeo  vesL 
Along  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran. 
Wide  was  his  range,  and  populous  his  daiu 
When  cleanly  servants,  if  we  trust  old  tales. 
Beside  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vails. 
Whole  heaps  of  silver  tokens,  nightly  paid^ 
The  careful  wife,  or  the  neat  dairy-mwd, 
Sunk  not  his  stores.  With  smiles  and  poweviul  bribes 
He  gain'd  the  leaders  of  his  neighbour  tribes. 
And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  Heaven  had  changed. 
Beneath  his  banners  half  the  fiuries  rang'd. 

Meanwhile,  driven  back  to  Eaith,  a  lonely  way 
The  chearless  Albion  wander'd  half  the  day,  [thorns 
A  long,  long  journey,  choak'd  with  brakes  and 
Ill-measur'd  by  ten  thousand  barley-corns. 
Tir'd  out  at  length  a  spreading  stream  he  spy'd 
Fed  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tkid  :    [fame 
'Twas  then  a  spreading  stream,    though  now,  its 
Obscur'd,  it  bears  the  Creek's  ingtorioos  name. 
And  creeps,  as  through  contracted  bounds  it  strays, 
A  leap  for  boys  in  these  degenerate  days. 

On  the  clear  crystalls  verdant  bank  he  stood. 
And  thrice  look'd  backward  on  the  fatal  wood. 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his  breast. 
And  thus  m  tears  his  kindred  gods  addrest 

"  If  true,  ye  watery  powers,  my  lineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame ; 
Down  to  his  aourt,  with  coral  garlands  crown'd, 
Through  all  your  grottoes  waft  my  plaintive  sound. 
And  urge  the  god,  whose  trident  shakes  the  Earth, 
To  grace  his  of&pring,  and  assert  my  birth." 

He  said.    A  gentle  Naiad  heard  his  prayer. 
And,  touch'd  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care, 
Shoots  to  the  sea,  where  low  beneath  the  tides 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathom'd  deep  resides. 
Rouz-d  at  the  news,  the  sea's  stem  sultan  swore 
Revenge,  and  scarce  from  present  arms  forbore ; 
But  first  the  nymph  his  hart>inger  he  sends, 
And  to  her  care  the  fovourite  boy  commends. 

As  thro'  the  Thames  her  backward  course  she 
Driv'n  up  his  current  by  fhe  refluent  tides,  [guides^ 
Along  his  banks  the  pygmy  legions  spread 
She  spies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head. 
Soon  with  wrong'd  Albion^s  name  the  host  die  fire^ 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god,  among  his  sires ; 
"  The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  shall  be  overthrown, 
(Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  tyrant  Oberoo. 
See  here  beneath'a  toadstool's  deadly  gloom 
Lies  Albion :  him  the  Fates  your  leader  doom. 
Hear,  and  obey ;  tis  Neptune's  powerful  caU, 
By  him  Azuriel  and  his  king  shsill  fSsll." 

She  said.  They  bow'd :  and  on  their  Bhie1i*j;  ixp-hon 
With  shouts  their  new  saluted  emperor. 
£*en  Oriel  smil'd :  at  least  to  smile  he  atiwe. 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph'd  over  love. 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  shade 
By  gods  protected,  and  by  hosts  obey>d, 
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A  ibve,  a  fibii^  by  fickle  Fortmie^*  pUy, 
Ib  the  dKxt  ooune  of  one  levolviog  day , 
WlMit  wonder  if  the  youth,  go  straogely  blett, 
Fdt  his  heut  flutter  in  his  little  breast ! 
Ifii  tfaidL  embattled  troops,  with  secret  pride. 
He  Tiews  extended  half  an  acre  wide; 
More  light  be  treads,  more  tall  he  seems  to  rise, 
AaA  stnits  a  ■tiaw4Meadth  nearer  to  the  skies. 

O  for  thy  Muse,  great  Bard  i ,  whose  lofty  strains 
In  battle  joined  the  Pygmies  and  the  Cranes ; 
£idi  gandy  kni^^  had  1  that  warmth  divine, 
Esch  eolour'd  legion  in  my  vene  should  shine. 
Botsinqde  I,  and  innocent  of  ait. 
The  tale,  that  sooth*d  my  infiuot  years,  impart. 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves,  untir'd, 
And  snig  the  battles,  that  my  nmae  inspired. 

Nofw  the  shrill  ooin-pipes,  echoing  load  to  arms, 
Toiank  and  file  reduce  the  strag^ing  swanns, 
nick  rows  of  spears  at  once,  with  sudden  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles,  glitter  in  the  air; 
Looae  in  the  winds  mudl  lihbon-streamerB  flow. 
Dipt  ia  all  colours  of  the  heavenly-boiw. 
And  tke  gay  host,  that  now  its  march  pursues, 
GleniDS  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thousand  hues. 

On  Bnda's  plains  thus  formidably  bright. 
Shone  Aria's  sons,  a  pleasing  dreadful  sight. 
In  ywnatm  robes  their  silken  troops  were  seen. 
The  Mne,  the  red,  and  prophet's  sacred  green : 
Wlieo  bioonung  Brunswick,  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
First  stain'd  his  maiden  sword  in  Turkish  blood. 

Unseen  and  silent  march  the  slow  brigades 
Throng  pathless  wikls,  and  unfrequented  shades. 
ta  hope  already  vancpiish'd  by  surprise, 
la  Albion's  power  the  foiry  empire  lies ; 
Already  has  he  seiz'd  on  Kenna's  charms. 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

Tbe  march  concludes :  and  now  in  prospect  near. 
Bat  liesie*d  with  aims,  the  hostile  towers  appear. 
For  OtieroB,  or  Ditiids  folsdy  sing. 
Wore  Imh  prime  visier  in  a  magic  ring, 
A  sobtle  spright,  that  openmg  plots  foretold 
By  sudden  dtmaess  on  the  beuny  goU. 
Hence,  in  a  cresent  form'd,  his  l^ons  bright 
With  beating  bocoms  waited  for  the  fight ; 
To  ehaige  their  foes  they  march,  a  glittering  band, 
And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  stand. 

What  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  soul  possess, 
Let  chi€&  imagine,  and  let  lovers  guess ! 
Forth  issuing  from  his  ranks,  that  strove  in  vain 
To  cheek  kus  oourw,  alliwait  the  dreadfol  plain 
He  strides  indignant:  and  with  haughty  cries 
To  single  fight  the  foiry  prince  defies. 

Porfoear!  rssh  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try; 
Kor,  sprang  from  mortals,  with  hnmortals  vie. 
No  god  stands  rsady  to  avert  thy  doom. 
Nor  yet  thy  grandsire  of  the  waves  is  come. 
My  words  are  vain— no  words  the  wretch  can  move. 
By  Beauty  dazzled,  and  bewitch'd  by  Love : 
He  kw^gs,  he  boms,  to  win  the  glorious  prize. 
And  sees  no  danger,  n^tle  be  sees  her  eyes. 

Nov  from  each  host  the  eager  warriors  start 
And  Ibrioas  Albion  flings  his  hasty  dart, 
Twat  featbcr'd  fixMn  the  bee's  transparent  whig. 
And  its  shaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  sting ; 
But,  tost  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound, 
High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltless  pierc'd  the  ground. 
Not  ao  AznriePs :  with  unerring  aim, 
TfOttBV  the  aeedle-ponifted  javelin  came, 

1  Mr,  Addison. 


Drove  thrangb  the  seven-fiild  shield,  and  silken  vest, 
And  lightly  ras'd  the  lover^s  ivory  breast. 
Rouz'd  at  the  smart,  and  rising  to  the  blow, 
With  his  keen  sword  he  cleaves  his  fairy  foe, 
Sheer  from  the  shoulder  to  the  waste  he  cleaves. 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  trunk  bereaves. 

His  useless  steel  brave  Albion  wields  no  more. 
But  sternly  smiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er : 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  strain, 
Or  less  than  foiry,  felt  the  deadly  pain. 
But  emp3rreal  forms,  howe'er  in  fight 
Gash'd  and  itismember'd,  easily  unite. 
Am  some  frail  cup  of  China's  purest  mold, 
With  azure  vamish'd,  and  bedropt  with  gold, 
Though  broke,  if  cur'd  by  some  nice  virgin's  hand^. 
In  its  old  strength  and  pristine  beauty  stands ; 
The  tumults  of  the  boiling  bohea  braves. 
And  holds  secure  the  cotTee's  sable  waves  : 
So  did  Azuriel's  arm,  if  Fame  say  true, 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  first  it  grew ; 
And,  whilst  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  stood, 
Plung'd  the  curs'd  sabre  in  his  heart's  warm  blood. 
The  golden  broidery,  tender  Milkah  wove, 
The  breast,  to  Kenna  sacred  and  to  Love, 
lie  rent  and  mangled :  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
Hie  jetty  lustre  sickens  in  his  eyes : 
On  his  cold  cheds  the  bloomy  freshness  dies ; 
'*  Oh  Kenna,  Kennaj^-thrice  he  try  d  to  say, 
"  Kenna,  forewel !"  and  sigh'd  his  soul  away. 

His  fall  the  Dryads  with  loud  shrieks  deplore, 
By  sister  Naiads  echo*d  from  the  shore,' 
Thence  down  to  Neptune's  secret  realms  conveyed, 
Through  grotts,  and  glooms,  and  many  a  coral  shade. 
The  sea's  great  sire,  with  looks  denouncing  war. 
The  trident  shakes,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car : 
With  one  stem  frown  the  wide-spread  deep  deforms. 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  storms. 
O'er  foaming  mountains,  and  through  bursting  tides. 
Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chariot  rides, 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whirlwind's  roar 
It  shoots,  and  lands  him  on  the  destin'd  shore. 

Now  fix'd  on  earth  his  towering  'stature  stood, 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o*erlook'd  the  wood. 
To  Brumpton's  grove  one  ample  stride  he  took, 
(The  valleys  trembled,  and  the  foresto  shook) 
The  next  huge  step  reached  the  devoted  shade, 
Where  choak'd  m  blood  was  wretched  Albion  laid  ? 
Where  now  the  vanquish'd,  with  the  victors  joinM, 
Beneath  the  regal  banners  stood  combin'd. 

Th'  embattled  dwarfii  with  rage  and  scorn  he  past. 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindictive  cast. 
In  deq>  foundations  his  strong  trident  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  th'  up-rooted  empire  heaves  ; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vast  ruin  hung. 
Which  on  tbe  foe  with  force  divine  he  flnn^: 
Aghast  the  leg^onis,  in  th'  approaching  shade, 
111'  inverted  spires  and  rocking  domes  surveyed. 
That,  downward  tumbling  on  the  host  below, 
Crush'd  the  whole  nation  at  one  dreadful  blow. 
Towers,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together  lost. 
And  a  whole  empire  foils  to  sooth  said  Albion's  ghost 

Such  was  the  period,  long  restrein'd  by  Fate, 
And  such  the  downfoll  of  the  fiury  stete. 
This  dale,  a  pleasing  region,  not  unblest, 
This  dale  possest  they ;  and  had  still  possest ; 
Had  not  .their  monarch,  with  a  fother's  pride, 
Rent  from  her  lord  th'  inriolable  bride. 
Rash  to  dissolve  the  contract  seaHd  above. 
The  solemn  vows  and  sacred  bonds  of  love. 
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Kofv,  where  hit  elves  io  flpriglitly  danc'd  the  nmnd, 
No  violet  bieathes,  nor  daisy  paints  the  ground^ 
His  towers  and  people  fill  one  common  grave, 
A  shapeless  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  smoking  piles  he  lay 
Stann'd  and  confounded  a  whole  summer's  day. 
At  length  awak'd  (for  what  can  long  restram 
Unbody'd  spirits  !)  but  awak'd  in  pain: 
And  as  he  saw  the  desolated  wood. 
And  the  daik  den  where  once  his  empire  stood. 
Grief  chill'd  his  heart :  to  his  half-open'd  eyes 
in  every  oak  a  Neptune  seemed  to  rise : 
He  fled :  and  left,  with  aH  his  trembling  peers. 
The  long  possession  of  a  thousand  years^ 

Through  bush,  through  brake,  thioogh  groves,  and 
gloomy  dales,  [vales, 

Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  streams  and  flowery 
Direct  they  fled;  but  often  look'd  behind. 
And  stopt  and  started  at  each  rustling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fear,  his  abdicated  bands 
Disperse  and  wander  into  difiisrent  lands. 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie, 
In  silent  glooms,  impervious  to  the  sky ; 
Part  on  fiur  Avon's  margin  seek  repose. 
Whose  stream  o*er  Britain's  midmost  region  flows, 
Where  formidable  Nqytune  never  came, 
And  seas  and  oceans  are  bat  known  by  fame : 
Some  to  dark  woods  and  secret  shade  retreat: 
And  some  on  mountains  choose  their  airy  seat. 
There  haply  by  the  ruddy  damsel  seen. 
Or  shephenl-boy,  they  featlyfoot  the  green. 
While  from  their  steps  a  circling  verdure  springs ; 
But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  oourts.of  kmgs. 

Mean-while  said  Kernia,  loth  to  quit  the  grove. 
Hung  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathless  love, 
Tiy'd  every  art,  (vain  arts ! )  to  change  his  doom, 
And  vow'd  (vain  vows !)  to  join  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  she  do  ?  the  Fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  to  live,  or  fairy  forms  to  die. 

An  herb  there  grows  (the  same  old  Homer  ^  tells 
Ulysses  bore  to  rival  Circe's  spells) 
Its  root  is  ebon-black,  but  sends  to  light 
A  stem  that  bends  with  flowrets  milky  white, 
Moly  the  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  know. 
But  secret  kept  from  mortal  men  below. 
On  his  pale  limbs  its  virtuous  juice  she  shed. 
And  murmur'd  mystic  numbers  o^  the  dead. 
When  lo !  the  little  shape  by  magic  power 
Grew  less  and  less,  contracted  to  a  flower ; 
A  flower,  that  first  in  this  sweet  garden  smil'd. 
To  virgins  sacred,  and  the  Snowdrop  styi'd. 

The  new-born  plant  with  sweet  regret  she  view'd, 
Warm'd  with  her  sighs,  and  with  her  tears  bedew'd. 
Its  ripen'd  seeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd. 
And  with  her  lover  whiten'd  half  the  shade. 
Thus  won  from  death  each  spring  she  sees  him  grow. 
And  glorious  in  the  vegetable  snow. 
Which  now  increas'd  through  wideBritannia's  plains. 
Its  parent's  warmth  and  spotless  name  retains, 
First  leader  of  the  flowery  race  aspires. 
And  foremost  catches  the  Sun's  genial  fires, 
'Mid  frosts  and  snows  triumphant  dares  appear. 
Mingles  the  seuons,  and  leaids  on  the  year. 

Deserted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race. 
Nor  man  nor  hiry  touch'd  this  guilty  place. 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  roUiog  age. 
It  lay  accura'd,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  rage, 

>  Odyss.  Lib.  X. 


Till  great  Naasan  redoatfa*d  the' desert  shades 
Hienoe  sacred  to  Britannia's  monarchs  made. 
Twas  tben  the  green-rob'd  nymph,  fair  Keaam, 


(Kenna  that  gave  the  ndghbomring  toivn  its  nsme.) 

Proud  when  dbe  saw  th'  ennobled  garden  shine, 

With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  lover's  Kne, 

She  voWd  to  grace  the  mansions  once  her  own. 

And  picture  out  in  plants  the  fiiiiy  town. 

To  far-fiim'd  Wise  her  flight  unseen  she  ^ed. 

And  with  gay  prospects  fill'd  the  craftsman's  head. 

Soft  in  his  fiuicy  drew  a  pleasmg  scheme. 

And  plann'd  that  landscape  in  a  morning  dream. 

With  the  sweet  view  the  sire  of  gardens  fior'd. 
Attempts  the  labour  by  the  nymph  inspir'd. 
The  walls  and  streets  in  rows  of  yew  designs. 
And  forms  the  town  in  all  its  ancient  lines  ; 
The  comer  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air. 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  verdant  square ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  yiews  the  rising  scenes. 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  plants  his  greens. 

With  a  sad  pleasure  the  aerial  maid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realms  survey'd. 
How  chang'd,  how  fall'n  from  its  primeval  pride! 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lover  dy'd. 
Each  moon  his  solemn  obsequies  she  pays. 
And  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  rays  ; 
Pleas'd  in  these  shades  to  head  her  fairy  tram, 
And  grace  the  groves  where  Albion's  kinsmen  reign. 


A  LADY  BEFORE  MARRIAGE, 

Oh  !  ^r^'d  by  Nature,  and  refin'd  by  Art, 
With  charms  to  win,  and  sense  to  fix  the  heart  \ 
By  thousands  sought,  Ckitikla,  canst  tbon  free 
Thy  croud  of  captives  and  descend  to  me  ? 
Content  in  shades  obscure  to  waste  thy  life, 
A  hidden  beauty  and  a  country  wife. 
O  !  listen  while  thy  summers  are  my  theme, 
Ah  !  sooth  thy  partner  in  his  waking  dream ! 
In  some  small  hamlet  on  the  lonely  plab,    [train ; 
Where  Thames,  through  meadows,  rolls  his  mszy 
Or  where  high  Windsor,  thick  witli  greens  array'd. 
Waves  his  old  oaks,  and  spreads  his  ample  shade. 
Fancy  has  figur>d  out  our  calm  retreat; 
Already  round  the  visionary  seat 
Our  limes  begin  to  shoot,  our  flowers  to  spring. 
The  brooks  to  munnur,  and  the  birds  to  sing. 
Where  dost  thou  lie,  thOu  thinly-peopled  green! 
Thou  nameless  lawn,  and  village  yet  unseen  ? 
Where  sons,  contented  with  thehr  native  groond. 
Ne'er  travell'd  further  than  ten  furlongs  round ; 
And  the  tarni'd  peasant,  and  his  mddy  bride. 
Were  bom  together,  aiid  together  died. 
Where  early  larks  best  toll  the  moramg  light. 
And  only  Philomel  disturbs  the  night, 
'Midst  c^ens  here  my  humUe  pile  shall  rise. 
With  sweets  surrounded  of  ten  thousand  dies ; 
All  savage  where  th'  embroider'd  gardens  end. 
The  haimt  of  echoes,  shall  my  #oods  ascend; 
And  oh !  if  Heaven  th'  ambitious  thongfat  approTB, 
A  rill  shall  warble  cross  the  gloomy  grove^ 
A  UtUe  rill,  o'er  pebUy  beds  conveyvl. 
Gush  down  the  stoep,  aial  glitfeer  throu|^  the  glade. 
What  chearing  scents  those  bordering  bsmks  exhals! 
How  lood  that  heifer  lows  from  yondyer  valel 
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That  thniah  bov  shrill !  his  note  so  clear,  so  high. 
He  druvns  each  feather'd  minstrel  of  the  sky. 
Here  let  me  trace  heoeath  the  puipled  mom, 
The  deep-mouthM  beagle,  and  the  sprightly  horn; 
Or  lore  the  tront  with  well  dissembled  flies, 
<>  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  skies. 
Kor  shall  thj  hand  disdain  to  crop  the  vine. 
The  downy  peach,  or  flavoured  nectarine; 
Or  rob  the  bee-hire  of  its  golden  hoard. 
And  bear  th'  unhougbt  luxuriance  to  thy  board. 
SoiDetinies  my  books  by  day  shall  kill  the  hours. 
While  from  thy  needle  rise  the  silken  flowers. 
And  thoQ,  by  turns,  to  ease  my  feeble  ^ght. 
Resume  the  volume,  and  deceive  the  njght 
Oh !  when  I  mark  thy  twinkling  eyes  opprest. 
Soft  whispering,  let  me  warn  my  love  to  rest; 
Then  watch  thee,  charm'd,  while  sleep  locks  every 


And  to  sweet  Heaven  commend  thy  innocence. 

Tiius  reign'donr  fathers  o'er  the  rural  fold, 

Wise,  hale,  and  honest  in  the  days  of  old ; 

Till  omrts  arose,  where  substance  pays  for  show. 

And  specious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 

See  Flavia^spendants,  large,  well-spread,  and  right. 

The  ear  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night : 

Mark  how  the  embroidered  colonel  sneaks  away. 

To  sinm the  withering  dame  that  made  him  gay; 

That  knave,  to  gain  a  title,  lost  his  feme  ; 

That  rmb'd  hia  credit  by  a  daughter's  shame; 

This  coxcomb's  ribband  cost  him  half  his  land. 

And  oaks,  mmumber'd,  bou^j^t  that  fool  a  wand. 

F(Hid  man,  as  all  his  sorrows  were  too  few. 

Acquires  strange  wants  that  nature  never  knew. 

By  midnight  lamps  he  emulates  the  day. 

And  sleeps,  perverse,  the  chearfiil  suns  away ; 

From  goblets  high-embost,  his  wine  must  glide, 

Rf»und  his  cloa'd  sight  the  goiigeous  curtain  slide ; 

Fraite  ere  their  Uroe  to  grace  his  pomp  must  rise, 

And  three  nntasted  courses  glut  his  eyes. 

For  this  are  nature's  gentle  calls  withstood. 

The  %Tjice  of  consdenoe,  an4  the  bonds  of  blood ; 

This  wisdom  thy  reward  for  every  pain, 

And  this  gay  glory  all  thy  mighty  gain. 

Fair  phantoms  woo^d  and  scom'd  from  age  to  age, 

:»ce  bards  begai^  to  laugh,  and  priesU  to  rage. 

And  yet,  just  curse  on  man's  aspiring  kind. 

Prone  to  ambition,  to  example  blind, 

Oor  chiUren's  children  shall  our  st^  pursue, 

And  the  same  errours  be  for  ever  new. 

Mtan  whiAe  in  hope  a  guiltless  country  swain, 

My  reed  with  warblings  chears  the  imagined  plain. 

Hail  bumble  shades,  where  truth  and  silence  dwell ! 

The  nuisy  town  and  faithless  court  farewell ! 

Fare* ell  ambition,  once  my  darling  flame  I 

Tbe  tbint  of  lucre,  and  the  charm  of  fame ! 

In  life  a  by-n)ad,  that  winds  through  paths  unknown, 

My  days,  though  unmber'd,  shall  be  all  my  own. 

Here  shall  they  end,  (O I  might  thev  twice  begin) 

AndaU  be  white  the  Fates  intend  to  spin. 


A  rOUi    m  PIAISB   OF 

THE   HORN-BOOK. 

Vtima   OMDEH  A   FIT  OF  THE   GOVT. 

Magtti  magna  patrant,  not  non  nisi  ludicra*. 

Podagn  haecotia  fecit 

Hmi!  ancient  Book,  most  venerable  code  » 
Lanugo  fbvt  erndle,  and  in  ^  ah^e ! 
VOL  XI. 


The  huge  unnumbered  volumes  which  we  see. 
By  lazy  plagiaries  are  stol'n  from  thee. 
Yet  future  times,  to  thy  sufficient  store. 
Shall  ne'er  presume  to  add  one  letter  more. 

Thoe  will  I  sing,  in  comely  wainscot  bound. 
And  golden  verge  enclosing  tbee  around ; 
The  faithful  horn  before,  from  age  to  age, 
Preserving  thy  invaluable  page ; 
Behind,  thy  patix>n  saint  in  armour  shines. 
With  sword  and  lance,  to  guard  thy  sacred  lines : 
Beneath  his  courser's  feet  the  dragon  lies 
IVansfix'd ;  his  blood  thy  scarlet  cover  dies; 
Th'  instmctive  handle  's  at  the  bottom  fix'd. 
Lest  wrangling  critics  should  pervert  the  text. 

Or  if  to  ginger-bread  thou  shalt  descend. 
And  liquorish  learning  to  thy  babes  extend ; 
Or  sugar'd  plane,  o'erspread  with  beaten  gold. 
Does  the  sweet  treasure  of  thy  letters  hold ; 

Thou  still  shalt  be  my  song Apollo's  choir 

'  I  scorn  t'  invoke ;  Cadmus  my  verse  inspire : 
HTwas  Cadmus  who  the  first  materials  brought 
Of  all  the  learning  which  has  since  been  taught. 
Soon  made  compleat !  for  mortals  ne'er  shall  know 
More  than  contain'd  of  old  the  Christ-cross  row; 
What  masters  dictate,  or  what  doctors  preach. 
Wise  matrons  hence,  e'en  to  our  children  teach: 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  common  that  each  peasant  knows  its  power) 
Physicians  in  mysterious  cant  express, 
P  amuse  the  patient,  and  enhance  their  fees ; 
So  from  the  letters  of  our  native  tongue. 
Put  in  Greek  scrawls,  a  msrstery  too  is  sprung. 
Schools  are  erected,  puzzling  grammars  made. 
And  artful  men  strike  out  a  gainful  trade ; 
Strange  characters  adorn  the  learned  gate, 
And  heedless  youth  catch  at  the  shining  bait; 
The  pregnant  boys  the  noisy  charms  declare, 
AndTau's,  and  Delta's  ^,  make  their  mothers  siar^ 
Th'  uncommon  sounds  amaze  the  vulgar  ear, 
And  what 's  uncommon  never  costs  too  dear. 
Vet  in  all  tongues  the  Horn-book  is  the  same, 
Taughtby  the  Grecian  master,  or  the  English  dame. 

But  how  shall  I  thy  endless  virtues  tell, 
In  which  thou  dun^  all  other  books  excell  ? 
No  greasy  thumbs  thy  spotless  leaf  can  soil. 
Nor  crooked  dogs-ears  thy  smooth  comers  ^il ; 
In  idle  pages  no  errata  stand, 
To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer's  hand :    ^ 
No  fulsome  dedication  here  is  writ. 
Nor  flattering  verse,  to  praise  the  author's  witi 
The  margin  with  no  tedious  notes  is  vez^d. 
Nor  various  reading  to  confound  the  text ; 
All  parties  in  thy  literal  sense  agree, 
Thou  perfect  centre  of  concordancy  I 
Search  we  the  records  of  an  ancient  date. 
Or  read  what  modem  histories  relate. 
They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 
By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  mn  : 
<*  Too  high  the  floods  of  passion  us'd  to  roll. 
And  rend  the  Roman  youth's  impatient  soul; 
His  hasty  anger  fumish'd  scenes  of  blood, 
And  frequent  deaths  of  worthy  men  ensued : 
In  vam  were  all  the  weaker  methods  try'd. 
None  could  suffice  to  stem  the  fiirious  tide, 
Thy  sacred  line  he  did  but  once  repeat. 
And  laid  the  storm,  and  cool'd  the  raging  heat  <,*' 

>  The  Greek  letters  T,  A. 
*  Hie  wMce  given  to  AttgustOf,  by  A^ienodoriw 
the  stoic  philosopher. 
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Thy  heavenly  notes,  like  angels'  music,  cheer 
Departing  souls,  and  sooth  the  dying  ear. 
An  aged  peasant,  on  his  latest  hed, 
WishM  for  a  friend  some  godly  hook  to'  read; 
The  pious  grandson  thy  known  handle  takes, 
And  (eyes  lift  uj>)  this  savory  lecture  makes: 
**  Great  A,'*  he  gravely  read ;  the  important  aonnd 
The  empty  walls  and  hallow  roof  rebound:       • 
Th'  expiring  ancient  rearM  his  drooping  head, 
And  thankM  his  stars  that  Hodge  had  leam'd  to  read. 
*•  Great  B,"  the  younker  bawls  $  O  heavenly  breath ! 
What  ghostly  comforts  in  tfie  hour  of  death ! 
What  hopes  I  feel !  "  Great  C,"  pronounc'd  the  boy; 
The  grandsire  dies  with  extasy  of  joy. 

Yet  in  some  lands  such  ignorance  abounds. 
Whole  parishes  scarce  know  thy  useful  sounds. 
Of  Essex  hundreds  Fame  gives  this  report. 
But  Fame,  I  ween,  says  many  things  in  sport. 
Scarce  lives  the  man  to  whom  thou  'rt  quite  un- 
known. 
Though  few  th'  extent  of  thy  vast  empire  own. 
Whatever  wonders  magic  spells  can  do 
On  earth,  in  air,  in  sea,  in  shades  below ; 
What  words  profound  and  dark  wise  Mahomet  spoke, 
When  his  old  cow  an  angel's  figure  took ; 
What  strung  enchantments  sage  Canidia  knew, 
Or  Horace  sung,  fierce  monsters  to  subdue, 

0  mighty  Book,  are  all  containM  in  you ! 
All  human  arts,  and  every  science  meet, 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  single  sheet : 

From  thy  vast  root  all  learning's  branches  grow. 
And  all  her  streams  from  thy  deep  fountain  flow. 
And,  lo  !  while  thus  thy  wonders  I  indite. 
Inspired  I  feel  the  power  of  which  »I  write  ; 
The  gentler  gout  his  former  rage  forgets, 
Less  frequent  now,  and  less  severe  the  fits : 
liOose  grew  the  chains  which  bound  my  useless  feet ; 
Stiffness  and  pain  from  every  joint  retreat; 
Sulrprising  strength  comes  every  ipoment  on, 

1  stand,  I  step,  I  walk,  and  now  I  run.' 

Here  let  me  cease,  my  hobbling  numbers  stop. 
And  at  thy  handle  ^  hang  lAy  crutches  up. 


THERISTES}  on,    THE  LORDUNG, 

TUB    GRANDSON     OF    A   BtlCKLAVEK,    GEEAT  GtAMB- 
tOV  OP  A  BUTCHER.  ' 

Thbris7Ss  of  amphibious  breed. 
Motley  fruit  of  mongrel  seed : 
By  the  dam  from  lordlings  sprung. 
By  the  sire  exhaPd  from  dung : 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both. 
Look  on  him,  and  see  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  side, 
FilPd^wHh  falsehood,  spleen,  and  pride. 
Positive  and  over-bearing , 
Clianging  still,  and  still  adhering. 
Spiteful,  peevish,  rude,  untoward. 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward  ; 
When  his  friends  he  most  is  hard  on^ 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon  5 
Reputation  ever  tearing. 
Ever  dearest  friendship  swearing ; 
Judgment  weak,  and  passion  stnnig; 
Always  various,  alwa3rB  wrong  ; 


^  Votira  Tabula, 


Hor. 


Provocation  never  waits. 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hataif 
Talks  whatever  comes  in  his  head, 
WiiAies  it  were  all  unsaid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  trace. 
From  his  father*s  scoundrel  race. 
Who  could  give  the  looby  such  airs  ? 
Were  they  masons  ?  Were  they  butchect  t . 
Herald  lend  the  Muse  an  answer. 
From  his  atavus  and  grancmre  ! 
Thw  was  dexterous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  ^e\l  s 
Hence  the  greasy  clumsy  mien. 
In  his  dress  and  figure  seen : 
Hence  that  mean  and  sordid  soul, 
Likd  his  body,  rank  and  foul : 
Hence  that  wild  suspicious  peep. 
Like  a  rogue  that  steals  a  sheep : 
Hence  he  learn'd  the  butcher's  guO^ 
How  to  cut  a  throat  and  smile  : 
Like  a  butcher  doomM  for  life. 
In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife : 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food. 
From  his  tenant^s  vital  blood. 

Lastly,  let  his  gifts  be  try'd. 
Borrowed  from  the  mason-side. 
Some,  perhaps,  may  think  him  able 
In  the  state  to  build  a  Babel; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  station 
To  destroy  the  old  foundation. 
True,  indeed,  I  should  be  gladder 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  descend. 
In  him  tell  me,  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  most,  or  male  ? 
What  produc*d  them,  can  you  tell } 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  Hell  ? 


OXFORD: 
A  POEM» . 

IMSCRIBED  TO  LORD  L0M8DALB  >  , 

1707. 

Unum  opus  est  intacts  palladis  urbem 
Carmine  perpetiio  celebrare— 

Hor. 

Whilst  you,  my  lord,  adorn  that  stately  seat. 
Where  shining  Beauty  makes  her  soft  retreat, 
Enjoying  all  those  graces,  uncontrol'd, 
Which  noblest  youths  would  die  but  to  behold; 
Whilst  you  inhabit  Lowther's  awfiil  pile, 
A  structure  worthy  of  the  founder's  toil ; 

>  Added  by  the  express  direction  of  Dr.  Jdhnson; 
by  whom  they  were  originally  appended  to  his  life 
of  Tickell,  with  this  introduction :  "  The  two  poems 
which  follow  would  have  been  inserted  in  the  collec- 
tion, if  the  compilers  could  have  obtained  copies  of 
them.  To  complete  the  poetical  works  of  Tickell, 
they  are  here  copied  from  the  Select  Collection  of 
Miscellaneous  Poems,  1780."    N. 

2  Richard,  second  lord  viscount  Lonsdale.  He 
died  of  the  muOl-pos^,  Dec  1,  1713.    AT. 
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t^A  w«  gee  the  Ibrmer  Lonsdale  ^  shine 
In  each  descendant  of  his  noble  line : 
But  most  transported  and  surpriz'd  we  view 
His  ancient  g^lories  all  reviv'd  in  you. 
Where  charms  and  virtues  join  their  equal  grace, 
Your  Cither's  godlike  soul,  your  mother's  lovely  face. 

Me  Fortune  and  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  care' 
To  fiuDOoa  Oxford  and  the  Muses  bear, 
Where,  of  all  ranks,  the  blooming  3'outbs  combine 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  mighty  Nine, 
And  snatch,  with  smiling  joy,  the  laurel  crown, 
I>ae  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown. 
Here  1,  the  meanest  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
I>dide  the  time  with  an  unhallowM  Nong, 
Which  thus  my  thanks  to  much-lov*d  Chdfbrd  pays, 
lo  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  la>s. 

Where  shall  I  first  the  beauteous  scene  disclose. 
And  all  the  gay  variety  expose  ? 
far  wheresoe'er  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes, 
Aspirmg  towen  and  verdant  gn^ves  arise. 
Immortal  greens  the  smiling  plains  array, 
And  mazy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

O !  might  your  eyes  behold  each  sparkling  dome, 
And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  prospect  roam. 
Less  mvishM  your  own  Lowther  you*d  survey, 
ITioagh  pomp  and  state  the  costly  seat  display, 
Where  Art  so  nicely  has  adomM  the  place, 
Thnt  Nature's  aid  might  seem  an  useless  gprace; 
Yet  Natore's  smiles  such  various  charms  impart. 
That  Tam  and  needless  are  the  'strokes  of  Ait. 
In  equal  state  our  risii^  structures  shine, 
Fram'd  by  such  rules,  and  fbrm'd  by  such  design, 
That  here,  at  once  surprizM  and  pieas'd,  we  view 
OU  Athens  iost  and  conquered  in  the  new ; 
More  sweet  our  shades,  more  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  vaihling  Muses  and  inspiring  Gods,     [draught 

Great  Vanbrook's  *  self  might  own  each  arfiul 
Eqoal'  to  nb-nlels  in  his  curious  thought, 
Kor  aooni  a  fabric  by  our  plans  to  frame. 
Or  in  immorti^l  labours  sing  their  fame ; 
Both  ways  he  saves  them  from  destroying  Fate, 
If  be  bat  praise  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See,  where  the  sacred  Sheldon's  ^  haughty  dome 
Rivais  the  stateTy  pomp  of  ancient  Rome, 
IKlione  form,  vy  great  and  noble,  seems  dcsign'd 
P  ex.pres8  the  grandeur  of  its  founder's  mind. 
Here,  in  one  lofty  building,  we  behold 
Whate'er  the  Latian  pride  could  boast  of  old.  » 
True,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  savage  eye. 
And  strew  the  sand  with  sportive  cruelty ; 
But,  oiore  adom'd  with  what  the  Muse  inspires. 
It  fiu"  ont^nes  their  bloody  theatres. 
Deligfatful  scene  !  when  here,  in  equal  verse. 
The  y^oathful  bards  their  godlike  queen  rehearse, 
To  Cburchiirs  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join. 
And  aing  the  plains  of  Hocksiet  and  Judoign. 

Next  let  the  Muse  record  our  Bodley's  seat  8, 
Nor  nim  at  numbers,  like  the  subject,  great : 
All  bail,  thou  fabric,  sacred  to  the  Nine, 
Thy  fiune  immortal,  and  thy  form  divine  ! 


>  Sir  John  Lowther,  one  of  the  early  promoters  of 
the  Revohition,  was  constituted  vice-chamberlain 
to  king  William  and  queen  Mary  on  their  advance- 
meat  to  the  throne ;  created  baron  Lowther  and 
visoonnt  Lonsdale,  May  28,  1696 ;  and  appointed 
lad  psivy-wal  m  1699.  Hedied  July  10,  1700.  N, 
^SnrJobnVanbragh.  N,  ^  The  Theatre.  T 
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Who  to  thy  praise  attempts  the  dangerous  flight. 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  be  taught  to  write  ; 
His  verse,  like  thee,  a  lofty  dress  shoutd  wear. 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there  ; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  make  thee  live,    _ 
And  pay  that  fame,  which  first  thyself  didst  give. 
So  fountains,  which  through  secret  channels  flow. 
And  pour  above  the  floods  they  take  below. 
Back  to  their  father  Ocean  urge  their  way. 
And  to  the  sea,  the  streams  it  gave,  repay. 

No  more  we  fear  the  military  rage, 
Nurs'd  up  in  some  obscure  barbarian  age  ; 
Nor  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine,  * 

Prom  thick-skuU'd  heroes  of  the  Gothic  line. 
Though  pale  the  Romans  saw  those  arms  advance. 
And  wept  their  learning  lost  in  ignorance. 
Let  brutal  rage  around  its  terrours  spread, 
The  living  murder,  and  consume  the  dead. 
In  impious  fires  let  noblest  writings  bum, 
And  with  their  authors  share  a  common  urn  ; 
Only,  ye  Fates,  our  lov'd  Bodleian  spare. 
Be  IT,  and  Learning's  self  shall  be  your  care, 
Here  every  art  and  every  gi^ce  shall  join, 
0>liected  Phoebus  here  alone  shall  shine, 
Each  other  seat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine^ 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defiic'd. 
And  to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debas'd,    . 
In  vain  they  burn  the  work  of  hands  divine, 
And  vow  destruction  to  the  Dardan  line, 
Whilst  good  ^neas  flies  th'  unequal  wars. 
And,  with  his  guardian  gods,  liilus  bears. 
Old  Troy  for  ever  stands  }n  him  alone. 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  survive  in  one. 

Here  still  presides  each  sage's  reverend  shade, 
In  soft  repose  and  easy  grandeu^  laid  ; 
Their  deathless  works  forbid  their  fame  to  die^ 
Nor  Time  itself  their  persons  shall  destroy, 
Preserv'd  within  the  living  gallery  ''. 
What  greater  gift  could  lK»unteous  Heaven  bestow. 
Than  to  be  seen  above,  and  read  below  ^ 
With  deep  respect  I  bend  my  duteous  head. 
To  see  the  faithful  likeness  of  the  dead; 
But  O  !  what  Muse  can  equal  warmth  impart? 
The  painter's  skill  transcends  the  poet's  art 
'WTien  round  the  pictured  founders  I  descry, 
With  goodness  soft,  and  great  with  majesty. 
So  much  of  life  the  artful  colours^give. 
Scarce  more  within  their  colleges  they  live  5 
My  blood  begins  in  wilder  rounds  to  roll. 
And  pleasing  tumults  combat  in  my  soul ; 
An  humble  awe  my  downcast  eyes  betray. 
And  only  less  than  adoration  pay. 
Such  were  the  Roman  Fathers,  when,  o'ercome, 
They  saw  the  Gauls  insult  o'er  conquer'd  Rome ; 
Each  captive  seem*d  the  haughty  victor's  lord. 
And  prostrate  chiefs  their  awful  slaves  ador'd. 

Such  art  as  this  adorns  your  Lowther's  hall, 
Where  feasting  gods  carouse  upon  the  wall ; 
The  nectar,  which  creating  paint  supplies. 
Intoxicates  each  pleas'd  spectator's  eyes ; 
Who  view,  amaz'd,  the  figures  heavenly  fair, 
And  think  they  breathe  the  true  Elysian  air. 
With  strokes  so  bold,  great  Verrio's  hand  has  drawn 
The  gods  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 

Fir'd  with  a  thousand  raptures,  I  behold. 
What  lively  features  grac'd  each  bard  of  old  ; 
Such  lips,  I  think,  did  guide  his  charining  tongue. 
In  luch  an  air  as  this  the  poet  sung; 

•^  The  Picture  Gallery.    7. 
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S\ich  ey€8  as  tbeie  glow'd  with  the  sacred  fire, 
And  hands  like  these  employed  the  vocal  lyre. 
Quite  ravishM,  I  pursue  each  image  o'er, 
And  scarce  admire  their  deathless  labours  more. 
See  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears. 
Each  shade  is  critic,  and  each  foiture  sneers ; 
The  artful  Ben  so  smartly  strikes  the  eye, 
I  more  than  see  a  iancy'd  comedy ; 
The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  show. 
And  metaphysics  cloud  his  wriukled  brow. 
But  distant  awe  invades  my  beating  breast. 
To  see  great  Ormond  in  the  paint  exprest; 
With  fear  I  view  the  figure  from  afar, 
Which  bums  with  noble  ardour  for  the  war; 
But  near  approaches  free  my  doubting  mind, 
To  view  such  sweetness  with  such  grandeur  joined. 

Here  studious  heads  the  graver  tablet  shows. 
And  there  with  martial  warmth  the  picture  glows  ; 
The  blooming  youth  here  boasts  a  brighter  hue. 
And  painted  virgms  for  outshine  the  true. 

Hail,  Colours,  which  with  Nature  bear  a  strife, 
And  only  want  a  voice  to  perfect  life ! 
The  wondering  stranger  makes  a  sudden  stand, 
And  pays  low  homage  to  the  lovely  band  ; 
Within  each  frame  a  real  fair  believes. 
And  vainly  thinks  the  mimic  canvass  lives ; 
Till,  undeceived,  he  quits  th'  enchanting  shew. 
Pleas 'd  with  the  art,  though  he  laments  it  too. 

So  when  his  Juno  bold  buon  woo'd. 
And  aim'd  at  pleasures  worthy  of  a  god, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  ibrm'd  by  angry  Jove, 
Fit  to  invite,  though  not  indulge  his  love ; 
The  mortal  thought  he  saw  his  goddess  shine, 
And  all  the  lying  graces  look'd  divine ; 
But  when  with  heat  he  clasp'd  her  fancied  charms. 
The  empty  vapour  baulk'd  his  eager  arms. 

Loth  to  depart,  I  leave  th'  .inviting  scene. 
Yet  scarce  forbear  to  view  it  o'er  again ; 
But  still  new  objects  give  a  new  delight. 
And  various  prospects  bless  the  wandering  sight. 

Aloft  in  state  the  airy  tonrers  arisci, 
And  with  new  lustre  deck  the  wondering  skies  ! 
Lo !.  to  what  height  the  schools  ascendmg  reach. 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach  ; 
The  lofty  dome  expands  her  spacious  gate, 
Where  sdl  the  decent  graces  jointly  wait  j 
In  every  shape  the  god  of  art  resoits. 
And  crouds  of  sages  fill  th'  extended  courts. 

With  wonders  fraught  the  bright  Museum  see. 
Itself  the  greatest  curiosity  ! 
Where  Nature's  choicest  treasure,  all  combin'd, 
Delight  at  once,  and  quite  confbimd  the  mind  ; 
Ten  thousand  splendours  strike  the  dazzled  eye. 
And  form  on  Earth  another  galaxy. 
.  Here  colleges  in  sweet  confiision  rise. 
There  temples  seem  to  reach  their  native  skies  ; 
Spires,  towers,  and  groves,  compose  the  various  shew, 
And  mingled  prospects  charm  the  doubting  view; 
Who  can  deny  their  characters  divine. 
Without  resplendent,  and  inspirM  within  ? 
But,  sinee  above  my  weak  and  artless  lays, 
liet  their  own  poets  smg  their  equal  praise. 

One  labour  more  my  grateful  verse  renews. 
And  rears  aloft  the  Ipw-deseending  Muse; 
The  buildings,  parent  of  my  young  essays. 
Asks  in  return  a  tributary  praise. 

0  Queen's  College  Library.  See  the  Poem  on 
Queen  Caroline's  rebuilding  the  Lodgings  of  the 
Black  Prince  and  Henry  V.  p.  101,  the  oUter  of  the 
«  tfro  poems"  alluded  to  in  p.  1 30,    N«  { 


Pillars  sublime  bear  up.  the  learned  wd^ 
And  antique  sages  tread  the  pompous  height; 
WhDst  guardian  Muses  shade  the  happy  pilei^ 
And  all  around  diffuse  propitkras  smiles. 
Here  Lancaster,  adom'd  with  every  grace. 
Stands  chief  in  merit,  as  the  chief  in  place : 
To  his  lov'd  name  our  earliest  lays  belong. 
The  theme  at  once,  and  patron  oip  our  song. 
Long  may  he  o'er  his  much-lov'd  Queen's  preskU, 
Our  arts  encourage;  and  our  counsels  guide  ; 
Till  after-ages,  fiU'd'with  glad  surprise. 
Behold  his  image  all  majestic  rise. 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band. 
Princes  and  queens  and  holy  &thers,  stand. 
Good  Egglesfield^  claims  homage  from  the  eye, 
And  the  hard  stone  seems  soft  with  piety  ; 
The  mighty  monarchs  still  the  same  appear. 
And  every  marble  frown  provokes  the  war; 
Whilst  rugged  rocks,  mark'd  with  Philippa's  Cue, 
Soften  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-borm  grace. 
A  sight  less  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transform'd  to  statues  by  the  Gorgon  shield; 
Distorting  fear  the  coward's  form  oonfest. 
And  fury'^  seem'd  to  heave  the  hero's  breast ; 
The  lifpless  rocks  each  various  thought  betray'dj. 
And  all  the  soul  was  in  the  stone  display'd. 

Too  high,  my  verse,  has  been  thy  daring  fligk^ 
Thy  softer  numbers  now  the  groves  invite. 
Where  silent  shades  provoke  the  speaking  lyre^ 
And  chearful  objects  happy  songs  inspire. 
At  once  bestow  rewards,  and  thoughts  infuse^ 
Compose  a  garland,  and  supply  a  Muse. 

Behold  around,  and  see  the  living  green 
In  native  colours  paints  a  blooming  scene ; 
Th'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  Wmter  fear. 
But  scorn  the  coldest  season  of  the  year ; 
Apollo  sure  will  bless  the  happy  place, 
Which  his  own  Daphne  oondescmds  to  grace; 
For  here  the  everlasting  laurels  grow. 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 
Prospects  so  gay  demand  a  Congreve's  strains^ 
To  call  the  gods  and  nymphs  upon  the  plains; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  sylvan  throng, 
Pleas'd  to  submit  to  his  superior  song ; 
Great  Denham^s  genius  looks  with  rapture  down. 
And  Spenser's  shade  resigns  the  rural  crown. 

Fill'd  with  great  thoughts,  a  thousand  sages  rove 
Through  every  field  and  solitary  grove ; 
Whose  souh,  ascending  an  exalted  height, 
Ont-soar  the  drooping  Close's  vulgar  flight, 
Hiat  longs  to  see  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  some  gentle  shade, 
Whero  purfing  streams  and  warbling  birds  conspire 
To  aid  th'  enchantments  of  the  troinbling  lyre. 

Bear  me,  some  god,  to  Christ-Churoh,  royal  seat| 
And  Uy  me  softly  in  the  green  retr^. 
Where  Aldrich  holds  o'er  Wit  the  sovereign  power. 
And  crowns  the  poets  which  he  taught  before. 
To  Aldrich  Britain  owes  her  tuneful  Boyle, 
The  noblest  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  isle  ; 
Who  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire. 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernian  lyre. 
Philips,  by  Phmbus  and  his  Aldrich  taught. 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill  fought^ 
Unfetter'd,  in  great  Milton's  strain  he  writes, 
Uke  Milton's  angels  whilst  his  hero  fights ; 
Pursues  the  bard,  whilst  he  with  honour  can, 
Equals  the  poet,  and  excels  the  man. 

»Bobert  JBtoleifield,  B.  D.  thefowMkr,  1340.  K, 
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#^9  all  fhe  plalai,  tlie  rtreuna,  ami  woods  arouod. 
Hie  pWiMJiy  layi  of  aweetest  bards  resound  ; 
A  &itfaf al  «dbo  every  note  retams, 
Aad  listeniiig  river-gods  oegLect  their  urns.. 
Wbm  OodrnigtOQ  ^  and  Steele  their  verse  unrein, 
And  farm  an  easy,  unaffected  strain, 
A  double  wreath  of  iaurel  binds  their  brow, 
As  tfaey  are  poets  and  are  warriors  toa 
Trapp's  lofty  scenes  in  gentle  numbers  flow, 
Lfte  Dryden  great,  as  soft  as  moving  Rowe. 
Wbea  youthful  Harrison  s  ,  with  tunefiil  skill 
Jflakea  Woodstock  Paris  scarce  yieU  to  Cooper*s  Hill ; 
€M  Chancer  fh>m  th'  Elysian  Fields  looks  down, 
And  sees  at  lengtii  a  genius  like  his  own; 
Cbarai'd  with  his  lays,  which  reach  the  shades  below, 
fair  Rosamonda  intermits  her  woe. 
Forgets  the  anguish  of  an  injured  soul. 
The  &tal  poignard,  and  envenom'd  bowL 

Apollo  smiles  on  Magd'leo^s  peaceful  bowers, 
Perfames  the  air,  and  paints  the  grot  with  flowers. 
Where  Yalden  leam'd  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown. 
And  erery  Muse  was  fond  of  Addison. 
Applauded  man !  for  weightier  trusts  designed, 
For  ocioe  disdain  not  tor  unbend  thy  mind  ; 
Thy  mother  Isis  and  her  groves  rehearw, 
A  sulject  mit  unworthy  of  thy  vene ; 
So  Laktan  fields  will  cease  to  boast  thy  praise. 
And  yield  to  Oxford,  pamted  in  thy  lays : 
And  vhen  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free^ 
What  thou  to  Virgil  giv*st  shall  give  to  thee, 
Ibs,  immortal  by  the  poet's  skill, 
*■  SbaJl,  in  the  smooth  description,  mormur  still  3  ;" 
Ifcv  beauties  shall  adorn  our  sylvan  scene. 
And  in  thy  numbers  grow  for  ever  green. 

I>uiby*s  fom'd  gift  *  such  verse  as  thine  requires, 
Rralted  nqptures,  and  celestial  fires; 
Apollo  here  should  plenteously  impart, 
A>  vdl  his  Baging,  as  his  curing  art ; 
Natme  henelf  the  healing  garden  loves. 
Which  kindly  her  declining  strength  improves, 
Bafflea  the  strokes  of  unrelenting  Death, 
Gin  break  his  arrows,  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
Hqw  asreet  the  landscape  !  where,  in  living  trees, 
Here  frowns  a  vegetable  Hercules ! 
Tlkere  fem'd  Achilles  learns  to  live  again ; 
And  looks  yet  angry  in  the  mimic  scene ; 
Here  aitlVil  bnds,  which  blooming  arbours  show 
Seem  to  fly  higher,  whilst  they  upwards  grow, 
Fiuni  the  same  leaves  both  arms  and  warrkirs  rise. 
And  ewery  bough  a  difierent  charm  supplies. 
So  vhen  our  world  the  great  Creator  made, 
And,  nnadomM,  the  sluggish  chaos  laid, 
HciToar  and  Beauty  own'd  their  sire  the  same. 
And  Form  itself  from  Parent  Matter  came, 
That  Imnpish  mass  alone  was  source  of  all. 
And  Bards  and  Themes  had  one  original. 

In  vain  the  graves  demand  my  longer  stay. 
The  gentle  Isis  wafts  the  Muse  away ; 
With  ease  the  river  guides  her  wandering  stream. 
And  bastes  to  mingle  with  uxonous  Thame,  ^ 

s  The  great  benefoctor  to  All-souls  College.   JV. 

•  Of  whom,  see  Select  CoUection,  vol  iv.  p.  18a 

a; 

9  Letter  from  Italy,  by  Mr.  Addison.     T. 

*  The  Physic-garden  at  Oxford.    This  hint  was 
happfly  taken  up  in  1713,  by  Dr.  £vans.  See  Select 

,  1780,  VOL  iu.  p.  145.    M 


Attempting  poets  on  her  banks  lie  down. 
And  qisaff,  inspired,  the  better  Helicon, 
Harmooioiis  strains  adorn  their  various  themes. 
Sweet  as  the  banks,  and  flowing  as  the  streams. 

Bkss'd  we,  whom  bounteous  Fortune  here  hat 
^iitown. 
And  made  the  various  blessings  all  our  own ! 
Nor  crowns,  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  of  state. 
Upon  our  humble,  easy  slumbers  wait; 
Nor  aught  that  is  Ambition's  lofty  theme 
Disturbs  our  sleep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dream. 
Touch'd  by  no  ills  which  vex  th*  unhappy  great, 
Wc  only  read  the  changes  in  the  state, 
Triumphant  Marlborough's  arms  at  distance  hear. 
And  learn  from  Fame  the  rough  events  of  war ; 
With  pointed  rhymes  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce. 
And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verse. 

See  how  the  matchless  youth  their  hours  improvi^ 
And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knowledge  move ! 
Eager  for  fiune,  prevent  the  rising  Sun, 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  Moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  bold  attempts  restrain. 
Who  leave  dull  Time,  and  hasten  into  man. 
Pure  to  the  soul,  and  pleasing  to  the  eyes, 
Like  angels  youthftil,  and- like  angels  wise. 

Some  learn  the  mighty  deeds  of  ages  gone. 
And,  by  the  lives  of  heroes,  form  their  own ; 
Now  view  the  Graniqoe  choak'd  with  heaps  of  slain^ 
And  warring  worhls  on  the  Phaisalian  plain ; 
Now  hear  the  trumpets  clangour  from  alar, 
4nd  all  the  dreadful  harmony  of  war ; 
Now  trace  those  secret  tricks  that  lost  a  state. 
And  search  the  fine-spun  arts  that  made  it  great. 
Correct  those  errours  that  its  ruin  bred. 
And  bid  some  long-lost  empire^  rear  its  ancient  head^ 

Others,  to  whom  persuasive  arts  belong, 
(Words  in  their  looks,  and  music  on  their  tongue) 
Instructed  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Home, 
Learn  richly  to  adorn  their  native  home ; 
Whilst  listening  crowds  confess  the  sweet  surprize. 
With  pleasure  in  their  breasts,  and  wonder  in  their 
eyes. 

Here  curious  mindss  the  latent  seeds  disclose, 
And  Nature's  darkest  labyrinths  expose; 
Whilst  greater  souls  the  distant  worlds  descry, 
Piercti  to  the  out-stretch'd  borders  of  the  sky,  [eye. 
Enh&rge  the  searching  mind,  and  broad  expand  the 

O  you,  whose  rising  years  so  great  began. 
In  whose  bright  youth  I  read  the  shining  man, 
O  Lonsdale,  know  what  noblest  minds  approve. 
The  thoaghts  they  cherish,  and  the  hearts  they  love : 
I^et  these  examples  your  young  bosom  fire. 
And  bid  your  soul  to  bouniUcss  height  aspire. 
Methinks  I  see  you  in  our  shades  retired. 
Alike  admiring,  and  by  all  admir'd : 
Your  eloquence  now  charms  my  rarish'd  ear. 
Which  future  senates  shall  transported  hear. 
Now  mournful  verse  insjjires  a  pleasing  woe. 
And  now  your  cheeks  with  warlike  fury  glow^ 
Whilst  on  V^e  paper  iancy'd  fields  appear. 
And  prospects  of  imaginary  w:\r ;  * 

Your  martial  soul  sees  Hockstet*8  fatal  plain. 
Or  fights  the  fiim*d  Ramilia  o*cr  again. 

But  I  in  vain  these  lofty  names  rehearse. 
Above  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verK, 
Which  Garth  should  in  immortal  strains  design. 
Or  Addison  exalt  with  warmth  divine ; 
A  meaner  song  my  tender  voice  requires. 
And  fiuDtar  lays  confess  tha  &inter  fires» 
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By  Nature  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 

A  painted  prospect,  or  a  murmuring  stream, 

To  tune  a  vulgar  note  in  Echo's  praise, 

Whilst  Echo's  self  resounds  the  flattering  la]^; 

Or,  whilst  I  tell  how  Myra's  chtums  surprise, 

Paint  rofleson-her  cheeks,  and  ^ns  within  her  eyes. 

O,  did  proportioned  height  to  me  belong, 
Great  Anna's  name  should  grace  th*  ambitious  song ; 
Ulustnous  dames  should  round  their  queen  resort, 
And  Lonsdale's  mother  crown  the  splendid  court; 
Her  noble  son  should  boast  x»  Tutgar  place, 
But  share  the  ancient  honours  of  his  trace ; 
Whilst  each  fair  daughter's  face  and  conquering  eyes 
To  Venus  only  should  submit  the  prize. 
O  matchless  beauties !  more  than  heavenly  &ir. 
Your  looks  resistless,  and  divine  your  air. 
Let  your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  diffuse, 
And  no  fond  Bard  shall  ask  an  useless  Muse; 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  noble  tire, 
Give  beauty  to  the  song,  and  music  to  the  lyre. 

This  charming  theme  1  ever  could  pursue. 
And  think  the  inspiration  ever  new. 
Did  not  the  god  my  wandering  pen  restrain ; 
And  bring  me  to  his  Oxford  back  again. 

Oxford,  the  goddess  Muse's  native  home, 
Inspir'd  tike  Athens,  and  adom'd  like  Rome ! 
Hadst  thou  of  old  been  I.«aming's  fam'd  retreat, 
And  pagan  Muses  chose  thy  lovely  seat, 
O,  how  unbounded  had  their  fiction  been  ! 
What  fancy'd  visions  had  adom'd  the  acene ! 
Upon  each  hill  a  sylvan  Pan  had  stood. 
And  every  thicket  boasted  of  a  god  ; 
^tyrs  had  frisk'd  in  each  poetic  grove. 
And  not  a  sream  without  its  nymphs  could  move  ; 
Each  summit  had  the  train  of  Muses  show'd. 
And  Hippocrene  in  every  fountain  flow'd ; 
The  tales,  adom'd  with  each  poetic  grace, 
Had  look'd  almost  as  channing  as  the  place. 


Ev'n  now  we  hear  the  worid  with  transports  own 
Those  fictions  by  more  wondrous  truths  outdone  ; 
Here  pure  Eusebia  keeps  her  holy  seat. 
And  Themis  smiles  from  Heaven  on  this  retreat ; 
Our  chaster  Graces  own  refin*d  desires. 
And  all  our  Muses  bnm  with  vestal  fires ; 
Whilst  guardian -angels  our  Apollos  stand. 
Scattering  rich  fkvours  with  a  bounteous  band. 
To  bless  the  happy  air,  and  sanctify  the  land. 

O  pleasing  shades  !  O  ev^-green  retreats ! 
Ye  learned  grottoes  !  and  ye  sacred  seats  ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refuse. 
But  entertain  in  peace  ^e  bashful  Muse  ! 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heaven^s  distinguishM  eaare. 
And  may  your  lame  be  lasting,  as  tis  fair  1 
Let  greater  Bards  on  fam'd  Pamasus  dt«am. 
Or  taste  th'  inspir'd  Heliconian  stream ; 
Yet,  whilst  our  Oxford  is  the  bless'd  abode 
Of  every  Muse,  and  every  tuneftil  god, 
Parnassus  owns  its  honours  for  outdone, 
A^d  Isis  hoasts  more  Bards  than  Helicon. 

A  thousand  blessings  I  to  Oxfbrd  owe. 
But  you,  my  Ix>rd,  th'  inspiring  Muse  bestow ; 
Orac'd  with  your  name  th'  unpolish'd  poem  ishine^ 
You  guanf  its  faults,  and  consecrate  the  lines, 
O  might  you  here  meet  my  desiring  eyes. 
My  drooping  song  to  nobler  heights  would  rise : 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  northern  air, 
Yet  should  I  find  an  equal  pleasure  there ; 
Your  presence  would  the  harsher  climate  soothe, 
Hush  every  wind,  and  every  moulktain  smooth; 
Would  bid  the  groves  in  springing  pomp  arise. 
And  open  channing  vista's  to  the  eyes ; 
Would  make  my  trifling  verse  be  heard  annmd. 
And  sportive  Echo  play  the  empty  sound : 
With  you  I  should  a  better  Phoebus  find. 
And  own  in  you  al<xie  the  chanus  of  Qxfoid  jdn^dv 
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Of  Mr.  H  AMMONDi  though  he  be  well  remembered  as  a  man  esteemed  and  caressed 
by  the  elegant  and  the  great,  I  was  at  first  able  to  obtain  no  other  memorials  than  such 
as  are  supplied  by  a  book  called  Gibber's  Lives  of  the  Poets ;  ot  which  I  take  this 
opportunity  to  testify,  that  it  was  not  written,  nor,  I  believe,  ever  seen,  by  either  of  the 
Gibbers ;  but  was  the  woik  of  Robert  Sbiels,  a  native  of  Scotland,  a  man  of  very  acute 
imdentanding,  thou^  with  little  schobstic  education,  who,  not  long  after  the  publi- 
catKHi  of  his  work,  died  m  London  of  a  consumption.  His  life  was  virtuous,  and  his 
end  was  pious.  Theophilus  Gibber,  then  a  prisoner  for  debt,  imparted,  as  I  was  told, 
his  Dune  for  ten  guineas.    The  manuscript  of  Shiels  is  now  in  my  possession. 

I  lunre  since  found,  that  Mr.  Shiels,  though  he  was  no  negligent  inquirer,  had  been 
misled  by  fidse  accounts ;  for  he  relates,  that  James  Hammond,  the  author  of  the  Ele- 
gies, was  the  son  of  a  Turkey  merchant,  and  had  some  office  at  the  prince  of  Wales's 
court,  till  love  of  a  lady,  whose  name  was  Dashwood,  for  a  time  disordered  his  under- 
standing.    He  was  unextinguishably  amorous,  and  bis  mistress  inexorably  cruel. 

Of  this  narrative,  part  is  true,  and  part  false.  He  was  the  second  son  of  Anthony 
Hammond,  a  man  of  note  among  the  wits,  poets,  and  pariiamentaiy  orators,  in  the 
beginning  of  this  century,  who  was  allied  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole  by  marrymg  his  sister  V 
He  was  bom  about  1710,  and  educated  at  Westminster-school;  but  it  does  not  appear 
that  he  was  of  any  university  ^.  He  was  equerry  to  the  prince  of  Wales,  and  seems  to 
have  come  very  early  into  public  notice,  and  to  have  been  distinguished  by  those  whos^ 
friendship  prejudiced  mankind  at  that  time  in  favour  of  the  man  on  whom  they  were 
bestowed ;  for  he  was  the  companion  of  Gobham,  Lyttelton,  and  Ghesterfiel(|.  He  if 
said  to  have  divided  his  life  between  pleasure  and  books ;  in  his  retirement  forgetting 
the  town,  and  in  his  gaiety  losing  the  student.  Of  his  literary  hours  all  the  effects  are 
here  exhibited,  of  which  the  Elegies  were  written  very  early,  and  the  Prologue  not  long 
before  his  death. 

In  1741,  he  was  chosen  mto  parliament  for  Truro  in  Gorawall,  probably  one  of  those 
who  were  elected  by  the  prince's  influence ;  and  died  next  year  in  June  at  Stowe,  the 
ftmous  seat  of  lord  Gobham.  His  mistress  long  outlived  him,  and  in  1779  died  un- 
married. Tie  character  which  her  lover  bequeathed  her  v^as,  indeed,  not  likely  to 
attract  conrtship. 

1  'T\m  •econot  u  still  erraneoiu.  James  Hammond,  our  author,  was  of  a' different  fiimily,  the  second 
ioo  of  Anthony  Hammond,  of  Somersham-place,  in  the  county  of  Huntingdon,  Esq.  Sea  Gant  Mag; 
tol.  LVIL  p.  'TSO.    R. 

s  lib  Orfe  p^f«s  him  to  Cambridge.    MSS.  Athanji  CanUb,  in  Mus.  Brit    C 
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The  Elegies  were  published  after  his  death ;  and  while  the  writei^s  name  was  remeni- 
bred  with  fondness,  they  were  read  with  a  resolution  to  admire  them. 

The  recommendatory  preface  of  the  editor,  who  was  then  believed,  and  is  now 
affirmed  by  Dr.  Maty,  to  be  the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  raised  strong  prejudices  m  their 
favour* 

But  of  the  prefacer,  whoever  he  was,  it  may  be  reasonably  suspected  that  he  never 
read  the.  poems ;  for  he  professes  to  value  them  for  a  v^ry  high  species  of  excellence, 
and  recommends  them  as  the  genuine  effusions  of  the  mind,  which  expresses  a  real  pas- 
sion in  the  language  of  nature.  But  the  truth  is,  these  elegies  have  neither  passion, 
nature,  nor  manners.  Where  there  is  fiction,  there  is  no  passion:  he  that  des- 
cribes himself  as  a  shepherd,  and  his  Neaera  or  Delia  as  a  shepherdess,  and  talks  of  goats 
and  lambs,  f^els  no  passion.  He  that  courts  his  mistress  with  Roman  imagery  deserves 
to  lose  her ;  for  she  may  with  good  reason  suspect  his  sincerity.  Hammond  has  isw 
sentiments  drawn  from  nature,  and  few  images  from  modem  life.  He  produces  notfamg 
.  but  frigid  pedantry.  It  would  be  hard  to  find  in  all  his  productions  three  stanzas  thai 
deserve  to  be  remembered. 

Like  other  lovers^  he  threatens  the  lady  with  dying ;  and  what  then  shall  follow  f 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corse  attend. 

With  eyes  averted  light  the  solemn  pyre^ 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  ascend. 

Then  slowly  sinking,  by  desprees  expire  J 
To  sooth  the  hovering  soul  be  thine  the  care. 

With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band; 
In  sable  Iveeds  the  golden  vase  to  bear. 

And  cull  my  ashes  with  thy  trembling  hand  ^ 
Panchaia's  odours  be  their  costly  feast, 

And  all  the  pride  of  Asia's  fragrant  year, 
Give  them  the  treasures  of  the  ftirthest  East, 

Andj  what  is  still  more  precious,  give  thy  tear, 

Surdy  no  blame  can  fall  upon  a  nymph  who  rejected  a  swain  of  so  little  meaning. 

His  verses  are  not  rugged,  but  they  have  no  sweetness ;  they  never  glide  in  a  stream 
of  melody.  Why  Hammond  or  other  writers  have  thought  the  quatrain  of  ten  syl- 
lables elegiac,  ft  is  difficult  to  tell.  The  character  of  the  elegy  b  gentleness  and  tenuity ; 
but  thb  stanza  has  been  pronounced  by  Dryden,  whose  knowledge  of  English  metre  was 
not  inconsiderable,  to  be  the  most  magnificent  of  all  the  measures  which  our  language 
aflbrds. 


Digitiz-ed  by  LjOOQ IC 


PREFACE. 

BY  LORD  CHESTERFIELD. 

Tn  fcXIemmg  Elegies  were  wrote  by  a  young  genUeman  lately  dead,  and  justly  lament^ 

M  be  bad  never  declaied  his  intentions  oonceming  their  publication,  a  friend  of  his,  into  whose  bands 
tiiey  CeO,  determined  to  publish  them,  in  the  persuasion,  that  they  would  neither  be  unwelcome  to  the 
public,  nor  injurious  to  the  memory  of  their  author.  The  reader  must  decide,  whether  this  determina- 
tioo  VIS  the  result  of  just  judgement,  or  partial  friendship  ',  ibr  the  editor  feels,  and  avows  so  much  of 
the  bitter,  that  he  gives  op  all  pretensions  to  the  former. 

Ibe  Author  composed  them  ten  years  ago ;  before  he  was  two  and  twenty  years  old ;  an  age  when  fancy 
sad  imagination  commonly  riot,  at  the  expence  of  judgement  and  correctness,  neither  of  which  seem  want- 
ing here.  But  sincere  in  his  love  as  in  his  friendship,  he  wrote  to  his  mistresses,  as  he  spoke  to  his  irieodSy 
nothing  bat  the  true  genuine  sentiments  of  his  heart;  he  sate  down  to  write  what  he  thought,  not  to  think 
vhat  he  should  write;  it  was  nature  and  sentiment  only  that  dictated  to  a  real  mistress,  not  youth* 
fol  and  poetic  Dancy,  to  an  imaginary  one.  Elegy  therefore  speaks  here  her  own,  proper,  native  Ian* 
gntge,  the  onafiected  plaintive  language  of  the  tender  paanons ;  the  true  elegiac  dignity  and  simplicity 
are  preserved,  and  united,  the  one  without  pride,  the  other  without  meanness.  Tibullus  seems  to  have 
been  the  model  our  author  judiciously  preferred  to  Ovid ;  the  former  writing  directly  irom  the  hearty 
to  the  heart ;   the  fatter  too  often  yielding  and  addressing  himself  to  the  imagination. 

The  undisBipated  youth  of  the  author,  allowed  him  time  to  apply  himself  to  the  best  masten,  the 
aodeots,  and  bis  parts  enabled  him  to  make  the  best  use  of  them ;  for  upon  those  great  models  of  solid 
Knse  and  virtue,  he  formed  not  only  his  genius,  but  his  heart,  both  well  prepared  by  nature  to  adopt, 
lod  adorn  the  resemblance.  He  admired  that  justness,  that  noble  simplicity  of  thought  and  expression, 
vbich  have  distinguished,  and  preserved  their  writings  to  this  day;  but  he  revered  that  love  of  their 
country,  that  contempt  of  riches,  that  sacredness  of  friendship,  and  all  those  heroic  and  social  virtues, 
vhich  marked  them  out  as  the  objects  of  the  veneration,  though  not  the'  imitation,  of  succeeding  ages  f 
and  he  looked  back  with  a  kind  of  religious  awe  and  delight,  upon  those  glorious  and  happy  times  of 
Greece  and  Rome,  when  wisdom,  virtue,  and  liberty  formed  the  only  tritmivirates,  ere  luxury  invited 
oomptionto  taint,,  or  conniption  introduced  slavery  to  destroy,  all  public  and  private  virtues.  In 
tbete  sentiments  he  lived,  and  would  have  lived,  even  in  these  times ;  in  these  sentiments  he  died— but  iis 
tboR  times  too-^-Ut  non  erepta  a  diis  immortalibus  vita,  sed  donata  mors  esse  videatur. 
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BLEOYL 

OK  BIS  FALLIMO  IH  LOTB  UTTtL  MURA. 

FAREWELL  that  liberty  our  fttfaen  gave, 
In  vaJD  they  gave,  their  sons  receir'd  in  Tam : 
I  nw  Kecra,  and  her  instant  dav^ 
Though  bom  a  Briton,  hugg'd  the  servile  cfhaitt. 
Her  usage  well  repays  my  coward  heart. 
Meanly  she  tnjomphs  in  her  lover's  shame, 
Ko  healing  joy  relieves  his  constant  smar^ 
Noimile  of  lore  rewards  the  loss  of  &me. 
Oh,  that  to  feel  these  killing  pangs  no  more. 
On  Scythian  hills  1  lay  a  senseless  stone. 
Was  fixM  a  rock  amidst  the  watery  roar, 
Aod  in  the  vast  Atlantic  stood  alone. 
idiea,  ye  Mnaes,  or  my  passion  aid, 
Whv  shoald  1  loiter  by  your  idle  spring  ? 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid, 
Aiid  she  oontemm  the  trifles  which  I  sing. 
I  <lo  not  ask  the  lofty  epic  strain, 
Nor  strive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  sphere  ; 
I  only  flBg  one  cruel  maid  to  gain. 
Adieu,  ye  Moses,  if  she  will  not  hear, 
Ko  more  in  useless  innocence  Pll  pine,^ 
Since  guilty  presents  win  the  greedy  lair, 
I'U  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  shrine^ 
Bot  chiefly  thine,  O  Venus !  will  I  te^. 
DeceivM  by  thee,  I  lov*d  a  beauteous  maid, 
Who  bends  on  sordid  gold  her  low  desires : 
Nor  worth  nor  passion  can  her  heart  persuade. 
Bat  Love  mnsi  act  what  Avarice  requires, 
l^wise  who  first,  the  charm  of  nature  k)st. 
With  Tyrian  pcurple  soilM  the  snowy  sheep  ; 
t^oviser  still  who  seas  and  mountains  crost. 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  search  the  pearly  deep : 
These  ooidy  toys  our  silly  lair  surprise. 
The  ihinbg  follies  cheat  their  feeble  sight. 
Their  hearto,  secure  in  trifles,  kyve  despise, 
lb  vain  to  court  them,  but  more  yain  to  write. 

^  did  the  gods  conceal  the  little  mind, 

And  earthly  thoughts  beneath  a  heavenly  ftice  ; 

^«get  the  worth  that  dignifies  mankind, 

Tet  nsQCh  aihd  polish  so  each  Outward  grafa  ? 


Hence  all  the  blame  that  Love  and  Venus  bear. 
Hence  pleasure  short,  and  anguish  ever  long, 
Hence  teara  and  sighs,  and  hence  the  peevish  fiui> 
The  f roward  lover— hence  this  angry  wong. 

ELEOY    IL 

Unable  to  satisfy  the  covetous  temper  of  Nesra,  he 
intends  to  make  a  campaign,  and  try,  if  possibly 
to  forget  her. 

Am  BO,  ye  walls,  that  guard  my  cniel  Cur, 

No  more  I'll  sit  in  rosy  fetters  bound, 

My  limbs  have  learnt  the  we'tght  of  arms  to  bear« 

My  rousing  spirits  feel  the  trumpet's  sound. 

Few  are  the  maids  that  now  on  merit  smile. 

On  spoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age  : 

Yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  and  spoil, 

Unsated  vengeance  and  remorseless  rage. 

To  purchase  spoil,  even  love  itself  is  sold. 

Her  lover's  heart  is  least  Nesera's  care, 

And  I  through  war  must  seek  detested  gold. 

Not  for  myself,  but  for  my  venal  fair : 

That,  while  she  bends  beneath  the  weight  of  dres% 

llie  sti^n*d  robe  may  spoil  her  easy  mien ; 

And  art  mistaken  make  her  beauty  less,  , 

While  still  it  hides  some  graces  better  seen. 

But  if  such  toys  can  win  her  lovely  smile. 

Hers  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  sand. 

Hers  the  bright  gems  that  glow  in  Indians  sot). 

Hers  the  black  sons  of  Afric*s  sultry  land. 

To  i^ease  her  eye  let  every  loom  contend. 
For  her  be  rifled  Ocean's  pearly  bed. 
But  where,  alas  \  would  idle  fancy  tend. 
And  soothe  with  dreams  a  youthful  poet's  head  F 
Let  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maid. 
In  forc'd  embraces  act  the  tyrant's  part. 
While  I  their  selfish  luxury  upbraid, 
And  scorn  the  person  where  I  doubt  the  heart. 
Thus  warm'd  by  pride,  I  think  I  love  no  more. 
And  hide  in  threats  the  weakness  of  my  mind  : 
In  vain,— "though  Reason  fly  the  hated  door. 
Yet  Love,  the  coward  Love,  still  lags  bchmd. 
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CLEG7    HL 

He  upbmidB  and  threatens  the  avarice  of  Neaera, 

and  resolves  to  quit  her. 
jBuould  Jove  descend  in  floods  of  liquid  ore. 
And  golden  torrents  stream  from  every  part. 
That  craving  bosom  still  would  heave  for  more. 
Not  all  the  gods  could  satisfy  thy  heart : 
But  may  thy  folly,  which  can  thus  disdain 
My  honest  love,  the  mighty  wrong  repay. 
May  midnight  fice  involve  thy  sordid  gain. 
And  on  the  shining  heaps  of  rapine  prey : 
May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceived, 
N(.t  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom  j 
And,  when  tlwu  dy'st,  may  not  one  heart  be  griev'd, 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  lonely  tomb. 
But  the  deserving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Wliose  only  care  is  her  poor  lover»s  mind. 
Though  ruthless  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade. 
In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  shall  find : 
And,  when  the  lamp  of  life  will  bum  no  more, 
When  dead  she  seems  as  iii  a  gentle  sleep. 
The  pitying  neighbour  shall  her  loss  deplore. 
And  round  the  bier  assembled  lovers  weep : 
With  flowery  garlands,  each  revolving  year. 
Shall  strow  the  grave  where  truth  and  softness  rest. 
Then  home  returning,  drop  the  pious  tear. 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  easy  on  her  breast. 

ELEGY    IV. 

To  bis  fiiend,  written  under  the  confinement  of  a 
long  indisposition. 

Whtlb  calm  you  sit  beneath  your  secret  shade. 
And  lose  in  pleasing  thought  the  summer-day. 
Or  tempt  the  wish  of  some  unpractisM  maid. 
Whose  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  s^y : 
The  sprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled, 
Ijonely  and  sick,  on  death  is  all  my  thought, 
Oh,  spare,  Persephone,  this  guiltless  head, " 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  suppliant's  friult. 
No  virgin's  easy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd, 
My  tongue  ne'er  boasted  of  a  feign'd  embrace  ; 
No  poisons  in  the  cup  have  I  convey'd, 
Nor  veird  destruction  with  a  friendly  fece : 
No  secret  horrours  gnaw  this  quiet  breast, 
lliis  pious  hand  ne'er  robb'd  the  sacred  fkne, 
I  ne'er  disturb'd  the  gods'  eternal  rest 
With  tmrses  loud, — but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain. 
No  stealth  of  Time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair. 
Nor  Age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand : 
Ah !  why  so  soon  the  tender  blosst^n  tear  ! 
Ere  autumn  yet  the  ripen'd  fruit  demand  ? 
Ye  gods,  whoe'er  in  gloomy  shades  below. 
Now  slowly  tread  your  melancholy  round  ; 
Now  wandering  view  the  paleful  rivers  flow. 
And  musing  hearken  to  their  solemn  sound : 
O,  let  me- still  enjoy  the  chearfiil  day. 
Till,  many  years  unheeded  o'er  me  roll'd, 
Pleas'd  in  my  age,  I  tiifle  life  away. 
And  tell  how  much  we  lov'd,  ere  1  gprew  old. 
But  you,  who  now,  with  festive  garlands  crown'd. 
In  cha««  of  pleasure  the  gay  moments  spend. 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  love's  pleasing  wound. 
And  grieve  for  nothing  but  your  absent  frieocL 


ELEGY     V. 

Tile  lover  b  at  first  introduced  speakmg  to  Ui  ser- 
vant, he  afterwards  addresses  himself  to  his  mis- 
tress, and  at  Ust  there  is  a  soppoaed  interriev 
between  them. 

With  wine,  more  wine,  deceive  thy  master's  cire, 
1111  creeping  slqmber  soothe  his  troubled  breast, 
Let  not  a  whisper  stir  the  silent  air, 
If  hapless  love  a  while  consent  to  rest 

Untoward  guards  beset  my  Cynthia's  doon. 
And  cruel  locks  th*  hnprison'd  fiur  conceal. 
May  lightnings  blast  whom  love  in  vain  implores, 
And  Jo%'e's  own  thunder  rive  those  bolts  of  steeL 
Ah,  gentle  door,  attend  my  humble  call, 
Nor  let  thy  sounding  hinge  our  thefts  b^ray. 
So  all  my  curses  far  from  thee  shall  fall. 
We  angry  lovers  mean  not  half  we  say. 
Remember  now  the  flowery  wreaths  I  gave. 
When  first  I  told  thee  of  my  bold  desires. 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  slave, 
Venus  will  favour  what  herself  inspires. 
She  guides  the  youth  who  see  not  where  they  treei^ 
She  shows  the  viiigin  how  to  turn  the  door, 
Softly  to  steal  from  off  her  silent  bed. 
And  not  a  step  betray  her  on  the  floor. 
The  fearless  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light, 
The  robber  knows  him,  no^ob6t^uct8  his  way. 
Sacred  he  wanders  through  the  pathless  nigl^ 
Belongs  to  Venus,  and  can  never  stray. 
I  scorn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain, 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  groiuid. 
If  all  the  hardships  I  for  love  sustain. 
With  love's  victorious  joys  at  last  be  crown'd : 

With  sudden  step  let  none  our  bUss  surprise, 
Or  check  the  freedom  of  secure  delight — 
Rash  man  beware,  and  shut  thy  curious  eyes. 
Lest  angry  Venus  snatch  their  guilty  sight 
But  shouldst  thou  see,  th'  import^t  secret  hide, 
Though  question'd  by  the  powers  of  Earth  and 

Heaven, 
The  prating  tongue  shall  love's  revenge  abide. 
Still  sue  fbr  grace,  and  never  be  forgiven. 
A  wizard-dame,  the  lover's  ancient  friend, 
With  magic  charm  has  deaft  thy  husband's  ear. 
At  her  command  I  saw  the  stars  desoend. 
And  winged  lightDinga  stop  in  mid  career. 
I  saw  her  stamp,  and  cleave  the  solid  ground. 
While  gastly  spectres  round  us  wildly  roam  ; 
I  saw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  sound. 
Till,  scar'd  at  day,  they  sought  their  dreary  home. 
At  her  command  the  vigorous  summer  pines, 
And  wintery  clouds  obscure  the  hopeful  year  ; 
At  her  strong  bidding,  gloomy  winter  shines. 
And  vernal  roses  on  the  snows  appear. 
She  gave  these  charms,  which  I  on  thee  bestow^ 
They  dim  the  eye,  and  dull  the  jealous  mmd. 
For  me  they  make  a  husband  nothing  know, 
For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind : 
But  what  did  most  this  faithful  heart  suipriae^ 
She  boasted  that  her  skill  could  set  it  free : 
This  feithful  heart  the  boasted  freedom  flies  i 
How  opuld  it  Tooture  to  abandon  thee  > 
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ELEGY    VI. 


Se  adjures  Delia  to  pHy  hhn,  by  their  firiendship 
with  GBelia,  who  was  lately  dead. 

ThioctAKM  would  seek  the  lasting  peace  of  death. 
And  in  that  harbour  shun  the  storm  of  care, 
Officious  hope  still  holds  the  fleeting  breath, 

:  telb  them  still, — ^To-morrow  will  be  fair. 

■  tells  me,  Delia,  I  shall  thee  obtain, 
But  can  I  listen  to  her  syren  song,  [chain, 

lirho  seren  slow  months  have  dragg'd  my  paiuful 
So  kmg  thy  lover,  and  despis'd  so  long  ? 
By  all  the  joys  thy  dearest  Cselia  gave, 
hit  not  her  once-Iov'd  firiend  unpitied  bum  ; 
So  may  her  ashes  find  a  peaceful  grave, 
And  sleep  nninjur'd  hi  their  sacred  urn. 
To  her  I  first  avowM  my  timorous  flame. 
She  nars*d  my  hopes,  and  taught  me  how  to  sue, 
Sbe  still  would  pity  what  the  wise  might  blame^ 
And  feel  for  weakness  which  she  never  knew : 
Ah,  do  not  grieve  the  dear  lamented  shade, 
Tbmt  hovering  round  us  all  my  sufferings  hears. 
She  is  my  saint, — ^to  her  my  prayers  are  made, 
'Witb  oft  repeated  gifts  of  flowers  and  tears  $ 

To  her  sad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire. 
And  knely  sitting  by  the  silent  stone, 
I  tell  it  all  the  griefe  my  wrongs  inspire. 
The  marble  image  seems  to  hear  my  moan : 
Thy  friend's  pale  ghost  shall  vex  thy  sleepless  bed. 
And  stand  before  thee  all  in  virgin  white ; 
That  mthless  bosom  will  disturb  the  dead, 
~  call  forth  pity  from  eternal  night : 
e,  cruel  man,  themoumfiil  theme  forbear, 
Though  much  thou  suffer,  to  thyself  complain : 
Ah,  to  recat  the  sad  remembrance  spare,  * 
One  tear  fhxn  her  is  more  than  all  thy  pain. 

ELEGY    VII. 

On  Defia's  bding  in  the  country,  where  h6  supposes 
she  stays  to  see  the  harvest 

Now  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air, 
IHill  are  the  hearts  that  still  in  town  remain, 
Venns  herself  attends  on  Delia  there, 
And  Cupid  sports  amid  the  sylvan  tram. 
Oh,  with  what  joy,  my  Delia  to  behold, 
fd  press  the  spade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong, 
Ckiidethesk>w  plough-share  thro*  the  stubborn  mcAd, 
JknA  patient  goad  the  loitering  ox  aloi^ : 
The  scorching  heats  Pd  carelessly  despise, 
Nor  heed  the  blisters  on  my  tender  band ; 
The  great  Apollo  wore  the  same  disguise, 
like  me  subdued  to  love's  supreme  command. 
No  heiding  lierbs  could  sooth  their  master's  pain. 
The  art  of  physic  lost,  and  useless  lay. 
To  Peneos*  stream,  and  Tempe's  shady  plain. 
He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray : 
Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  either  arm. 
His  bloshing  sister  saw  him  pace  along ; 
Oft  would  his  voice  the  silent  valley  charm. 
Till  kmiQg  oxen  broke  the  tender  song. 
Where  are  his  triumnhs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  ? 
Where  by  his  darts  the  crested  Pithon  slain  ? 
Where  are  his  Delphi?  his  delightful  isle  ? 
The  fed  faiinself  is  grown  a  cottagegwain. 


O,  Ceres  !  in  your  golden  fields  no  more. 
With  harvest's  chearful  pomp,  my  fair  detain,— 
Think  what  for  lost  Proserpina  you  bore. 
And  in  a  mother's  anguish  feel  my  pain. 
Our  wiser  fathers  left  their  fields  unsown. 
Their  food  was  acorns,  love  their  sole  employ. 
They  met,  they  lik'd,  they  staid  but  till  alone. 
And  in  each  valley  snatch 'd  the  honest  joy. 
No  wakefol  guard,  no  doors  to  stop  desii-e, 
Tbrice  happy  times ! — But,  oh !  I  fondly  rave. 
Lead  me  to  Delia,  ail  her  eyes  inspire 
I'll  do. — I'll  plough,  or  dig  as  Delia's  slave. 

ELEGY    VIIL 

He  despairs  that  he  shall  ever  possess  Delia. 

Ah,  what  avails' thy  lover's  pious  care  ? 

His  lavish  incense  clouds  the  sky  in  vain. 

Nor  wealth  nor  greatness  was  his  idle  prayer. 

For  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  hop'd  to  gain : 

With  thee  I  hop'd  to  waste  the  pleasing  day, 

Till  in  thy  arms  an  age  of  joy  was  past. 

Then,  old  with  love,  insensibly  decay. 

And  on  thy  bosom  gently  breathe  my  last 

I  scorn  the  Lydian  river's  golden  wave. 

And  all  the  vulgar  charms  of  human  life, 

I  only  ask  to  live  my  Delia's  slave. 

And,  when  I  long  have  serv'd  her,  call  her  wife  : 

I  only  ask,  of  her  I  love  possest. 

To  sink,  o'ercome  with  bliss,  in  safe  repose. 

To  strain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breast. 

And  kiss  her  wearied  eye-lids  till  they  close. 

Attend,  O  Juno !  with  thy  sober  ear. 

Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  of  desire ; 

This  one  fond  wish,  if  you  reftise  to  hear. 

Oh,  let  me  with  this  sigh  of  k>ve  expire.  - 

ELEGY   IX. 
He  has  lost  Delia. 

He  i^ho  could  first  two  gentle  hearts  unbind, 

And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weepiug  fair, 

Hard  was  the  man,  but  harder,  in  my  mind, 

Tlie  lover  still,  who  dy'd  not  of  despair  : 

With  mean  disguise  let  others  nature  hide. 

And  nlimic  virtue  with  the  paint  of  art, 

I  scorn  the  cheat  of  reason's  foolish  pride,  ' 

And  boast  the  graceful  weakness  of  my  heart. 

The  more  I  think,  the  more  I  feel  my  pain. 

And  learn  the  more  each  heavenly  charm  to  prize  j 

While  fools,  too  light  for  passion,  safe  remain. 

And  dull  sensation  keeps  the  stupid  wise.  ^ 

Sad  is  my  day,  and  sad  my  lingering  night, 

When,  wrapt  in  silent  grief,  1  weep  alone, 

Delia  is  lost,  and  all  my  past  delight 

Is  now  tlie  source  of  unavailing  moan. 

Where  is  the  wit  that  heighten'd  beauty's  charms  ? 

Where  is  the  lace  that  fed  my  longbg  eyes  ? 

Where  is  the  shape  that  might  have  blest  my  arms  f 

Where  are  those  hopes  relentless  Fate  denies  > 

When  spent  with  endless  grief  I  die  at  last, 

Delia  may  come,  and  see  my  poor  remains,^-* 

Oh,  Delia  !  after  such  an  absence  past. 

Canst  thou  still  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  coree  attend. 

With  eyes  aveited  light  the  Mlenui  pyre,    > 
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Till  all  around  the  doleftil  flames  aaeend^ 
Then,  slowly  sinking,  by  degrees  expire  ? 

To  soothe  the  hovering  soul,  be  thine  the  oare, . 

With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  moumftil  band. 

In  sable  weeds  the  golden  vase  to  bear, 

And  cull  my  ashes  with  thy  trembling  hand  ! 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  costly  feast, 

And  all  the  pride  of  Asia's  fragrant  year ; 

Give  them  the  treasures  of  the  farthest  East, 

And,  what  is  still  more  precious,  give  thy  tear.     • 

Dying  for  thee,  there  is  in  death  a  pride. 

Let  all  the  world  thy  hapless  lover  know, 

No  silent  urn  the  noble  passion  hide, 

But  deeply  graven  thus  my  sufferings  show : 

**  Here  lies  a  youth,  borne  down  with  love  and  caie. 

He  could  not  long  his  Delia's  loss  abide, 

Joy  left  his  bosom  with  the  partmg  fiur. 

And  when  he  durst  no  longer  hope,  he  dy'd." 

ELEGY  X. 
On  Delia^s  birth-day. 

This  day,  which  saw  my  Delia's  beauty  rise^ 
Shall  more  than  all  our  sacred  days  be  blest. 
The  world  enamoured  of  her  lovely  eyes, 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle  as  her  breast* 

By  all  our  guardied  sighs,  and  hid  desires. 
Oh,  may  our  guiltless  love  be  still  the  saitae ! 
I  burn,  and  glory  in  the  pleasing  fires, 
If  Delia's  bosom  share  the  mutu^  flame. 

Thou  happy  genius  of  her  natal  hoar. 
Accept  her  incense,  if  her  thoughts  be  kind ; 
But  let  her  court  in  vam  thy  angry  power. 
If  all  our  vows  are  blotted  from  her  mind. 

And  thou,  O  Venus,  hear  my  righteous  prayer. 
Or  bind  the  shepherdess,  or  loose  the  swain. 
Yet  rather  guaitl  them  both  with  equal  carc^ 
And  let  them  die  together  in  thy  chain : 

What  I  demand,  perhaps  her  heart  desires. 
But  virgin  feara  her  nicer  tongue  restrain ; 
The  secret  thought,  which  blushing  love  inspires. 
The  conscious  eye  can  full  as  well  explain. 

ELEGY  XL 

Against  lovers  going  to  war,  in  which  he  philoso- 
phically prefers  love  and  Delia  to  the  more  seri- 
ous vanities  of  the  world. 

The  man  who  sharpen'd  flrst  the  warlike  steel. 
How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart. 
He  gave  the  wound  encountering  nations  feel. 
And  Death  greWstronger  by  his  fatal  art : 
Yet  not  from  steel  debate  and  battle  rose, 
'Tis  gold  overturns  the  even  scale  of  life, 
.  Nature  is  free  to  all,  and  none  were  foes. 
Till  partial  luxury  b^n  the  strife. 
Let  spoil  and  victory  adorn  the  bofc),  , 

While  I  haglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear. 
Perish  the  thirst  of  honour,  thirst  of  gold. 
Ere  for  my  absence  Delia  lose  a  tear : 
Why  should  the  lover  quit  his  pleasing  home. 
In  search  of  danger  on  some  foreign  ground ; 
Far  from  his  weeping  fair  ungrateful  roam, 
And  risk  in  every  stnoke  ado^ble  wound  i 


Ah,  better  far,  beneath  the  spreading  diade. 
With  cheaiful  friends  to  drain  the  sprightly  bo»l« 
To  sing  the  beauties  of  my  darUngi^mi^dy 
And  on  the  sweet  idea  feast  my  soul : 
Then  full  of  love  to  alt  her  charms  retire. 
And  fold  her  blushing  to  my  e^ger  breast, 
Tdl,  quite  o'ereome  with  softness,  with  desire, 
Like  me  she  pants,  she  foints,  and  sinks  to  resL 

ELEGY  XIL 
To  Delia. 
No  second  love  shall  e'er  my  art  smrprize, 
This  solemn  league  did  first  our  passion  bind : 
Thou,  only  thou,  canst  please  thy  lover's  eyes» 
Thy  voice  alone  can  soothe  his  troubled  nund. 
Oh,  that  thy  charms  were  only  fiur  to  me, 
Diqplease  all  others,  and  secure  my  rest. 
No  need  of  envy, — let  me  happy  be, 
I  little  care  that  others  know  me  blest 
With  thee  in  gloomy  deserte  let  me  dwell. 
Where  never  human  footstep  mark'd  the  ground  ^ 
Thou,  light  of  life,  all  darkness  canst  expel. 
And  seem  a  world  with  solitude  around. 
I  say  too  much— my  heedless  words  restore. 
My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  loving  hour ; 
Thou  know'st  thy  strength,and  thence  insulting  mor^ 
Will  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  power : 
Whatever  I  feel,  thy  slave  I  will  remam. 
Nor  fly  the  burthen  I  am  formed  to  bear. 
In  chains  Til  sit  me  down  at  Venus*  fane. 
She  knows  my  wrongs,  and  will  regard  my  prayer. 

ELEGY  XIIL 

He  imagines  himself  married  to  Delia,  and  that, 
content  with  each  other,  they  are  retired  mtotbe 
country. 

Lbt  others  boast  their  heaps  of  shining  gold, 

And  view  their  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crownM, 

Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  constant  terrour  hold, 

And  trumpets  break  their  slumbers,  never  socmd : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away. 

Enjoy  sweet  leisure  by  my  chearfiil  fire. 

No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  shall  betray. 

But,  cheaply -blest,  I'll  scorn  each  vain  desire. 

With  timely  care  Pll  sow  my  little  field. 

And  plant  my  orchard  'With  its  master's  hand, 

Nor  blush  to  spread  the  hay,  tlie  hook  to  wield^ 

Or  range  my  sheaves  along  the  sunny  land. 

If  late  at  dusk,  while  carelessly  I  roam^ 

1  meet  a  strolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb. 

Under  my  arm  I'll  bring  the  wanderer  home^ 

And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtless  dam. 

What  joy  to  hear  the  tempest  howl  in  vain. 

And  clasp  a  fearful  mistress  to  my  breast } 

Or  luU'd  to  slumber  by  the  beatii^  rain. 

Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  rest  ? 

Or,  if  the  Sun  in  flaming  Leo  nde. 

By  shady  rivers  indolently  stray. 

And  with  my  Delia,  walking  side  by  side, 

Hear  how  they  murmur,  as  they  glide  away  * 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat. 

To  stop,  atid  gaze  on  Delia  as  I  go  ? 

To  mingle  sweet  discourse  with  kisses  sweet, 

Andjteach  my  lovely  scholar  all  I  kiww  t 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


LOVE  ELEGIT. 


145 


Thot  pleas'd  al  heart,  and  not  irith  fiuicy's  dream, 
In  alent  happiness  I  rest  unkoovn ; 
Content  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  aeem» 
I  Ihe  for  Delia  and  myself  alooe. 
ikh,  ibolnh  man,  who  thus  of  her  posaest, 
Orald  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind, 
And  if  his  oatward  trappings  spoke  him  blest, 
Not  heed  the  sickness  of  his  conscious  mind ! 
With  her  I  scorn  the  idle  breath  of  praise. 
Nor  trust  to  happiness  that 's  not  our  own ; 
The  smile  of  fortune  might  suspicion  raise. 
But  here  I  know  that  1  am  lov'd  alone. 

Stanhope,  in  wisdom  as  m  wit  divine, 

May  rise,  and  plead  Britannia's  glorious  cause. 

With  steady  rein  his  eager  wit  confme. 

While  manlj'  sense  the  deep  attention  draws. 

let  Stsnhope  speak  his  listening  cbnntry's  wrongs. 

My  humble  voice  shall  please  one  partial  maid ; 

For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  song. 

Securely  sitting  in  his  friendly  shade. 

Staohope  shall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  fnend, 

DcHa.  shall  wonder  at  her  noble  guest, 

With  blushing  awe  the  riper  fruit  oommend. 

And  for  her  husband's  patron  cull  the  best. 

Hers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train, 

"While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  blest, 

The  fiiFonrite  subject  of  her  gentle  reign, 

By  love  alone  distinguished  from  the  rest 

For  her  I'll  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough. 
In  gloomy  forests  tend  my  lonely  flock ; 
For  her  a  goat-herd  climb  the  mountain's  brow. 
And  sleep  extended  on  the  naked  rock': 
Ah,  what  avails  to  preas-the  stately  bed, 
And  for  from  her  'midst  tasteless  grandeur  weep. 
By  marble  fountains  lay  the  pensive  head. 
And,  while  they  murmur,  strive  in  vain  to  sleep  ? 
Delia  alone  can  please,  and  never  tire. 
Exceed  the  pamt  of  thought  in  true  delight ; 
With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  desire. 
And  equal  rapture  glows  through  every  night : 
Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 
To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  her,  my  wifo,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend, 
I  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join'd. 
On  her  V\\  gase,  when  others  loves  are  o'er. 
And  dying  press  her  with  my  clay-cold  luuid — 
Thou  weep'st  already,  as  I  were  no  more, 
Norcau  that  gentle  breast  the  thought  withstand. 
Oh,  when  I  die,  my  latest  moments  spare. 
Nor  let  thy  grief  with  sharper  torments  kill, 
Woond  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair. 
Though  I  am  dead,  my  soul  shall  love  thee  still : 
Oh,  quit  th«  room,  oh,  quit  the  deathful  bed, 
Or  tlKm  wilt  die,  so  tender  is  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  see  me  dead, 
These  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part : 
let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier. 
Convey  the  corse  in  melancholy  state. 
Through  all  the  village  spread  the  tender  tear, 
While  pitying  maids  our  wondrous  loves  relate. 

ELEGY    XIV. 
To  Delia. 

WflAT  scenes  of  bliss  my  raptur'd  fancy  Yr:im'd, 
Ifl  some  lone  spot  with  Peace  and  tbes  rwtir'd  ! 
VOL.  XI. 


Xhough  reason  then  my  sanguine  fondne&s  blam'd, 

I  still  believ'd  what  flattering  love  ipspir'd : 

But  now  my  wrongs  have  taught  my  humbled  mind. 

To  dangerous  bliss  no  longer  to  pretend, 

In  books  a  calm,  but  fix'd  content  to  find. 

Safe  joys,  that  on  ourselves  alone  depend : 

With  them  the  gentle  moments  I  beguile. 
In  learned  ease,  and  elegant  deiic^ht ; 
Compare  the  beauties  of  each  dirterent  style. 
Each  various  ray  of  wit's  diflfusive  light : 

Now  mark  the  strength  of  Milton's  sacred  lines. 
Sense  rais'd  by  genius,  fancy  niPd  by  art. 
Where  all  the  glory  of  the  Godhead  shines, 
And  earliest  innocence  enchants  the  heart. 
Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  Virtue,  leave  the  age 
In  low  pursuit  of  self-undoing  wrong, 
And  trace  the  author  tbrough  his  moral  page. 
Whose  blameless  life  still  ansviers  to  his  song. 
If  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal. 
And  reason  lix  its  empire  o'er  my  heart. 
My  patriot  breast  a  noble  warmth  shall  feel. 
And  glow  with  love,  where  weakness  has  no  pact. 
Thy  heart,  O  Lyttelton,  shall  be  my  guide. 
Its  fire  shall  warm  me,  and  its  worth  improve  ; 
Thy  heart,  above  all  en^y,  and  all  pride. 
Firm  as  man's  sense,  and  soft  as  woman's  love. 
And  you,  O  West,  with  her  your  partner  Sear, 
Wliom  social  mirth  and  usefol  sense  commend. 
With  learning's  feast  my  drooping  mind  shall  chear. 
Glad  to  escape  from  love  to  such  a  friend. 
But  why,  so  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive  ? 
Ah,  still  I  love,  in  pride  and  reason's  spite. 
No  books,  alas !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve. 
And  while  I  threat,  tliis  Elegy  I  write. 

ELEGY    XV. 
To  Mr.  George  Grenville. 

Oh,  form'd  alike  to  serve  us,  and  to  please ; 
Polite  with  honesty,  and  Icam'd  with  ease  ; 
With  heart  to  act,  with  genius  to  retire  ; 
Open,  yet  wise  ;  though  gentle,  full  of  &re  : 
With  thee  I  scorn  the  low  constraint  of  art. 
Nor  fear  to  trust  the  follies  of  my  heart ; 
Hear  then  from  what  my  long  despair  arose. 
The  faithful  story  of  a  lover's  woes. 
When,  in  a  sober  melancholy  hour, 
Reduc'd  by  sickness  under  reason's  power, 
I  view'd  my  state,  too  little  wcigh'd  before. 
And  I^ive  hin^self  could  flatter  me  no  more. 
My  Delia's  hopes  I  would  no  more  deceive,   [leave; 
But  whom   my  passion  hurt,  through  friendship 
I  chose  the  coldest  words  my  heart  to  hide. 
And  cure  her  sex's  weakness  through  its  pride : 
The  prudence  which  I  tauglit,  I  ill  pursued. 
The  charm  my  reason  broke,  my  heart  renew'd  : 
Again  submissive  to  her  feet  I  came,  * . 

And  prov'd  too  well  my  passion  by  my  shame; 
While  she,  secure  in  coldness,  or  disdain. 
Forgot  my  love,  or  triumphed  in  its  pain. 
Began  with  higher  views  her  thoughts  to  raise. 
And  sconi'd  the  humhK'  poet  of  her  praise  : 
She  let  each   ittle  lie  o'er  truth  prevail, 
Ahd  strcngthen'd  by  her  faith  each  groundless  tale, 
Believ'd  tVc  grossest  arts  that  malice  try'd. 
Nor  ouce  in  thought  was  on  her  lover's  side : 
Oh,  where  v.crc  then  ll^e  scenes  of  fancied  life  ? 
Oh,  where  the  friend,  tlic  miotress,  and  the  wife  ^^ 
t 
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H'  r  ydars  of  promisM  love  were  quickly  past. 
Not  twj  revolviog  moons  could  see  them  last- 
To  Stow's  delightful  scenes  I  now  repair, 
In  Cubham's  smile  to  lose  the  gloom  of  care  ! 
Nor  fear  that  he  my  weakness  should  despise. 
In  nature  learned,  aind  humanely  wise : 
There  Pitt,  in  manners  soft,  in  friendship  warm, 
With  mid  advice  my  listening  grief  shall  charm, 
With  sense  to  counsel,  and  with  wit  to  please, 
A  Romanes  virtue  with  a  courtier's  ease. 
Nor  you,  my  friend,  whose  heart  is  still' at  rest, 
Contemn  the  human  weakness  of  my  breast; 
Beason  may  chide  the  faults  she  cannot  cure, 
And  perns,  which  long  we  scum'd,  we  oft  endure ; 
Though  wiser  cares  employ  your  studious  mind, 
Form'd  with  a  soul  so  elegantly  kind. 
Your  breast  may  lose  the  calm  it  long  has  known. 
And  learn  my  woes  to  pity,  by  its  own. 

ELEGY    XVI. 
,  To  Miss  Dashwood.  ' 

0  8  AT,  thou  dear  possessor  of  my 'breast, 
Where  *8  now  my  boasted  liberty  and  rest ! 
Where  the  gay  moments  which  \  once  have  known  ! 
O,  where  that  heart  I  fondly  thought  my  own ! 
From  place  to  place  I  solitary  foam. 

Abroad  uneasy,  not  content  at  home. 

1  scorn  the  beauties  common  eyes  adore ; 

The  more  I  view  them,  feel  thy  worth  the  more; 
Unmov'd  I  hear  them  speak,  or  see  them  fair. 
And  only  think  on  thee  who  art  nqt  there. 
In  vain  would  books  their  formal  Succour  lend, 
Nor  wit  nor  wisdom  can  relieve  their  friend ;     . 
Wit  can't  deceive  the  pain  1  now  endure. 
And  wisdom  shows  tlie  ill  without  the  cure. 
When  from  thy  sight  I  waste  the  tedious  day, 
A  thousand  schemes  1  form,  and  things  to  say  j 
But  when  thy  presence  gives  the  time  I  seek, 
My  heart  \  so  full,  I  wish,  but  cannot  speak. 

And  could  I  speak  with  eloquence  and  ease. 
Till  now  not  studious  of  the  art  to  please. 
Could  I,  at  woman  who  so  oft  exclaim, 
Expose  (nor  blush)  thy  triumph  and  my  shame. 
Abjure  those  maxims  I  so  lately  prized, 
And  court  that  sex  I  foolishly  despis'd. 
Own  thou  hast  soften'd  my  obdurate  mind. 
And  thus  revenged  the  wrongs  of  womankind : 


Lost  were  my  words,  and  fhiitlesB  all  my  paaiy 
In  vain  to  tell  thee,  all  I  write  in  vain ; 
My  humble  sighs  shall  only  reach  thy  ears. 
And  all  my  eloquence  shall  be  my  tears. 

And  now  (for  more  I  never  must  preteod) 
Hear  me  not  as  thy  lover,  but  tfay  friend  ; 
Thousands  will  foin  thy  little  heart  ensnare. 
For  without  danger  none  like  thee  are  lair; 
But  wisely  choose  who  best  deserves  tliy  flamey 
So  shall  the  choice  itself  become  thy  fame  ; 
Nor  yet  despise,  though  void  of  winning;,  art. 
The  plain  and  honest  courtship  of  the  heart : 
The  skilful  tongue  in  Lovers  p^uasive  lore. 
Though  less  it  feels,  will  please  and  flatter  watt^ 
And,  meanly  learned  in  that  guilty  trade. 
Can  long  abuse  a  fond,  unthinking  maid. 
And  since  their  lips  so  knowing  to  decdve, 
Thy  unexperienced  youth  might  soon  believe ; 
And  since  their  tears,  in  fake  submissi<iD  drest. 
Might  thaw  the  icy  coldness  of  thy  breast ; 
O  !  shut  thine  eyes  to  such  deceitful  woe : 
Caught  by  the  beauty  of  thy  outward  show, 
Like  me  they  do  not  love,  whatever  they  seem^ 
like  me — with  passion  founded  on  esteem. 


PROLOGUE 


TO. 

LILLO'S  ELMERIC  »  . 

No  labour'd  scenes  to  night  adorn  our  stage, 
Lillo^s  plain  sense  would  here  the  heart  engage. 
He  knew  no  art,  no  rule ;  but  warmly  thought 
From  passion's  force,  and  as  he  felt,  he  wrote. 
His  Barnwell  once  no  critic's  test  oould  bear. 
Yet  from  each  ^e  still  draws  the  natural  tear. 
With  generous  candour  hear  his  latest  strains. 
And  let  kind  pity  shelter  his  remains. 
Deprest  by  want,  afflicted  by  disease. 
Dying  he  wrote,  and  dying  wish'd  to  please. 
Oh,  may  that,  wish  be  now  hiunanely  paid. 
And  no  harsh  critic  vex  his  gentle  shade. 
Tis  yours  his  unsupported  fame  to  save. 
And  bid  one  laurel  grace  his  humble  grare. 

1  See  the  epilogue  to  this  tragedy  among  the 
poems  of  lord  Lyttelton.  In  the  Life  of  lilk)  hov- 
ever,  that  epilogue  is  confidently  ascribed  to  Mr. 
Hammond. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  SOMERVILE- 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Of  Mr.  SOMERVILE's  life  I  am  not  able  to  say  any  thing  tfant  can  satisfy  curiosity. 
He  was  a  gentleman  whose  estate  was  in  Warwickshire;  his  house,  where  he  was 
bora  in  1 692  is  called  Edston,  a  seat  inherited  from  a  long  line  of  ancestors;  for  he 
was  said  to  be  of  the  first  family  in  his  county.  He  tells  of  himself,  that  he  was  bom 
near  the  Avon's  banks.  He  was  bred  at  Winchester-school,  and  was  elected  fellow  of 
New  College.  It  does  not  appear  that  in  the  places  of  his  education  he  exhibited  any 
uncommon  proofs  of  genius  or  literature.  His  powers  were  first  displayed  in  tlie  coun* 
try,  where  he  was  distinguished  as  a  poet,  a  gentleman,  and  a  skllfiil  and  useful  justice 
of  the  peace. 

Of  the  close  of  his  life,  those  whom  his  poems  have  delighted  will  read  with  pain  the 
foilowmg  account,  copied  from  the  letters  of  his  friend  Shenstone,  by  whom  he  was  too 
much  resembled. 

«<  — Our  old  friend  Somervile  is  dead !  I  did  not  imagine  I  could  have  been  so  sony 
is  I  find  myself  on  this  occasion. — Sublatum  quaerimus.  I  can  now  excuse  all  his  foi- 
bles; impute  them  to  age,  and  to  dbtress  of  circumstances:  the  last  of  these  considerations 
wrings  my  very  soul  to  think  on.  For  a  man  of  high  spirit,  conscious  of  having  (at  least 
ia  one  production)  generally  pleased  the  world,  to  be  plagued  and  threatened  by 
wretches  that  are  low  in  every  sense ;  to  l>e  forced  to  drink  himself  into  pains  of  the 
body,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  pains  of  the  mind,  is  a  misery .'' 

He  died  July  19,  174'2,  and  was  buried  at  Wotten,  near  Henley  on  Arden. 

His  distresses  need  not  be  much  pitied :  his  estate  is  said  to  have  been  fiAeen  hundred 
t  year,  which  by  his  death  devolved  to  lord  Somervile  of  Scotland.  His  mother 
indeed,  who  lived  till  ninety,  had  a  jointure  of  six  hundred. 

It  b  with  regret  that  I  find  myself  not  better  enabled  to  exhibit  memorials  of  a  wri' 
ter,  who  at  least  must  be  allowed  to  have  set  a  good  example  to  men  of  hb  own  classy 
by  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  elegant  knowledge;  and  Who  has  shown,  by  the  subjects 
which  his  poetry  has  adorned,  that  it  is  practicable  to  be  at  once  a  skilful  sportsman 
and  a  man  of  letters. 

Somervile  has  tried  many  modes  of  poetry;  and  though  perhaps  he  has  not  in  any 
readied  such  excellence  as  to  raise  much  envy,  it  may  commonly  be  said  at  least,  that 
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''  he  ivrites  very  well  for  a  gentleman.'^  His  serious  pieces  are  sometimes  ekmted,  and 
his  trifles  are  sometimes  elegant  In  his  verses  to  Addison/ the  couplet  which  mentioDS 
Clio  is  written  with  the  most  exquisite  delicacy  of  praise ;  it  exhibits  one  of  those  happj 
strokes  that  are  seldo^i  attained.  In  his  Odes  to  Marlborou^  there  are  beautiful  lines; 
but  in  the  second  Ode  he  shows  that  he  knew  little  of  hb  hero,  when  he  talks  of  bis 
private  virtues.  His  subjects  are  commonly  such  as  require  no  great  depth  of  thought 
or  energy  of  expression.  His  Fables  are  generaUy  stale,  and  therefore  excite  no  curio- 
sity. Of  his  favourite.  The  Two  Springs,  the  fiction  is  unnatural,  and  the  moral  incon- 
sequential. In  hb  Tales  there  b  too  much  coarseness,  with  too  little  care  of  language, 
and  not  sufficient  rapidity  of  narration. 

His  great  work  is  hb  Chase,  which  he  undertook  in  hb  maturer  age,  when  hb  ear 
was  improved  to  the  approbation  of  blank  verse,  of  which  however  hb  two  first  lioa 
gave  a  bad  specimen.  To  thb  poem  praise  cannot  be  totally  denied.  He  b  allowed 
by  sportsmen  to  write  with  great  intelligence  of  hb  subject;  which  b  the  first  requisite 
to  excellence ;  .and  though  it  is  impossibly  to  interest  the  conunon  readers  of  vene  m 
the  dangers  or  pleasures  of  the  chase,  he  has  done  all  that  transition  and  variety  could 
easily  effect;  and  has  with  great  propriety  enlarged  lib  plan  by  the  modes  of  huntiDg 
used  in  other  countries. 

With  still  less  judgment  did  he  chuse  blank  verse  as  the  vehicle  of  Rural  Sports.  If 
blank  verse  be  not  tumki  and  gorgeous,  it  b  crippled  prose ;  and  familiar  images  in 
laboured  language  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but  absurd  novelty,  whkh,  Grant- 
ing the  attractions  of  Nature,  cannot  please  long.  One  excellence  of  The  Splendid 
Shilling  b,  that  it  b  short.    Dbguise  can  ^tify  no  longer  than  it  deceives. 
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THE    CHASK 
A  POEM. 

Nee  tibi  cura  canum  fderit  portrema. 

Virg.  Qeorg.  iiL 
Bomanis  soleime  viris  opus,  utile  funx, 
VJtaBqiie^  et  membris. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xviii* 


PREFACE. 


rpHE  old  and  infiim  have  at  least  this  privilege,  that  they  can  recal  to  their  minds  those  scenes  of  joy 
^  ii»  which  they  once  delighted,  andtjuminate  over  their  past  pleasures,  with  a  satisfaction  almost 
equal  to  the  first  enjoyment.  For  those  ideas,  to  which  any  agreeable  sensation  is  annexed,  are  easily 
excited ;  as  leavhig  behind  the  most  strong  and  permanent  impressions.  The  amusements  of  our  youth 
aie  the  boast  and  comfort  of  our  declining  years.  The  ancients  carried  this  notion  even  yet  further,  and 
su{iposed  their  heroes  in  the  Elysian  Fields  were  fond  of  the  very  same  diversions  they  exercised  on 
saith.    Death  itself  oould  not  wean  them  from  the  accustomed  sports  and  gayeties  of  life. 

Pars  in  grax^ineis  exercent  membra  palastris  ; 
Contendunt  ludo,  et  fulv&  luctantur  arend : 
Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  chofeas,  et  carmina  dicunU 
Anna  procul,  carru!<que  viHim  miratur  inanes. 
Stant  terri  defixs  hastes,  passimque  soluti 
Per  campum  pascuntur  equi.     Qum  gratia  currOm 
Armonimque  fuit  vivis,  qua?  cura  nitentes 
Pascere  equos,  eadem  sequitur  tellure  repostos. 

Virg.  iEn^id.  vt 

Part  on  the  grassy  cirque  their  pliant  limbs 
In  wrestling  exercise,  or  on  the  sands 
Struggling  dispute  the  prize.     Part  lead  the  ring. 
Or  swell  the  chorus  with  alteniatt  lays. 
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/  '    The  chief  their  aims  admires,  their  empty  catt, 

Their  lances  fix'd  in  earth.    Th'  unhamessM  steedf 
Graze  unrestrained ;  horses,  and  cars,  and  aims. 
All  the  same  ibnd  desires,  and  pleasing  cares, 
Still  haunt  their  shades,  and  after  death  sorvire. 

I  hope  therefore  I  may  he  indulged  (eren  by  the  more  grave  and  censorious  part  of  mankind)  if  at  ny 
leisure  hours,  I  run  over,  in  my  elbow-chair,  some  of  those  chases^  which  were  once  the  delight  of  a 
more  vigorous  age.  It  is  an  entertaining,  and  (as  I  conceive)  a  very  innocent  amusement  The  result 
of  these  rambling  imaginations  will  be  found  in  the  following  poem ;  which  if  equally  diverting  to  my 
rectflen,  as  to  myself,  I  shall  have  gained  my  end.  I  have  intermbted  the  preceptive  parts  with  so  maiiy 
descriptions  and  digressions  in  the  Georgic  manner,  that  I  hope  they  will  net  be  tedious.  .  I  am  sme 
they  are  very  necessary  to  be  well  understood  by  any  gentleman,  who  would  enjoy  this  noble  sport  ia 
full  perfection.  In  this  at  least  I  may  comfort  myself,  that  I  caitnot  trespaas  upon  tbor  patience  moit 
than  Markham,  Blome,  and  the  other  pmse  writers  i:^n  this  subject 

It  IS  most  certain,  that  hunting  was  the  exercise  of  the  greatest  heroes  i^  antiquity.  By  this  they 
formed  themselves  for  war ;  and  their  exploits  against  wild  beasts  were  a  prelude  to  their  other  vie* 
tories.  Xenophon  says,  that  almost  all  the  ancient  heroes,  Nestor,  Theseus,  Castor,  PoUux,  Ulyves, 
Diomedes,  Achilles,  &c.  were  fuJnim  tunwytfiSf,  disciples  of  hunting ;  bemg  taught  carefully  that  art,  ai 
what  would  be  highly  serviceable  to  them  in  military  discipline.  Xen.  Cynegetic.  And  Pliny  obserres» 
those  who  were  designed  for  g^reat  captains,  were  first  taught  certare  cum  fugacibus  fieris  cursu,  cum 
audaclbus  robore,  cum,  callidis  astu:  to  contest  with  the  swiftest  wild  beasts,*  in  speed;  with  the 
boldest,  in  strength ;  with  the  most  cunning,  in  craft  and  subtilty.  Plin.  Panegyr.  And  the  Romao 
emperors,  in  those  monuments  they  erected  to  transmit  their  actions  to  future  ages,  made  no  scrapie 
to  join  the  glories  of  the  chase  to  their  most  celebrated  triun^hs.  Neither  were  there  poets  wantiog 
to  do  justice  to  this  heroic  exercise.  Beside  that  of  Oppian  in  Greek,  we  have  several  poems  it 
Latin  upon  hunting.    Gratius  was  contemporary  with  Ovid ;  as  appears  by  this  vene  ; 

Aptaque  venanti  Gratius  anna  dabit 

lib.  iv.  Pont 
Gratius  shall  aim  the  huntsman  for  the  chase. 

But  of  his  works  only  some  fragments  remun.  There  are  many  others  of  more  modem  date. 
Amongst  these  Nemesianus,  who  seems  very  much  superior  to  Gratius,  though  of  a  more  degenerate 
age.  But  only  a  fragment  of  his  first  book  is  preserved.  We  might  indeed  have  expected  to  have  seen  it 
treated  more  at  large  by  Virgil  in  his  third  Georgic,  dince  it  b  expressly  part  of  his  subject  Bat  he 
has  favoured  us  only  with  ten  verses;  and  what'  he  says  of  dogs,  relates  wholly  to  greyhounds  and 
mastifis. 

Veloces  SpartsB  catulos,  acremque  moloasmn. 

Georg.  iiL 

The  greyhound  swift,  and  mastafi^s  furious  breed. 

And  he  directs  us  to  feed  them  with  -butter-milk.  Pasce  sero  pingui.  Re  has,  it  is  trae,  touched  npoa 
the  chase  in  the  4th  and  7th  b  x^ks  of  the  .£neid.  But  it  is  evident,  that  the  art  of  Bunting  is  very 
different  now  from  what  it  was  in  his  days,  and  very  much  altered  and  improved  in  these  latter 
ages.  It  does  not  appear  to  me,  that  the  ancients  had  any  notion  of  pursuing  wild  beasts  by  the  scent 
only,  with  a  regular  and  well-disciplined  pack  of  hounds;  and  therefore  they  must  have  passed  for 
poachers  amongst  our  modem  sportsmen.  The  muster-roll  given  us  by  Ovid,  in  his  story  of  Actieon,  is 
of  all  sorts  of  dogs,  and  of  all  countries.  And  the  description  of  the  ancient  hunting,  as  we  find  it 
^  in  the  antiquities  of  Pere  de  Mont&ucon,  taken  from  the  sepulchie  of  the  Nasos,  and  the  arch  of 
Constantine,  has  not  the  least  trace  of  the  manner  now  in  use. 

Whenever  the  ancients  mention  dogs  following  by  the  scent,  they  mean  no  more  than  finding  oot  tbe 
game  by  the  nose  of  one  single  dog.  This  was  as  much  as  they  knew  of  the  odora  canmn  vis,  Thm 
Nemesianus  sayt, 

Odorato  noscunt  vestigia  prato, 
Atque  etiam  leporum'secreta  cubilia  monstrant 

They  challenge  on  the  mead  the  recent  stains^ 
:    And  trail  the  hare  unto  her  secret  form. 
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Oppoa  bas  «  long  deseription  of  these  dogs  in  his  first  book,  from  rer.  4*79  to  526.  And' here, 
tbongb  he  teems  to  deseribe  the  huntiog  of  the  hare  by  the  scent  through  many  turnings  and  windings; 
yet  he  really  says  no  more,  than  that  one  of  those  .hounds,  which  he  calls  Ix^fumifttf  finds  out  the  game. 
For  he  fidlows  the  scent  no  further  than  the  hare*s  form ;  from  whence,  after  he  has  started  her,  he 
pannes  her  by  sight.  I  am  indebted  for  these  two  last  remarks  to  a  reverend  and  very  learned  gen- 
tleman, whose  judgment  in  the  belles  lettres  nobody  disputes,  and  whose  approbation  gave  me  the  assu- 
laoce  to  publish  this  poem« 

Oppian  also  observes,  that  the  best  sort  of  these  finders  were  brought  from  Britain ;  this  island 
MtiDg  always  been  femous  (as  it  is  at  this  day)  for  the  best  breed  of  hounds,  for  persons  the  6est 
skilled  in  the  art  of  hunting,  and  for  horses  the  most  enduring  to  follow  the  chase.  It  is  therefore 
strai^,  that  none  of  our  poets  have  yet  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  treat  of  this  subject ;  which  is 
vithout  doubt  very  noble  in  itself,  and  very  well  adapted  to  receive  the  most  beautiful  turns  of  poetry. 
Peihaps  our  poets  have  no  great  genius  for  hunting.  Yet  I  hope,  my  brethren  of  the  couples,  by  en- 
coor^mg  this  first,  but  imperfect,  essay,  will  show  the  world  they  have  at  least  some  taste  for  poetry. 

The  ancients  esteemed  hnntii]^,  not  only  as  a  manly  and  warlike  exercise,  but  as  highly  con- 
nive to  health.  The  famous  Galen  recommends  it  above  all  others,  as  not  only  exercising  the  body, 
bat  giving  delight  and  entertainment  to  the  mind.  And  he  calls  the  inventors  of  this  art  wise  men* 
and  well  duDed  in  human  nature.    Lib.  de  parvae  pils  exercitio. 

The  gentlemen,  who  are  fond  of  a  gingle  at  the  close  of  every  verse,  and  think  no  poem  truly  mn* 
ncalbdt  what  is  in  rhyme,  will  here  find  themselves  disappointed.  If  they  be  pleased  to  read  over  the 
Aoft  pre&ce  before  the  Paradise  Lost,  Mr.  Smith's  poem  in  memory  of  his  fnend  Mr.  John  Philips,  and 
the  Archbidiop  of  Cambray^s  letter  to  Monsieur  FontenellCj  they  may  probably  be  of  another  opinion. 
For  my  own  part,  I  dudl  not  be  ashamed  to  follow  the  example  of  Milton,  Philips,  Thomson,  and  all 
ov  best  tragic  writen. 

Some  fiew  terms  of  art  are  dispersed  here  and  there ;  but  such  only  as  are  ^bsolbtely  requisite  to 
aplam  my  snlject  I  hope  in  this  the  critics  will  excuse  me ;  for  I  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that  the 
sffBdatj^,  and  not  the  necessary  use,  is  the  proper  object  of  th^r  censure. 

But  I  have  done.  I  know  the  impettence  of  my  brethren,  when  a  fine  day,  and  the  concert  of  the 
kenoel,  invite  them  abroad.  I  shall  therefore  leave  my  reader  to  such  diversion  as  he  may  find  m  the 
{loeai  itself. 

En  age,  segnes, 
Rumpe  moras ;  vocat  ingenti  clamore  Cithsron, 
Taygetique  canes,  domitrixque  Epidaurus  equorum; 
£t  vox  assensu  nemorum  ingeminata  remugit 

Viig.  Georg.  iii. 

Haik,  away. 
Cast  fiir  behind  the  lingering  cares  of  life. 
Cithsron  calls  aloud^  and  in4full  cry 
Thy  hounds,  Taygetus.     Epidaurus  trains 
For  us  the  generous  steed ;  the  hunter's  shouti^ 
And  chearing  cries,  assenting  woods  i«tuni. 
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Wbilb  you,  sir,  gain  the  steep  ascent  to  fiune. 
And  honours  due  to  deathless  merit  claim ; 
To  a  weak  Muse  a  kind  indulgence  lend, 
Fond  with  just  praise  your  labours  to  commend. 
And  tell  the  world  that  Somervile*s  her  friend. ' 
Her  incense,  guiltless  of  the  forms  of  art. 
Breathes  all  the  huntsman^s  honesty  of  heart ; 
"Whose  fancy  still  the  pleasing  scene  retains 
Of  Edric's  villa,  and  Ardenna*8  plains  : 
Joys  which  from  change  superior  charms  receiv'd, 
The  horn  hoarse  sounding  by  the  lyre  relieved  : 
When  the  day,  crown'd  with  rural  chaste  delight. 
Resigns  obsequious  to  the  festive  night; 
The  festive  night  awakes  th'  harmonious  lay. 
And  in  sweet  verse  recounts  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 
Strange !  that  the  British  Muse  should  leave  so 

The  Chase,  the  sport  of  Britain's  kings,  unsung ! 
Prstinguish'd  land  !  by  Heaven  indulged  to  breed 
The  stout,  sagacious  hound,  and  generous  steed } 
In  vain !  while  yet  no  bard  adom'd  our  isle. 
To  celebrate  the  glorious  sylvan  toil. 
For  this  what  darling  son  shall  feel  thy  fire, 
God  of  th'  uneiTing  bow,  and  tuneful  lyre  ? 
Our  vows  are  heard — Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 
Somervile  meditates  th*  adventurous  song. 
Bold  to  attempt,  and  happy  to  excel, 
His  numerous  verse  the  huntsman*s  art  shall  tell. 
From  him,  ye  British  youths,  a  vigorous  race, 
Imbibe  the  various  science  of  the  chase ; 
And  while  the  well-plann'd  system  you  admire. 
Know  Brunswick  only  could  the  work  inspire; 
A  Georgio  Muse  awaits  Augustan  days,  [bays. 

And  SomiervUes  will  sing,  when  Frederics  give  the 

John  Nuon. 
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Omcb  more,  my  friend,  I  touch  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  in  my  bosom  feel  poetic  fire. 
For  thee  I  quit  the  law's  more  rugged  wajrs. 
To  pay  my  humble  tribute  to  thy  lajrs. 
What,  though  I  daily  turn  each  learned  sage. 
And  labour  through  the  unenlightenM  page : 
Wak'd  by  thy  lines,  the  borrowed  flames  I  feel« 
Ajs  Hints  give  fire  when  aided  by  the  steeL 
Though  in  sulphureous  clouds  of  smoke  confin^d^ 
Thy  rural  scenes  spring  fresh  into  my  mind. 
Thy  gepius  in  such  colours  paints  the  chane, 
The  real  to  fictitious  joys  give  place. 
When  the  wild  music  charms  my  ravished  ew, 
How  dull,  how  tasteless  Handel's  notes  appear ! 
Ev'n  Farineirr 8  self  the  palm  resigns. 
He  yields — but  to  the  music  of  thy  lines. 
If  friends  to  poetry  can  yet  be  found, 
Who  without  blushing  sense  prefer  to  sound ; 
Then  let  this  soft,  this  soul-enfeebling  band. 
These  warbHng  minstrels,  quit  the  beggar'd  land. 
They  but  a  momentary  joy  impart, 
Tis  you,  who  touch  the  soul,  and  warm  the  hetrt. 
How  tempting  do  thy  sylvan  wpatti  appear ! 
Ev'n  wild  Ambition  might  vouchafe  an  ear. 
Might  her  fond  lust  of  power  a  while  compose, 
And  gladly  change  it  for  thy  sweet  repose. 
No  fierce,  unruly  senates,  threaten  here. 
No  axe,  no  scaffold,  to  the  view  appear. 
No  envy,  disappointment,  and  despair. 
Here,  blest  vicissitude,  whene'er  you  please^ 
You  step  from  exercise  to  learned  ease : 
Turn  o'er  each  classic  page,  each  beauty  traoe^ 
The  mind  unwearied  in  the  pleasing  chase. 
Oh  !  would  kind  Heaven  such  happiness  bestow, 
I^et  fools,  let  knaves,  be  masters  here  below. 
Grandeur  and  place,  those  baits  to  catch  the  wise^ 
And  all  their  pageant  train,  I  pity  and  despise. 

J.  Teact, 


Digitized  by  CaOOQ IC 


THE  CHASE. 


BOOK    L 

THE  ARaUMEMT. 
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The  regular  manner  of  hunting  first  brought  into 
this  island  by  the  Normans.  The  best  hounds 
and  best  hones  bred  here.  The  advantage  of 
this  exercise  to  us,  as  islanders.  Address  to 
fendemen  of  estates.  Situation  of  the  kbinel 
•od  its  several  courts.  The  diversion  aiyl  em- 
plojrment  of  hounds  in  the  kennel.  The  different 
KvtB  of  hounds  for  each  different  chase.  I)e- 
•criptioo  of  a  perfect  hound.  Of  sizing  and  sort- 
ing of  hounds,  the  middle-sized  hound  recom- 
mended. Of  the  large  deep-mouthed  hound  for 
hunting  the  stag  and  otter.  Of  the  lime-hound ; 
their  use  on  the  borders  of  England  and  Scotland. 
A  physical  account  of  scents.  Of  good  and  bad 
siynting  days.  .  A  short  admonition  to  my  bre- 
thn»  of  the  couples. 

Tai  Chase  I  sing,  hounds,  and  their  various  breed, 
And  no  less  various  use.     O  thou,  great  prince  ! 
Whom  Cambria's  towering  hills  proclaim  their  lord, 
Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  instructive  song. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous  show, 
Rrar  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  with  th'  exploit? 
Of  thy  illustrious  house ;  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  flowera,  and,  as  tbe  royal  youth 
?is»Dg  they  view,  admire  and  sigh  in  vain  ; 
Willie  crowded  theatres,  too  foudly  proud 
Of  their  exotic  minstrels,  and  shrill  pipes, 
Tbe  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  song. 
And  airs  soft-warbling  ;  my  hoarse-sounding  horn 
Invites  thoe  to  tbe  Chase,  the  sport  of  kings ; 
Ima^e  of  war,  without  its  guilt     llie  Muse 
Akjft  on  wing  shall  soar,  conduct  with  care 
Thy  fcaming  courser  o'er  the  stcepy  rock. 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  safe, 
Leht-bounding  o'er  the  wave,  from  shore  to  shore. 
De  tliou  our  great  protector,  gracious  youth  ! 
And  if,  in  future  times,  some  envious  prince, 
Careless  of  right,  and  guileful,  should  Invade 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  should  striv^e  in  vain 
To  wrest  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand  ; 
Thj,"  hunter-train,  in  cheaiful  green  array'd, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  inur'd  to  toils) 
Shan  compass  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet, 
Or  hew  thy  passage  through  th'  embattled  foe, 
And  clear  thy  way  to  fame  :  inspired  by  thee 
T>«  nobler  chase  of  glory  shall  pursue  [death. 

Through  fire,  and  smoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of 

Nature,  in  her  productions  slow,  aspires 
By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height : 
So  mimic  Art  works  leisurely,  till  Time 
Impiuve  the  piece,  or  wise  Experience  uive 
The  proper  foiishtng.     When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  mighty  banter,  first  made  war  on  beasts. 
And  stain'd  ths  woodJaod-green  with  purple  4yci 


New,  and  unpolished  was  the  huntsman's  art ; 
No  stated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  clubs  and  stones,  rude  implements  of  war. 
He  armM  his  savage  bands,  a  nviltitude 
Untrain'd ;  of  twining  osiers  formed,  they  pitch 
Their  artless  toils,  then  range  the  desert  hills, 
And  scower  the  plains  below  j  the  trembling  herd 
Start  at  th'  unusual  sound,  and  clamorous  shout 
Unheard  before  j  surpris'd,  alas  !  to  find         [lord, 
Man  now  their  foe,  whom  erst  they  deem'd  their 
But  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure  they  graz'd.    Death  stretches  o'er  the  plain 
Wide-wasting,  and  grim  slaughter  red  with  blood : 
Ui)?*d  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,  they  kill. 
Their  rage  licentious  knows  no  bound  ;  at  last, 
Kncumber'd  with  their  spoils,  joyful  they  bear 
Upon  their  shoulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
Part  on  their  altars  smoke  a  sacrifice 
To  that  all-gracious  Power,  whose  bounteous  hand 
Supports  his  wide  creation ;  what  remains 
On  living  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  taste,  nor  skilPd  as  yet  in  nicer  arts 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Devotion  pure, 
And  strong  necessity,  thus  first  began 
The  chase  of  beasts  :  though  bloody  was  the  deod« 
Yet  without  guilt     For  the  green  herb  alone 
Unequal  to  sustain  man*s  labouring  race, 
Now  every  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  I'jirth 
Was  granted  him  for  iwA  ».    So  just  is  Heaven, 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 

Or  chance  or  industry  in  after-time 
Some  few  improvements  made,  but  short  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.     In  this  isle  remote 
Our  painted  ancestors  were  slow  to  learn. 
To  anns  devole,  of  the  politer  arts 
Nor  skill'd  nor  studious;  till  from  NeuKtria's  coasta 
Victorious  William,  to  more  decent  rules 
Subdu'd  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  speak 
The  proper  dialect,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  the  busy  hound,  whose  wcll-knowh  cry 
His  listcninjj^  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim.. 
From  him  successive  huntsmen  learn'd  to  join 
In  bloody  social  leagues,  the  multitude 
Dispers'd ;  to  size,  to  sort  their  various  tribes; 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  discipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain  I  highly  favoured  isle. 
And  Heaven^s  peculiar  care  !  To  thee  'tis  given 
To  train  the  sprightly  steed,  more  fleet  than  those 
Begot  by  winds,  or  the  celestial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pel  ides  through  the  press 
Of  heroes  iirm'd,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks  ; 
Which,  proudly  neiphing,  with  the  Sun  begins 
Cheerful  his  course  ?  and  ere  his  beams  decline. 
Has  measured  half  thy  surface  unlatigu'd. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  liberty  ! 
Is  bred  the  perfect  hound,  in  scent  and  speed 
As  yet  unrivall'd,  while  in  other  climes  , 
Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  mali.c^nant  steams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coast)^^ 

>  Gen.  chap.  ix.  vcr.  3. 
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The  huntsman  ever  gay,  robost,  and  bold, 

Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 

In  this  delightful  exercise,  to  raise 

His  drooping  herd,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

Ye  vigorous  youths,  by  smiling  Fortune  blest 
With  large  demesnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wise  fore-iathers'  care. 
Hear  and  attend  !  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T'  enjoy  those  pleasures,  for  the  weak  too  strong. 
Too  costly  for  the  poor :  To  rein  the  steed 
Swift-stretching  o*er  the  plain,  to  chear  the  pack 
Opening  in  consorts  of  harmonious  joy. 
But  breathing  death.  What  though  the  gripe  severe 
Of  brazen-fisted  Time,  and  slow  disease 
Creeping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unstrung, 
Afilict  luy  shattered  frame,  undaunted  still, 
Pix'd  as  a  mountain  ash,  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove ;  though  blasted,  yet  unfallen  | 
Still  can  my  soul  in  Fancy's  mirrourview 
J>eeds  glorious  once,  recal  the  joyous  scene 
In  all  its  splendours  decked,  o*er  the  full  bowl 
Kecount  my  triumphs  past,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way : 
Pleased  with  that  social  sweet  garrulity. 
The  poor  disbanded  veteran's  sole  delight. 

First  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntsman's  care. 
Upon  some  little  eminence  erect, 
And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn;  its  courts 
On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  Sun's  ail-cheanng  beams,  when  mild  he  shines, 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.     For  much  the  pack 
(Roused  from  their  dark  alcoves)  delight  to  stretch 
And  bask  in  his  invigorating  ray : 
Wam'd  by  the  streaming  light  anjl  merry  lark. 
Forth  rush  the  jolly  clan  ;  with  tuneful  throati 
They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  jom'd 
Salute  the  new-lx)m  day.     For  not  alone 
The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.     Fountain  of  light !  if  chance 
■   Some  envious  cloud  veil  tliy  refulgent  brow, 
111  vain  tlie  Muses  aid ;  uutouch'd,  unstrung, 
Lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  desponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  musing  o'er  th'  unfinished  lay. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expense,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  dispos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch, 
Who  shrinks  beneath  the  blast,  to  feed  the  poor,  ~ 
Pinch'd  with  aflBictive  want.   For  use,  not  state. 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rise. 
O'er  all  let  cleanliness  preside,  no  scraps 
Bestrew  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  disgust 
That  nicer  sense,  on  which  the  sportsman's  hoi>e. 
And  all  his  future  triumphs,  must  depend. 
Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have  lapp'd  their  smoking  viands,  mom  or  eve. 
From  the  full  cistern  lead  the  ductile  streams. 
To  wash  thy  court  well  pav'd,  n6r  spare  thy  pains, 
For  much  to  health  will  cleanliness  avail. 
Seek'st  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rocky  steep, 
And  brush  th'  entangled  covert,  whose  nice  scent 
O'er  greasy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way  ?  Banish  far  off 
Each  noisome  stench,  let' no  offensive  smell 
Invade  thy  wide  enclosure,  but  admit 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  breeze. 

A\';iter  and  shade  no  less  demand  thy  care : 
In  a  large  square  th'  adjacent  field  enclose. 


There  plant  in  equal  ranks  the  spretdhig  efaBy 
Or  fragrant  lime ;  most  happy  thy  design. 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  spacious  court, 
A  laxge  canal,  fed  by  the  crystal  brook. 
Prom  its  transparent  bosom  shall  reflect 
Downward  thy  structure  aoA  inverted  grove. 
Here  when  the  Sun's  too  potent  gleams  amiof 
The  crowded^  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack. 
Restless,  and  faint,  loll  their  umnoisten'd  tongues. 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  shades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe ;  soon  shah  thou  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  feinting  hearts  revive  : 
Tumultuous  sooD  they  plunge  into  the  stream. 
There  lave  their  reeking  sides,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
From  shore  to  shore  they  swim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood: 
Then  on  the  sunny  bank  they  roll  and  stretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  else  in  wanton  riB0i 
Coursing  around,  pursuing  and  pursued. 
The  merry  multitude  disporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obaeivant  eye. 
Attend  their  frolics,  which  too  often  end 
In  bloody  broils  and  death.    High  o'er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  resounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o'er-rule  the  stem  debate. 
And  quench  their  kindling  rage;  for  oft  in  spoit 
Begun,  combat  ensues,  growling  they  snarl, 
Then  on  their  haunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  seize 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  goie 
Besmear'd,  they  woimd,  they  tear,  till  on  the  ground. 
Panting,  half  dead  the  conquer'd  champioD  lies : 
Then  sudden  all  the  base  ignoble  crowd 
lioud-clamouring  seize  the  helpless  worried  wretch. 
And,  thirsting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  ways 
His  mangled  carcass  on  th'  ensanguin'd  plain. 
O  breasts  of  pity  void  ^  t»  oppress  the  weak, 
To  point  your  vengence  at  the  friendless  head. 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  insult  the  fall'n  ! 
Emblem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  instinct  led. 
Knowing  instractor  !  'mong  the  ranker  gnsi 
Cull  each 'salubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice 
Concoctive  stor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vicious  ferment    llius  the  himd  divnM 
Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brates  prescribes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himself 
Their  great  ph3rsician.     Now  grown  stiff  with  age. 
And  many  a  painful  chase,  the  wise  old  hound, 
Regardless  of  the  frolic  pack,  atteilds 
His  master's  side,  or  slumbers  at  his  ease 
Beneath  the  bending  shade  j  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams ;  now  on  the  doubtful  finl 
Puzzles  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate   - 
Cautious  unfolds,  then,  wing'd  with  all  his  speed. 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  seize  his  panting  prey. 
And  in  imperfect  whimperings  speaks  his  joy. 

A  different  hound  for  every  different  chase 
Select  with  judgment ;  nor  the  timorcfus  hare 
O'ermatch'd  destroy,  but  leave  that  vile  oflfence 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  coursingcrew ;  niteot 
On  blood  and  spoil.  O  blast  their  hopes  just  Heaven ! 
And  all  their  painful  dnrageries  repay 
With  disappointment  and  severe  remorse. 
But  husband  thou  thy  plieasures,  and  give  scope 
To  all  her  subtle  play :  by  Nature  led 
A  thousand  shifts  she  tries;  t'  unravel  these 
Th'  industrious  beagle  twists  his  wavii^  tail, 
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Thnmli  ftll  hm  IdbyrinOis  pmvam,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knell.  See  tbere  with  oountenance  blithe, 
Anti  with  a  courtly  grio,  tU^  (awning  hound 
Salates  thee  covering,  his  wide  opening  nose 
Upwaid  he  curls,  and  his  large  sloe-black  eyes 
MeH  in  soft  blandishments,  and  humble  joy ; 
His  giossy  skin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue. 
In  l^ts  or  shsides  by  Nature's  pencil  drawn. 
Reflects  the  varioos  tints  ;  his  ears  and  legs 
Tleckt  here  and  there,  hi  gay  enamell'd  pride, 
Siva]  the  speckled  paid ;  his  dish  grown-tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch ; 
On  shoulders  clean,  upright  and  firm  he  stands; 
Hii  rooad  cat  foot,  stnit  hama,  and  wide-spi^ad 

thighs, 
ind  his  tow-dropping  chest,  confess  his  speed. 
His  strength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  steepy  hdl, 
Oriar-esteoded  plain ;  m  every  part 
So  well  proportioned,  that  the  nicer  skill 
Of  Phidias  himself  can't  blame  thy  choice. 
Of  such  compose  thy  pack.    But  here  a  mean 
Obserre,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  size 
Gigantic;  he  jn  the  thick-woven  covert 
Pstnliilly  tttgs^  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Tom  and  embarras&'d  bleeds ;  But  if  too  small, 
tlK  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  swims; 
Moird  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  ingferious ;  or  else  shivering  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  sheltering  thorn. 
For  hounds  of  middle  size,  active  and  strong. 
Will  better  answer  all  thy  various  ends, 
And  crown  thy  pleasing  labours  with  success. 
As  some  brave  captain,  curious  and  exact, 
By  his  &Cd  standard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  step,  their  size  the  same,  their  arms 
Far-gleaming,  dart  the  same  united  blaze: 
Beviewing  generals  his  merit  own ;      ''  t 
Bam  r^ular !  bow  just !     And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve. 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thy  generous  soul,  and  the  world's  just  applause. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor-miz  thy  hounds 
Of  different  kinds;  discordant  sounds  shall  grate 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  disgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
Bat  if  the  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chase. 
Or  stately  stag,  that  o*er  the  woodland  reigns ; 
Or  if  the  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Delight  thy  ravish'd  ears;  the  deep-flew'd  bound 
Breed  up  with  care,  strong»  heavy,  slow,  but  sure ; 
Whose  ears  down-hangmgfrom  bis  thick  round  head 
Shall  sweep  the  morning  dew,  whose  clanging  voice 
Awake  the  mountain  Echo  in  her  cell. 
And  shake  the  forests:  The  bold  Talbot  kind 
Of  these  the  prime ;  as  white  as  Alpine  snows ; 
And  great  their  use  of  old.    Upon  the  banks 
Of  TVeed,  slow  wmding  through  the  vale,  the  seat,- 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  era  Britons  knew 
The  sweets  of  peace,  or  Anna*s  dread  commands 
To  lasting  leagues  the  hauj^hty  rivals  aw'd, 
There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  trained  and  skilPd 
In  all  the  mjrsteries  oi  theft,  the  spoil 
Their  only  substance,  feuds  and  war  their  sport  r 
Not  more  expert  in  every  fnudfal  art 
The  arch  felon  ^  was  of  old,  who  by  the  tail 
Drew  back  his  lowing  prize:  in  vain  his  wiles, 

*  Cacns,  Virg.  ^d.  Ub.  viii. 


In  vain  the  shelter  of  the  covering  rock. 
In  vain  the  sooty  cloud,  and  ruddy  flames 
That  issued  from  his  mouth ;  for  soon  he  paid 
His  forfeit  life :  a  debt  how  justly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides,  and  avenging  Heavenl 
Veird  in  the  shades  of  night  they  ford  the  stream. 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whate'er  they  seize 
Becomes  their  prey :  nor  flocks  nor  herds  are  safe. 
Nor  stalls  protect  the  steer,  nor  strong  barr'd  doois 
Secure  the  favourite  horse.     Soon  as  the  mom 
Reveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghastly  risage  wan 
The  plundered  owner  stands,  and  from  his  lipe 
A  thousand  thronging  curses  burst  their  way : 
He  calls  his  stout  allies,  and  in  a  line 
His  faithful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  voice 
That  utters  loud  his  rage,  attentive  cheers  : 
Soon  the  sagilcious  brute,  his  curling  tail 
Flourished  'iTf  air,  low  bending  plies  around 
His  busy  nose,  the  steaming  vapour  snuf&   ■ 
Inquisitive,  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried. 
Till,  conscious- of  the  recent  stains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick ;  his  snuflSing  nose,  his  active  tail, 
Attest  his  joy ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth. 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims      « 
Th'  audacious  felon ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  listening  crowd 
Applaud  his  reasonings.     O'er  the  watery  ford, 
Dry  sandy  heaths,  anid  stony  barren  hills, 
O'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beasts  distam'dy 
Unerring  he  pursues;  till  at  the  cot 
Arriv'd,  and  seizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  caitifvile,  redeems  the  captive  prey: 
So  exquisitely  delicate  his  sense  \ 

Should  some  more  curious  sportsman  here  inquire 
Whence  this  sagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tracing  step  by  step,  or  man  or  brute  ?         ^ 
What  guide  invisible  points  out  their  way. 
O'er  the  dank  marsh,  bleak  hill,  and  sandy  plain  ? 
The  courteous  Muse  shall  the  dark  cause  reveaL 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  incessant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimson  tide,  then  here  and  there 
In  smaller  rills  disparted,  as  it  flows 
Propell'd,  the  serous  particles  evade 
Through  th*  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.     As  fumiifg  vapours  rise. 
And  hang  upon  the  gently  purling  brook, 
There  by  th'  incumbent  atmosphere  compress'd : 
The  panting  Chase  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 
And  through  the  net-work  of  the  skin  perspires  ; 
Leaves  a  long-streaming  trail  behind,  whiohby 
The  cooler  air  condens'd,  remains,  unless 
By  some  rude  storm  dispers'd,  or  rarified 
By  the  meredian  Sun's  intenser  heat. 
To  every  shrub  the  warm  efQuvia  cling, 
Hang  on  the  grass,  impregnate  earth  and  ^des. 
WitI)  nostrils  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 
The  vigorous  hounds  pursue,  with  every  breath 
luhale  the  grateful  steam,  quick  pleasures  sting 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks  repay  ^ 
And  in  triumphant  melody  confess 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  tlie  hunter's  hopes.     When  ruddy  streaks 
At  eve  forebode  a  blustering  stormy  day, 
Or  lowering  clouds  blacken  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  nipping  frosts,  and  the  keen  biting  blasts 
Of  the  dry  parching  east,  menace^the  trees 
With  tender  blossoms  teemiiig,  kindly  spare 
Thy  sleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  straw 
Um-sinking  at  their  eaiej  listless  t^hey  shrink 
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Into  some  dark  recess,  nor  hear  thy  Toice 
Though  oft  invoked ;  or  haply  if  thy  call 
Rouse  up  the  slumberihg  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes  '    ^ 
Gla2'd,  lifeless,  dbll,  downward  they  drop  their  tails 
Inverted ;  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
Their  pomted  bristles  stare,  or  'mong  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  stomach  healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  sick,  spiritless,  forlorn. 
These  inauspicious  days,  on  other  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours ;  th*  improving  friend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  science,  seasonM  with  good  natur'd  wit. 
But  if  the  inclement  skies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  tlie  pleasing  intercourse,  thy  books 
Invite^  tliy  ready  hand,  each  sacred  page 
Kich  with  the  wise  remarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converse  fsimiliar  with  th'  illustrious  dead  ; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
Enlarge  thy  free-bom  heart,  and  bless  kind  Heaven, 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Though  purchased  with  our  blood.  Well-bred,  polite. 
Credit  thy  calling.     See  !  how  mean,  how  low, 
Tlie  bookless  sauntering  youth,  ptoud  of  the  skut 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourishM  belt. 
And  rusty  cuuples  gingling  by  his  side. 
Be  thou  of  other  mould ;  and  know  that  such 
Transp  rting  pleasures  were  by  Heaven  ordain'd 
Wisdom's  relief,  and  Virtue's  great  reward. 


BOOK  II. 

TRB   ARGUMENT. 


Of  the  power  of  instinct  in  brutes.  .  Two  remarkable 
instances  in  the  hunting  uf  the  roebuck,  and  in  the 
hare  going  to  seat  in  the  morning.  Of  the  variety 
of  seats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  according  to  the 
changcof  the  season,  weather,  or  wind.  Description 
of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts,  intei-sperscd 
with  rules  to  be  observed  by  those  who  follow  that 
chase.  Transition  to  the  Asiatic  way  of  hunting, 
particularly  the  magnificent  manner  of  the  Great 
Mogul,  and  other  Tartarian  princes,  taken  from 
Monsieur  Bemier,  and  the  history  of  Gengiscan 
the  Great  Concludes  with  a  short  reproof  of 
tyrants  and  oppressors  of  mankind. 

Nor  will  it  less  delight  th'  attentive  sage 
T'  observe  that  Instinct,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimics  reason's  lore,     ^ 
And  oft  transcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-buck 
Loiters  at  ease  before  the  driving  pack  [swift 

And  mocks  their  vain  pursuit;  nor  far  be  flies, 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  steaming  scent 
That  freshens  on  the  blade  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  speed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigued ;  strain'd  to  excess  each  nerve, 
Each  slackened  sinew  fails ;  they  pant,  they  foam ; 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o*er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  secure,  and  leaves  the  scattered  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  distant  vale  below. 

Tis  Insthict  that  directs  the  jedlous  hare 
To  chuse  her  soft  abode.   With  step  revers'd 
She  forms  tbe  doubling  maze ;  then,  ere  the  mom 
Peeps  through  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  close  recess. 

As  wandering  shepherds  on  th'  Arabian  plains 
No  settled  residence  observe,  but  shift 
Their  moving  camp,  now,  on  some  cooler  hill 
With  cedars  crown'd,  coort  the  refreshing  breeze  j 


And  then,  below,  where  trickltng  streamff  distil 
From  some  penurious  source,  their  thirst  allay. 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks :  'bo  the  wise  hares 
Oft  quit  their  seats,  lest  some  more  curious  eye 
Should  mark  tlieir  haunts,  aAd  hy  dark  tfeacherottt 

wiles 
Plot  their  destraction ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  ^rage,  near  the  ranker  mead, 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  close  they  sit 
When  spring  shines  forth,  season  of  love  and  joy. 
In  the  moist  marsh,  ^mong  beds  of  rushes  bid. 
They  cool  their  boiling  blood.    When  summer  sani 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waving  fields 
Of  com  full-grown,  they  lead  their  helpless  young : 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rams 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautiously  avoid 
The  dripping  covert :  yet  when  winter's  cold 
Their  limbs  benumbs,  thither  with  speed  retoiti'd 
In  the  long  grass  they  skulk,  or  shrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither'd  leaves,  thus  changing  still, 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  invites. 
But  every  season  carefully  observ'd, 
Th'  inconstant  winds,  th'  fickle  element. 
The  wise  ^xperienc'd  huntsman  soon  may  find 
His  subtle,  various  game,  nor  waste  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds. 
With  disappointment  vexM,  each  springing  lark 
Babbling  pursue,  far  scattered  o'er  the  fields. 

Now  golden  Autumn  firom  her  open  lap 
Her  fragrant  bounties  showers ;  the  fields  are  shorn ; 
Inwardly  smiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rising  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard. 
And  counts  his  large  increase ;  his  bams  are  stored 
And  groaning  staddles  bend  beneath  their  load. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  bristly  stubbles  range  unblamM ; 
No  widow's  tears  overflow,  no  secret  curse 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  breast,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  laqdloid  aw*d: 
But  courteous  now  he  levels  e^^ery  fence. 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  halloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  some  kind  power  invisible ! 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  swift  racers,  stretching  to  £he  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train. 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  boast  of  old. 
Oh  !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here, 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Or  to  those  spacious  plains,  where  the  strained  eye 
In  the  wide  prospect  lost,  beholds  at  last 
Sarum's  proud  spire,  that  o'er  the  hills  ascends. 
And  pierces  through  the  clouds.     Or  to  thy  downs 
Fair  Cotswold,  where  the  well  breath'd  beagle  climbs 
With  matchless  speed,  thy  green  aspiring  brow. 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn  !  mild  blushing  goddess,  hail- 
Rcjoic'd  I  see  thy  purple  mantle  spread 
O'er  half  the  skies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way. 
And  orient  pearls  from  every  shrub  depend. 
Farewell,  Cleora;  here  deep  sunk  in  down 
Slumber  secure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd, 
Till  grateful  steams  shall  tempt  thee  td  receive 
Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  officious  maids. 
The  toilet  plac'd,  shall  urge  thee  to  perform 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joys  invite, 
The  horn  sonorious  calls,  the  pack  awak*d 
Their  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay, 
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My  ooanerheaiv  their  iraice ;  lee  there,  with  ears 
And  tail  erect,  ne-ghing  he  pawe  the  ground; 
Fierce  nptnre  kindles  in  his  reddening  eyes. 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 
Cam*d  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  frowns 
Of  pedagogues  severe,  from  their  hard  tasks 
If  ooce  dismissed,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  little  breasts. 
But  give  a  loose  to  all  their  frolic  play : 
So  frmn  their  kennel  rush  the  joyous  pack  f 
A  thousand  wanton  gaieties  express 
Their  inward  extasy,  their  pleasing  sport 
Once  more  indulged,  and  liberty  restored. 
The  rising  San,  that  o*er  th'  horizon  peeps. 
As  many  colours  from  their  glossy  skins 
Beaming  reflects,  as  paint  the  various  bow 
'Wlten  April  showers  descend.    Delightful  scene ! 
^liere  aJ]  around  is  gay,  men,  horses,  dogs. 
And  to  each  smiling  countenance  appears 
Fresh  blooming  health,  and  universal  joy. 

Huntsman  Ifad  on  I  behind  the  clustering  pack 
Sobmiss  attend,  hear  with  respect  thy  whip 
Loud-clanging,  and  tliy  harsher  voice  obey : 
Spare  not  the  straggling  cur  that  wildly  roves; 
Bat  let  thy  brisk  assistant  on  his  back 
Imprint  thy  Just  resentments;  let  each  lash 
Bhe  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return. 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Here  on  this  verdant  spot,  where  Nature  kind 
With  double  blesssings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes; 
Where  flowers  autumnal  spring,  and  the  rank  mead 
Affjrds  the  wandering  hares  a  rich  repast ; 
Throw  off  thy  ready  pa^k.  Sec,  where  they  spread, 
And  range  around,  and  dash  the  glittering  dew. 
If  some  staunch  bound,  with  his  authentic  voice. 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  justling  tribe 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry, 
Tbe  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Kepeat  the.  pleasing  tale.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along  ! 
Bat  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wisely  check 
Their  eager  haste ;  then  o'er  the  fallowed  ground 
How  leisorely  they  work,  and  many  a  pause 
Th'  harmonious  concert  breaks;  till  more  assured 
"Wflth  joy  redoubled  the  low  vallies  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah !  there  she  jies ;  how  close :  she  pants,  she  doubts 
If  now  she  lives;  she  trembles  as  she  sits. 
With  horrour  seiz'd.   The  witherM  grass  that  clings 
Around  her  head,  of  the  same  nisset  hue 
Almost  deceiv'd  my  sight,  had  not  her  eyes 
With  life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'd. 
At  distance  draw  thy  pacW,  let  all  be  hush'd, 
Ko  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  heard, 
tf^  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain  ' 
intractable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Kow  gently  put  her  off;  see  how  direct 
To  her  known  mew  she  flies !  Here,  huntsman,  bring 
(But  without  hurry)  all  thy  jolly  hounds, 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  stoop. 
And  seem  to  plough  the  ground  !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  nostrils  snuff  the  fuming  steara 
That  glads  their  fluttering  hearts.  As  winds  let  loose 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  blustering  jgod, 
They  barat  away,  and  swe<*p  the  dewy  lawn. 
Hope  givrs  them  wings  while  she's  spurred  <m  by  fear. 
The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogsi  hills,  n>cks,  and  woods, 
lo  the  full  concert  join.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
^ppM  for  the  chase,  give  all  your  souls  to  joy ! 


See  how  their  oonrsen,  than  the  moantain  roe 
More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  skim,  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  shining  hoofs  scarce  print 
The  grass  unbruis'd ;  with  emulation  tir'd 
I'hey  strain  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barred  gate. 
O'er  the  deap  ditch  exulting  bound,  and  brush 
The  thorny-twining  hedge  :   the  riders  bend 
O'er  their  arch'd  necks;  with  steady  hands,  by  tarnt 
Indulge  their  speed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
Where  are  their  sorrows,  disappointments,  wrongs. 
Vexations,  sickness,  cares  ?  All,  all  are  gone. 
And  with  the  panting  winds  lag  far  behind. 

Hun^man !  her  gait  observe ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  same  round 
Persisting  still,  she  'II  foil  the  beaten  track. 
But  if  she  fly,  and  with  the  favouring  wind 
Urge  her  bold  course ;  less  intricate  thy  task  : 
Push  on  thy  pack.     Like  some  poor  exiPd  wretch^ 
The  frighted  Chase  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
O^er  plains  remote  she  stretches  far  away. 
Ah  !  never  to  return  !  For  greedy  Death 
Hovering  escults,  secure  to  seize  his  prey. 

Hark !  from  yon  covert,  where  those  towering  oaki 
Above  the  humble  copse  aspiring  rise. 
What  glorious  triumphs  burst  in  every  gale 
Upon  our  ravish'd  ears !  The  hunters' shout, 
TTie  clanging  horns  swell  their  sweet^winding  notes. 
The  pack  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody ;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds, 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
Through  all  the  retfions  near :  afflictive  l^irch 
No  more  the  school-boy  dreads,  his  prison  broke. 
Scampering  he  flies,  nOr  heeds  his  master's  call; 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road. 
And  climbs  th'  adjacent  hill ;  the  ploughman  leaves 
Th'  unfinished  furrow ;  nor  his  bleating  flocks 
Are  now  the  shepherd's  joy  !  men,  boys,  and  girls, 
Dosert  th'  unpeopled  village;  and  wild  crowds 
Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  sweet  frenzy  seiz'd. 
l/)Qk,  how  she  pants  !  and  o'er  yon  opening  glade 
Slips  glancing  by  !  wiiile,  at  the  further  end. 
The  piizzling  pack  unravel  wile  by  wile, 
Maze  within  maze.     The  covert's  utmost  bound 
Slily  she  skirts ;  behind  them  cautious  creeps 
And  in  that  very  track,  so  lately  stain'd 
By  all  the  steaming  crowd,  seemfc  to  pursue 
The  foe  she  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  n  ason ;  sure  'tis  something  more, 
'Tis  Heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspires 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought. 
But  hold — I  sre  her  from  the  covert  break  ; 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  she  sits ; 
Intent  she  listens  with  one  ear  erect. 
Pondering,  and  doubtful  what  new  course  to  take. 
And  how  t'  escape  the  fierce  blood-thirsty  crew. 
That  still  urge  on,  and  still  in  vollies  loud 
Insult  her  woes,  and  m«>ck  her  sore  distress. 
As  now  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  storm,  her  fears  prevail. 
And  o'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge. 
Away  bhe  flies  ;  nor  ships  with  wind  and  tide. 
And  all  their  canvass  wings,  scud  half  so  fast 
Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 
And  each  clean  courser's  speed.     We  scour  sJoni^ 
Jn  pleasing  hurry  and  confusion  tost; 
Oblivion  to  be  wish'd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  scent  unweary'd,  up  they  climbs 
And  anient  we  pursue;  our  labouring  steeds 
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We  press,  we  gore;  tOl  oace  the  taminit  gmn'd, 
Painfully  panting ;  there  we  breathe  a  while  j 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 

,  Predpitant,  we  smoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unrivall'd  speed 
Can  pass  his  fellovrs,  and  with  pleasure  view 
The  struggling  pack ;  how  in  the  rapid  coarse 
Alternate  they  preside,  and  jostling  push 
To  guide  the  dubious  scent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wiser  age  reprov'd ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  strength,  the  wise  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  soqie  important  point 
Ronse  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chase  -  « 

Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  springs 
With  thirst  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntsman,  take  heed  ;  they  stop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  distance  gaze, 
Have  haply  foird  the  turf.     See!  that  old  hound. 
How  busily  he  works,  but  dares  not  trust 
His  doubt^l  sense ;  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bells 
Sally'd  a  while,  af  once  their  peal  renew,    « 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  toss,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  all  they  lost !— Qliat  eager  haste 
Some  doubling  wile  fcAreshows. — Ah !  yet  once  more 
They're  check'd, — ^hold  back  with  speed— on  either 

hand 
They  flourish  round — ev'n  yet  persist — Tis  right, 
Away  they  spring;  the  rustling  stubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  storm.     Now  the  poor  Chase 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  last  shiils  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  she  flies,  and  visits  all 
Her  well-known  haunts, where  once^she  rang'd  secure. 
With  love  and  plenty  blest     See  !  there  she  goes. 
She  reels  along,  aisd  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weakness.     See,  how  black  she  looks ! 
The  sweat,thatclog8th'ob8tractedpore8,scarce  leaves 
A  languid  scent     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  see,  she  flies  !  each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmost  speed,  and  stretches  ev^ry  nerve. 
How  quick  she  turns  !  their  gaping  jaws  eludes. 
And  yet  a  moment  Kves ;  till,  round  enclosed 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  screams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reluctant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  assail'd 
Thieician  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard  I 
Loud  was  the  cry ;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus*  banks, 
RetnmM  their  clamorous  rage ;  distressed  he  flie^, 
Shifting  firom  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain  ; 
For  eager  they  pursue,  till  panting,  faint. 
By  noisy  multitudes  overpowered,  he  sinks 

-  To  the  relentless  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 
The  huntsman  now,  a  deep  incision  made. 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dashes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart 
These  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquisite 
For  all  their  toils.    Stretch'd  on  the  ground  she  lies 
A  mangled  corse ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  Death  exults,  and  stiffens  every  limb. 
Aw*d  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounds 
Around  her  bay  ;  or  at  their  master's  foot. 
Each  happy  favourite  courts  his  kind  applause. 
With  humble  adulation  cowering  low. 
AU  now  is  joy.      With  cheeks  full-blown  they  wind 
Her  solemn  dirge,  while  tho^  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  swell,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  sadly-pleasing  sounds.    Thus  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny,  dastard  animal,  but  yers'd 


lo  subtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youtfiful  trun* 
But  if  thy  proud,  aspiring  soul  disdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp. 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chase; 
Hear  what  the  Muse  from  faithful  records  sings. 
Why  on  tha  banks  of  Oemna,  Indian  stieam, 
Line  within  line,  rise  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  silken  streamers  waving  in  the  wind? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horse  ?  From  tent  to  teat, 
Why  press'  in  crouds  the  buzzing  multitude  ? 
Why  shines  the  polished  helm,  and  pointed  Usee, 
Tbis-  way  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain? 
Nor  Visapour  nor  Gdconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  numerous  host. 
Lays  waste  the  provinces;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  destroy,  beneath  the  name  « 
And  specious  guise  of  war.    A  nobler  cause  , 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  arms.    No  cities  sackM, 
No  mother's  tears,  no  helpless  orphan's  cries, 
No  vblated  leagues,  with  sharp  remorse 
Shall  sting  the  conscious  victor :  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  just     For  'tis  on  bessb 
He  draws  his  vengefbl  sword  !  on  beasts  of  prey 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.    See,  «ee,  he  comes! 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  her  gates. 
Pours  out  her  thronging  legions,  bright  in  a|ins» 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  sound 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs, 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne. 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant. 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race : 
Sublime  he  sits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.     Omrahs  aboot  him  crowd. 
And  rein  th'  Arabian  steed,  and  watch  his  nod: 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  themselves  preside 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  submiss 
Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  slaves. 
Next  these,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around, 
The  fair  sultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chosen  beauties,  but  with  care  cooceaPd 
From  each  intrusive  ^e ;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah  cruel  eastern  law  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  Sun's  all-chearing  ray. 
Were  less  severe.     The  vulgar  close  the  marcbr 
Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  mounts 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  streets. 
Now  at  tlie  camp  arriv'd,  with  stem  review. 
Through  groves  of  spears,  from  file  to  file  be  darts 
His  sharp  experienc'd  eye ;  their  order  marks, 
Each  in  his  btation  raiig'd,  exact  and  firm. 
Till  in  the  boundless  line  his  sight  is  lost 
Not  greater  multitudes  ib  arms  appear'd 
On  these  extended  plains,  when  Ammon's  sod 
With  mighty  Poms  in  dread  battle  join'd, 
The  vassal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  thatboit 
More  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king  ^ 
Pour'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopl^  East, 
That  bridg'd  the  Hellespont  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  drank  the  rivers  diy .     Mean  while  in  troops 
The  busy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumference,  full  many  a  league 
In  compass  round ;  woods,  rivers,  hills,  and  plaiiV, 
Large  provinces ;  enough  to  g^tify 
Ambition's  highest  aim,  could  reason  bound 
Man's  erring  will.     Now  sit  in  close  divan 
The  mighty  chiefe  of  this  prodigious  host 
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He  from  the  throne  high-emmtat  presides, 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  chase, 
From  aocieot  records  drawn.     With  reverence  low. 
And  pru^trate  at  his  feet,  t^ic  chiefs  receive 
His  irreversible  decrees,  from  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Then  liis  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  station  leads;  encamping  round, 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completely  formed. 
Where  decent  order  rei^s,  what  these  command. 
Those  execute  with  speed,  and  punctual  care. 
Is  all  the  rtrictest  discipline  of  war : 
As  if  some  watchful  ibe,  with  bold  insult, 
Hnag  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  high  resolve. 
That  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  encirclhig  line. 
Each  motioa  steers,  and  aqimates  the  whole. 
So  by  the  Son's  attractive  power  control'd. 
The  planets  in  their  spheres  roll  round  his  orb : 
On  all  he  shines,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  yet  the  mom  dispels  the  fleeting  mists, 
The  signal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice, 
Now  high  in  air  tfa'  imperial  standard  waves, 
EmUazon'd  rich  with  goM,  and  glittering  gems, 
And  like  a  sheet  of  fire,  through  the  dun  gloom 
Streamiog  meteorous.    The  soldiers'  shouts. 
And  ail  the  brazen  instruments  of  war. 
With  mutoal  clamour,  and  united  din, 
Fill  the  large  concave.    While  from  camp  to  camp 
They  catch  the  varied  sounds,  floating  in  air, 
lUMmd  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 
Shrink  at  the  noise,  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  starts,  and  morsels  yet  unchew'd 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.     Now  all  ai  once 
On««d  they  march  embattled,  to  the  sound 
Of  martial  harmony ;  fifes,  comets,  drums, 
That'rouze  the  sleepy  soul  to  arms,  and  bold 
Hemic  deeds.     In  parties  her^  and  there 
DetachM  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunters  range 
Inquisitive ;  strong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldest  brute,  around  their  masters  wait, 
A  frithfiil  goard.    No  haunt  unsearch'd,  they  drive 
From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den, 
The  lurking  savages.     Incessant  ^oiits 
Re-echo  throngh  the  woods,  and  kmdling  fires 
Oleam  from  the  nuHintain  tops ;  the  forest  seems 
One  mingling  blaze  :  like  flocks  of  sheep  they  fly 
Bdbre  the  flaming  brand  :  fierce  lions,  pards. 
Boars,  tigers,  bears  and  wdves  ;  a  dr^ful  crew 
Of  grim  bkx)d-thir8ty  foes  ;  growling  along, 
Th^  stalk  indignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  stall 
Bangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  spears 
Present  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  Night 
Wrspt  in  her  sable  veil  forbids  the  chase, 
Tbey  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranks,  around 
The  drcUng  camp.  The  guards  areplac'd,  and  fires 
At  proper  distances  ascending  rise, 
And  paint  th'  horizon  with  their  raddy  li^t. 
So  ronnd  some  island's  shore  of  large  extent, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrours  of  the  night. 
The  billows  brteking  on  the  pointed  rocks. 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  surrounding  fire. 
What  dreadful  howlings,  and  what  hideous  roar, 
Distoih  those  peaceful  shades  !  where  erst  the  bird 
That  glads  the  ni^t  had  cheer'd  the  listening  groves 
VTtth  sweet  complainings.  Through  the  silent  gloom 
Oft.  they  the  guards  assail ;  as  oft  repell'd 
They  fly  rslnctanC,  with  hot  boiling  rage 
Slung  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  despair. 
Tbtti  day  by  day  tbey  still  the  chase  zeoew, 
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At  night  encamp ;  till  now  in  streighter  bomids 
The  circle  lessens,  and  the  beasts  perceive 
The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  every  side. 
And  now  their  fhry  bursts,  and  knows  no  mean  ; 
From  man  they  turn,  and  point  their  ill-judg'd  rage 
Against  their  fellow-brutes.     With  teeth  and  clawtf 
The  civil  war  begins  j  grappling  they  tear. 
Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves : 
Horrible  discord !  till  the  crowd  behind 
Shouting  pursue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 
At  once  their  wrath  subsides ;  tame  as  the  lamb 
The  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 
Cow'd  and  subdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man. 
Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 
So  ahjectis  a  tyrant/in  distress  ! 

Ac  last,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  listed  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds. 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far  [heaps. 

Than  ancient  Rome  could  boast,  they  crowd  m 
Dismay'd,  and  quite  appall'd.     In  meet  array, 
Sheatfa'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Advance;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood. 
Early  resolv'd  t'  assert  their  royal  race. 
And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 
Mature,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  spread 
Its  curling  shade.     On  bold  Arabian  steeds 
With  decent  pride  they  sit,  that  fearless  hear 
The  lion's  dreadful  roar  ;  and  down  the  rock 
Swifl-shooting  plunge,  or  o'er  the  mountain's  ridgt 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leave 
Panting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithful  slaves 
Wth javelins  arm'd  attend;  eacR  watchful  eye 
Fix'd  on  his  youthful  care,  for  him  alone 
He  feacs,  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lose  his  own.     The  mighty  Aurengzebe, 
From  his  high-elevated  throne,  beholds 
His  blooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  spring  of  life. 
When  vigour  strung  his  nerves.     Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eye,  and  flushes  in  his  cheek. 
Now  the  loud  trumpet  sounds  a  charge.  Tlie  shuut» 
Of  eager  hosts,  through  all  the  circling  line. 
And  the  wild  bowlings  of  the  beasts  within 
Rend  wide  the  welkin ;  flights  of  arrows,  wing'd 
With  death,  and  javelins  lauch'd  from  every  arm. 
Gall  sore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  through  and  through.     Despair  at  last  pre* 
When  fainting  Nature  shrinks,  and  rouses  all  [vails. 
Their  drooping  courage.    Swell'd  with  furious  rage! 
Their  ej-es  dart  fire  j  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  rosh  implacable.     They  their  broad  shields 
Quick  interpose ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  falchions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove, 
descend  unerring.    Prostrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monsters  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  stand 
The  tmsty  slaves;  with  pointed  spears  they  pierce 
Through  their  tough  hides  ;  or  at  their  gaping 
An  easier  passage  find.  The  king  of  brutes  [mouths- 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  last ;  the  bear 
Grumbles  in  death;  nor  can  his  spotted  skin, 
Though  sleek  it  shine,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate.     ' 
The  battle  bleeds,  grim  Slaughter  strides  along. 
Glutting  her  gfeedy  jaws,  grins  o'er  her  prey  : 
Men,  horses,  dogs,  fierce  beasts  of  ever>'  kind, 
A  strange  promiscuous  carnage,  drench'd  in  IJood, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amass'd.     What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with  vain  atsault  contend  to  break 
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Th'  impenetrable  line     Others,  whom  fear 
Inspires  with  self-preaennng  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  slain  for  shelter  creep. 
Aghast  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  dispersM.  ^work 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the 
Of  death  had  been  compleat ;  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguishM  half  their  race. 
When  lo !  the  bright  sultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravishM  e^'cs  display 
Those  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveai'd. 

Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  sue,  to  save 
The  vanquish'd  host.     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  suppliant  Beauty  begs  ?  At  his  command, 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well-train'd  troops 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn, 
To  seek  on  distant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  oppressors,  whose  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonness  of  power,  'gainst  the  brute  race. 
Fierce  robbers  like  yourselves,  a  guiltless  war 
Wage  uncontrol'd:    here  quench   your  thirst  of 

blood; 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  spa^ e  mankind. 


BOOK  IIL 

THE  ARGUMENT. 


Of  king  Edgar,  and  his  imposing  a  tribute  of  wolves' 
lieads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales :  from  hence  a 
transition  to  fox-hnnting,  which  is  described  in 
all  its  pai-ts.  Ccosure  of  an  over -numerous  pack. 
i  >f  the  several  engines  to  destroy  foxes  and  other 
wild  beasts.  The  steel-trap  described,  and  the 
manner  of  using  it.  Description  of  the  pitfall  for 
the  lion  ;  and  another  for  the  elephant  The 
anciont  way  of  hunting  the  tiger  with  a  mirror. 
The  Arabian  manner  of  hunting  tlie  wild  boar. 
Description  of  the  royal  stag-chase  at  Windsor 
Forest.  Concludes  with  an  address  to  his  Majesty, 
and  an  eulogy  upon  mercy. 

In  Albion's  isle,  wlien  glorious  Edgar  reignM, 
He,  wisely  provident,  from  her  white  cliffs 
lanch'd  half  her  forests,  and  with  numerous  fleets 
Cover 'd  his  wide  domain  :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  British  monarchs.     Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  distance  gaz'd. 
And,  disappointed,  gnash *d  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  scour'd  the  seas,  and  to  remotest  shores    , 
With  swelling  sails  tlie  trembling  conair  fled. 
Kicli  commerce  flotiri:>h'd  ;  and  with  busy  oars 
Dash'd  the  resounding  surge.     Nor  less  at  land 
His  royal  cares ;  wise,  potent,  gracious  prince  ! 
His  subjects  from  their  cruel  foes  he  savM, 
And  from  rapacious  savages  their  flockfi :         [paid 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  reluctance) 
Tlieir  tributary'  wolves ;  head  after  head. 
In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more. 
And  all  the  ravenous  race  extinct  is  lost 
In  fertile  pastures,  more  securely  graz'd 
The  social  titx>p9  ;  and  soon  their  large  increase 
With  curling  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 
But  yet,  alas  !  the  wily  fox  remained, 
A  subtle,  pilfering  foe,  prowling  around 
In  midnight  shades,  and  ^'akeful  to  destroy. 
In  the  full  fold,  the  poor  defenceless  lamb, 
Seiz'd  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  sweet  warm  blood 
Supplies  a  rieh  repast.    7^he  mournful  ewe. 


Her  dearest  treasure  lost,  throogii  the  dun  mgfat 
Wanders  perplexed,  and  darkling  bleats  in  vain : 
While  in  th'  adjacent  bush,  poor  Philomel, 
(Herself  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churis . 
DespoiPd  her  nest)  joins  in  her  loud  laments, 
With  sweeter  notes,  and  more  melodious  woe. 

For  these  nocturnal  thieves,  buntsnum,  piepsre 
Thy  sharpest  vengeance.     Oh  !  how  glorious  'tis 
To  right  th*  oppress'd,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  just  disgrace  !  Ere  yet  the  morning  pe^> 
Or  stars  retire  from  the  first  blush  of  day. 
With  thy  &r-echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  rouse  thy  bold  compeen.    Then  to  the  oops^ 
Thick  with  entangling  grass,  or  prickly  fbrze, 
With  silence  lead  thy  many  colour'd  hounds. 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.    See !  how  they  raofe 
Dispersed,  how  busily  this  way,  and  that. 
They  cross,  examining  with  curious  nose 
Each  likely  haunt     Hark !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  lull,  and  swell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  straggling  armies,  at  the  tnimpef  s  voice. 
Press  to  their  standard ;  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  through  the  woods ;  with  hasty  step 
Rustling,  and  full  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
They  push,   they  strive;  while  from  his  kennel 

sneaks 
The  conscious  villain.    See !  he  skulks  along. 
Sleek  at  the  shepherd's  cost,  and  plump  with  mesb 
Purloin'd.     So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Though  high  h^s  brush  he  bear,  though  tipt  with 
It  gaily  shine  ;  yet  ere  the  Sun  declin'd        [white 
Recal  the  shades  of  night,  the  pamper'd  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  reversed,  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  just  avenger,  swift  to  seize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirsting  for  his  blood,  [hesits 

Heavens  !  what  melodious  strains  I  how  beat  oar 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony ;  and  as  the  tempest  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recess 
The  forest  thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake. 
The  chorus  swells ;  less  various,  and  less  sweet. 
The  trilling  notes;  when  in  those  very  groves, 
The  feathered  choristers  salute  the  Spring, 
And  every  bush  in  concert  joins ;  or  when 
The  master's  hand,  in  modulated  air. 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powen 
Of  music  in  one  instrument  combine. 
An  universal  minstrelsy.     And  now 
In  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  bair'd 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  safe ; 
He  pants  it>r  purer  air.     Hark  !  what  loud  shouts 
Re-eclio  through  the  groves !  he  breaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  proclahn  his  flight     Each  stragglinip 

hound 
Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  distant  pack. 
'Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.     Now,  my  brave  yoothsi 
Now  give  a  loose  to  the  clean  generous  steed ; 
Flourish  the  whip,  nor  spare  the  galling  spur; 
But,  in  the  madness  of  delight,  forget 
Your  fears.     Far  o'er  the  rocky  hills  we  range. 
And  dangerous  our  course;  but  in  the  biave 
True  courage  never  foils.     In  vain  the  stream 
In  foaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch 
Wide-^ping  threatens  death.     The  craggy  steep, 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  shepherd  crawls  with  care. 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain ; 
But  down  we  sweep,  as  stoops  the  falcon  bold 
To  pounce  his  prey.    Then  up  tb'  opponent  biOL 
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By  tlie  flvift  motion  slang:,  we  moant  aloft : 
So  sikips  to  winter-seas  now  sliding  sink 
Adown  the  steepy  wave,  then  toas'd  on  high 
Ride  00  the  hillows,  and  defy  the  storm.        [Chase 
What  lengths  we  pass !  where  will  tlie  wandering 
Lead  us  bewilder'd !  smooth  as  swallows  skim 
The  new.«horn  mead,  and  far  more  swift,  we  fly. 
See  my.  brave  pack ;  how  to  the  head  they  press, 
Jostling-  in  close  array,  then  more  diffuse 
Obliqaely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths 
The  voUied  thuwier  breaks.     So  when  the  cranes 
Their  annual  ▼o3^age  steer,  with  wanton  wing 
Hieir  figure  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  clang 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.     How  far  behind 
The  hooter-crew,  wide-straggling  iVer  the  plain  ! 
Tbe  panting  courser  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begitt»to  reel ;  urgM  by  the  goring  spur, 
Makes  many  a  faint  effort :  he  snorts,  he  foams. 
The  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  his  sides. 
With  sweat  and  blood  distain'd.    Look  back  and  view 
The  strange  confusion  of  the  vale  below, 
Where  suur  vexation  reigns ;  see  yon  poor  jade  ! 
la  ^ain  th'  impatient  rider  frets  and  swears ; 
With  galling  spurs  harrows  his  mangled  sides ; 
He  can  no  more :  his  stiff  unpliant  limbs  ■ 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmor'd  and  fix'd  he  stands. 
For  every  cruel  curse  returns  a  groan, 
I        And  sobs,  and  faints,  and  dies.     Who  without  grief 
I        Caa  view  that  pamper'd  steed,  his  master's  joy, 
I         His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  well  cloath'd, 
I         W'ell  fed  with  every  nicer  cate ;  no  cost, 
I         Kg  labour  spar'd ;  who,  when  the  flying  Chase 
Broke  from  the  copse,  without  a  rival  led 
The  numerous  train:  now  a  sad  spectacle 
Of  pride  hrooght  low,  and  humbi'd  insolence, 
Drove  like  a  pannier*d  ass,  and  scourg'd  along. 
While  these,  with  loosenM  reins  and  dangling  heels, 
I         Haog  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  scarce  bear 
Their  weights :  another  in  the  treacherous  bog 
lies  floundering    half  ingulph'd.      What    biting 
I  thoughts 

Toraient  th'  abandoned  crew !  Old  age  laments 
His  vigour  spent :  the  tall,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Cones  his  cumberous  bulk ;  and  envies  now 
I         The  short  pygmean  race,  he  whilom  kenned 
With  proud  insulting  leer.     A  choseti  few 
Akme  the  sport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath      [height 
Thdr  pieanng  toils.'    Here,  huntsman,  from  this 
Observe  iron  birds  of  prey ;  if  I  can  judge, 
Tis  there  the  villain  lurks  :  they  hover  round 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.     Was  I  not  right  ? 
See !  there  he  creeps  along;  his  brush  he  drags. 
And  sweeps  the  mire  impure;  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tougne  unmoistenM  hangs  ^  symptoms  too  sure 
Of  sodden  death.     Ha  !  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  Mack  despair.   But  one  loose  more,  and  all 
His  wile>  are  vain.   Hark  !  through  yon  village  now 
The  rattlii^  clamoor  rings.    The  bams,  the  cots. 
And  leafless  elms  return  the  joyous  sounds. 
Throi^  every  homertall,  and  through  every  yard, 
His  midnight  walks,  pantiqg,  forlorn,  he  flies  ; 
Through  every  hole  he  sneaks,  through  every  jakes 
Flooging  he  wades  besmear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
la  a  superior  stench  to  lose  his  own  : 
Bat,  &jthful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hounds 
With  peals  of  echoing  vengeance  close  pursue. 
And  now  distress'd,  no  sheltering  covert  near. 
Into  the  hen-roost  creeps,  whose  walls  with  gore 
I>BUiD'd  attest  his  guilt.    There,  villain,  there 


Expect  thy  fate  descrv'd.     And  soon  from  thence 
The  pack  inquisitive,  with  clamour  loud. 
Drag  out  their  trembling  prize  ;  and  ou  his  blood 
With  greedy  transport  feast     In  bolder  notes 
Each  sounding  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead : 
And  all  th'  assembled  village  shouts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  who  beholds  his  mortal  fue 
Stretch'd  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed. 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  sliort  repast : 
In  the  full  glass  the  liquid  amber  smiles. 
Our  native  product ;  and  his  good  old  mate 
With  choicest  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board, 
To  crown  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Here  must  th'  instructive  Muse  (but  with  respect) 
Censure  that  numerous  pack,  that  crowd  of  state. 
With  which  the  vain  profusion  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  shakes  the  trembling  copse. 
Pompous  encumbrance  !  A  magnificence 
Useless,  vexatious !  For  the  wily  fox. 
Safe  in  th*  increasing  number  of  his  foes. 
Kens  well  the  great  advantage  :  slinks  behind, 
And  slyly  creeps  through  the  same  beaten  track, 
And  hunts  them  step  by  step :  then  views,  escaped. 
With  inward  extasy,  the  panting  throng 
In  their  own  footsteps  puzzled,  foiPd,  and  lost. 
So  when  proud  eastern  kings  summon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legions,  from  far  distant  climes 
They  flock  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world : 
But  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 
To  charge  the  well-train 'd  foe,  a  band  compact 
Of  chosen  veterans ;  they  press  blindly  on, 
In  heaps  confus'd  by  their  own  weapons  fall, 
A  smoaking  carnage  scatter-d  o'er  the  plain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  destroy : 
The  plunder'd  warrener  full  many  a  wile 
Devises  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe. 
Fat  with  nocturnal  spoils.     At  close  of  day. 
With  silence  drags  his  trail ;  then  from  the  ground 
Pares  thin  the  close-grazM  turf,  there  with  nice 
Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  springs  [hand 
Prepar'd  to  fly  at  once,  whene'er  the  tread 
Of  man  or  beast  unwarily  shall  press 
The  yielding  surface.     By  th'  indented  steel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins. 
And  struggles,  but  in  vain :  yet  oft  'tis  known. 
When  every  art  has  fail'd,  the  captive  fox 
Has  shar'd  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 
Compounded  for  his  life.     But,  if  perchance 
In  the  deep  pitfall  plung'd,  there  's  no  escape; 
But  unrepriev'd  he  dies,  and  bleachM  in  air, 
The  jest  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcass  hangs. 

Of  these  are  various  kinds  ;  not  even  the  king 
Of  brutes  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave : 
But,  by  the  wily  African  betray'd, 
Heedless  of  fate,  within  its  gaping  jaws 
Expires  indignant.     When  the  orient  beam 
With  blushes  paints  the  dawn  ;  and  all  the  race 
Carnivorous,  with  blood  full-gorg'd,  retire 
Into  their  darksom  cells,  there  satiate  snore 
O'er  dripping  oflals,  and  the  mangled  limbs 
Of  men  and  beasts ;  Uie  painful  forester 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whose  proud  aspiring  tops 
With  the  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Assail  the  clouds.     There  'mong  the  craggy  rocks, 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  views 
His  footsteps  in  the  sand  ;  the  dismal  road 
And  avenue  to  Death.     Hither  he  calls 
His  watchful  bands  ;  and  low  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  sink,  full  many  a  fathom  di^p. 
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Then  in  the  midst  a  colamn  high  is  rear'd. 
The  but  of  some  feir  tree  5  upon  whose  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  just  ravishM  from  his  dam. 
And  next  a  wall  they  build,  with  stones  and  earth 
Encircling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.     Now  when  the  shades 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o*cr  the  mountain's  brow ; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  tliirst  of  blood, 
Rouze  up  the  slothful  beast,  he  shakes  his  sides. 
Slow-rising  from  his  lair,  and  stretches  wide 
His  ravenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  distain'd. 
The  forests  tremble,  as  he  roars  aloud, 
Impatient  to  destroy.     O'erjoy'd  he  bears 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  shepherd's  care,  and  seeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodfiil  teat;  himself  alas  !  designed 
Another's  meal.     For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mound 
To  seize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plunged 
Into  the  deep  abyss.     Prostrate  he  lies 
Astunn'd  and  impotent     Ah  !  what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flashing  fire,  thy  length  of  tail, 
lliat  lashes  thy  broad  sides,  thy  jaws  besmear'd 
With  blood  and  offals  crude,  thy  shaggy  mane 
The  terrour  of  the  woods,  thy  stately  port. 
And  bulk  enormous,  since  by  stratagem 
Thy  strength  is  foil'd  ?  Unequal  is  the  strife. 
When  sovereign  reason  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  distant  Ethiopia's  sun -burnt  coasts. 
The  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame, 
But  of  a  different  kind,  and  different  use. 
With  slender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdles  slight,  they  close ;  o'er  these  is  spread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowers 
Sniling  delusive,  and  from  strictest  search 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  froit 
Of  various  kinds  surcharg'd  ;  the  downy  peach. 
The  clustering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind  * 
The  fragrant  orange.     Soon  as  evenmg  grey 
Advances  slow,  besprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refreshing  dewg  the  thirsty  glebe^ 
Tlie  stately  elephant  from  the  close  shade 
With  step  majestic  strides,  eager  to  taste 
The  cooler  breeze,  that  fipom  the  sea-beat  shore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  Ihnpid  stream 
To  lave  his  pasting  sides;  joyous  he  scents 
The  rich  repast,  unweeting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  within.    And  soon  he  sporting  breaki 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  fruit  delicious.    Ah  !  too  dearly  bought; 
The  price  is  life.    For  now  the  treacherous  turf 
Trembling  gives  way  ;  and  the  unwieldy  beast. 
Self-sinking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 
So  when  dilated  vapours^  struggling,  heave 
Th'  incumbent  earth ;  if  chance  the  cavem'd  ground 
Shrinking  subside,  and  the  thin  surface  yield, 
D  )wn  sinks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulph'd 
With  all  its  towers.    Subtle,  delusive  man  ! 
How  various  are  thy  wiles  I  artful  to  kill 
Thy  savage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race  ! 
Fierce  from  his  lair,  springs  forth  the  speckled  pard 
Thirsting  for  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy  ; 
The  huntsman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not :  at  convenient  distance  fix'd, 
A  polish'd  mirror  stops  in  full  career 
The  furious  brute  :  he  there  his  image  views  ; 
Spots  against  spots  with  rage  improving  glow  ; 
Anotler  pard  his  bristly  whiskers  curls, 


Grins  as  he  grins,  fleroe-menaciBg,  and  wide 
Distends  his  opening  paws ;  himself  against 
Himself  opposed,  and  with  dread  ves^eance  ann'4. 
The  huntsman,  now  secure,  with  fiital  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  spear,  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  shade. 
Thus  man  mnumerous  engines  fonns,  t'  assail 
The  savage  kind ;  but  most  the  docile  boiae»      ' 
Swift  and  'confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plams ;  without  whose  aid 
Tlie  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unriuU'd  to  wage 
Witii  the  more  active  brutes  an  equal  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  welUtrahi'd  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  secore. 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  his  ttoof 
Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deserts  wild. 
Where,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  tniTeUer 
Steers  his  untrodden  course ;  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wrecked,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  sand 
Immerst  and  lost     Wliile  these  intrepid  bands, 
Safe  in  their  horses  speed,  out-fly  the  storm,  [prey. 
And  scouring  round,  make  men  and  beasts  their 
The  grisly  boar  is  singled  from  his  herd, 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  ftf 
In  circles  wide ;  and  each  in  passing  sends 
His  feather'd  death  into  his  brawny  sides. 
But  perilous  th'  attempt     For  if  the  steed 
Haply  too  near  approach ;  or  the  loose  earth 
His  footing  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beast 
Th'  advantage  spies ;  and  at  one  sidelong  glanct 
Rips  up  his  groin.    Wounded,  he  rears  al^ 
And,  plunging,  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Precipitant;  then  bleeding  spurns  the  ground^ 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Mean  while  the  surly  monster  trots  along, 
But  with  unequal  speed ;  for  still  they  woand, 
Swift-wheeling  in  the  spacious  ring*    A  wood 
Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears ;  adown 
His  tortur'd  sides^  the  crimson  torrenta  roll 
From  many,  a  gaping  font    And  now  at  last 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 

But  whither  roves  my  devious  Muse,  intent' 
On  antique  tales }  While  yet  the  royal  stag 
Unsung  remains.    Tread  with  respectful  awe 
Windsor's  green  glades;  where  Denham,tanefolbanl, 
Charm'd  once  the  listening  Dryads,  with  his  sooog 
Sublimely  sweet    O !  grant  me,  sacred  shade, 
To  glean  submiss  what  thy  full  sickle  leaves. 

The  morning  Sun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windsor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chase,  nor  views  in  all  his  ooons 
A  scene  so  gay:  heroic,  noble  youths, 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs 
The  fairest  of  this  isle,  where  Beauty  dwelb 
Delighted,  and  deserts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  raoro  fovourM  shades :  in  prood  patadt 
These  shine  magnificent,  and  press  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.    Great  hi  themselves^ 
They  smile  superior;  of  external  show 
Regardless,  while  their  faobred  virtues  gire 
A  lustre  to  their  power,  and  grace  thdr  oowt 
With  real  splendours,  far  above  the  pomp 
Of  eastern  kings,  in  all  their  tinsel  plide. 
Like  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
Prance  round  their  cars,  not  hi  refulgent  arms 
As  those  of  old ;  unskiU'd  to  wield  the  swoid. 
Or  bend  the  bow,  these  kill  with  surer  aim. 
The  royal  oOqfning,  fiurest  of  4h6  fair» 
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iMd  on  the  iplendid  tnin.    Anna,  more  bright 

Than  summer  nins,  or  as  the  lightnbg  keen. 

With  irresistible  effulgence  ann'd, 

Fires  every  heart.     He  must  be  more  than  man. 

Who  uocoooemM  can  bear  the  piercing  ray. 

Amelia,  mikler  than  the  blushing  dawn, 

With  sweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power. 

Insensibly  subdues,  and  in  soft  chains 

Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illustrious  maids. 

Ever  triumphant !  whose  victorious  charms. 

Without  the  needless  aid  of  high  descent, 

Had  aw>d  mankind,  and  taught  the  world*s  great 


To  bow  and  sue  for  grace.    But  who  is  he 

Fresh  as  a  rose-bud  newly  blown,  and  fair 

As  opening  lilies ;  on  whom  every  eye 

With  joy  and  admiration  dwells?  See,  see, 

He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 

Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chase  array'd  ? 

Or  Britain's  second  hope  ?  Hail,  blooming  youth  ! 

Kay  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  improve, 

Tdl  in  consummate  worth,  you  shine  the  pride 

Of  tbeK  oar  days,  and  to  succeeding  times 

A  bright  example.    As  his  guard  of  mutes 

On  the  great  sultan  wait,  with  eyes  deject. 

And  fiz'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  sound  is  heard 

Within  the  wide  serail,  but  all  b  hush'd. 

And  awful  silence  reigns ;  thus  stand  the  pack 

Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  earth. 

While  pass  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair : 

So  disciplined  those  hounds,  and  so  reserv'd, 

Whose  honour  *tis  to  glad  the  hearts  of  kings. 

But  soon  the  winding  horn,  and  huntsman's  voice, 

hei.  loose  the  general  chorus ;  for  around 

Jof  spreads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  smiles. 

Unharbour'dnow  the  royal  stag  forsakes 
His  wonted  lair ;  he  shakes  his  dappled  sides, 
And  tosses  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copse 
Beneath  bis  antlers  bends.    What  doubling  shifts 
He  tries !  not  more  the  wily  hare ;  in  these 
Would  still  persist,  did  not  the  full-mouth'd  pack 
With  dreadml  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  chearing  shouts 
Float  through  the  glades,  and  the  wide  forest  rings. 
How  merrily  they  chant !  their  nostrils  deep 
Inhale  the  grateful  steam.     Such  is  the  cry. 
And  soch  th'  harmonious  din,  the  soldier  deems 
Tlie  battle  kindling,  and  the  statesman  j;rave 
Fbrgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  age,  each  sex. 
In  the  wild  transport  joins ;  luxuriant  joy. 
And  pleasure  in  excess,  sparkling  exult 
On  every  brow,  and  revel  unrestraint. 
How  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou  'rt  no  more 
Thyself !  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  soul. 
In  rapture  and  in  sweet  oblivion  lost, 
YieU  a  short  interval  and  ease  from  pain  I 

See  the  swift  courser  strains,  his  shining  hoofs 
Securely  beat  the  solid  ground.     Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  fears,  vith  tangling  heath 
Higfa-ovei^im  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
Soft-yieldii^  to  the  step  ?  All  now  is  plain. 
Plain  as  the  strand  sea-lav'd,  that  stretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  shore.     Glades  crox^sing  glades 
The  forest  opens  to  our  wondering  view : 
&ich  was  the  king's  command.     jLet  tyranii  fierce 
Lay  waste  the  world ;  his  the  more  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pride;  and  when  the  brazen  voice 
Of  war  is  hush'd  (as  erst  victorious  Rome) 
V  employ  his  station'd  legigqi  in  the  works 


Of  peace ;  to  smooth  the  nigged  wilderness. 
To  drain  ,the  stagnate  fen,  to  raise  the  slope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  foce 
Of  Nature,  with  th'  embellishments  of  Art 

How  melts  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
Each  lovely  nymph,  our  island's  boast  and  pride. 
Push  on  the  generous  steed,  that  strokes  along 
O'er  rough,  o'er  smooth,  nor  heeds  the  steepy  hiU« 
Nor  foulters  in  th'  extended  vale  below : 
Their  garments  loosely  waving  in  the  wind. 
And  all  the  flush  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks ! 
While  at  their  sides  their  pensive  lovers  wait. 
Direct  their  dubious  course ;  now  chill'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 
O  1  grant,  indulgent  Heaven,  no  rising  storm 
May  darken  with  black  wings  this  glorious  scene ! 
Should  some  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joya^ 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  such  as  of  old 
Betray'd  to  lawless  love  the  Tyrian  queen. 
For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chaste  as  fair. 
Spotless,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Now  the  blown  stag,through  woods,  bog8,roads,  and 
Has  measur'd  half  the  forest ;  4>ut  alas !     [streama 
He  flies  in  vain,  be  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  for  he  cast  the  lingering  pack  behind. 
His  haggard  fancy  still  with  horrour  views 
The  fell  destroyer,-  stUl  the  fatal  cry 
Insults  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  hear^ 
So  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  guiltless  blood  distain'd)  still  seems  to  hear 
The  dying  shrieks ;  and  the  pale  threatening  ghoat 
Moves  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  pursues. 
See  here  hb  slot ;  up  yon  gtecn  hill  he  climbs. 
Pants  on  its  brow  a  while,  sadly  looks  back 
On  bis  pursuers,  covering  all  the  plain ; 
But  wrung  with  anguish,  bears  not  long  the  sight. 
Shoots  down  the  steep,  and  sweats  along  the  vale 
There  mmglcs  with  the  herd,  where  once  he  reign'd 
Proud  monarch  of  the  gproves,  whose  clashing  beam 
His  rivals  aw*d,  and  whose  exalted  power 
Was  still  rewarded  with  successful  love. 
But  the  base  herd  have  leam'd  the  ways  of  men. 
Averse  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chase  him  from  thence :  needless  their  impious  deed. 
The  huntsman  knows  him  by  a  thousand  marks. 
Black,  and  imbost ;  nor  are  bis  hounds  deceiv'd  i 
Too  well  distinguish  .these,  and  never  leave 
Their  once  devoted  foe ;  fomiliar  grows 
His  scent,  and  strong  their  appetite  to  kilL 
Again  he  flies,  and  with  redoubled  speed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn ;  still  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey. 
And  jpush  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  far  escap'd,  anil  the  gay  courtly  train 
Behind  are.  cast ,  tJie  huntsman's  clanging  whip 
Stops  full  their  bold  career ;  passive  they  stand, 
Uouiov'd,  an  humble,  an  obsequious  crowd. 
As  if  by  stem  Medusa  gaz'd  to  stones. 
So  at  their  general's  voice  whole  armies  halt 
In  full  pursuit,  and  check  their  thirst  of  blood. 
Soon  at  the  king's  command,  like  hasty  streams 
Damm'd  up  a  while,  they  foam,  and  pour  aloiis: 
With  fresh  recruited  might.     The  stag,  who  hop'd 
His  foes  were  lo.;t,  now  once  more  hears  astunn'd 
The  dreadful  din ;  he  shivers  every  limb. 
He  starts,  he  bounds ;  each  bush  presents  a  fo*. 
Press'd  by  tlie  fresh  relay,  no  pnuse  allowed, 
Brcatble&i,  and  iaiut,  be  faulters  in  his  paue. 
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And  lifts  bis  weary  limbs  witb  pain,  that  scarce 
Sustain  their  load  :  he  pants,  he  sobs  appal  I'd  ! 
Props  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath 
Jiis  cumbrous  beams  oppress'd.     But  if  perchance 
Some  prying  eye  surprize  him  ;  soop  he  rears 
Erect  his  towerino:  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-dissembled  vigour,  to  amuse 
The  knowing  forester ;  who  inly  smiles 
At  his  weak  shifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  taj^rs  waste  their  last  remains. 
Shine  forth  a  while,  and  as  they  blaze  expire. 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roll, 
And  bellow  throuch  the  vales ;  the  moving  storm 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  shouts, 
And  horns  shrilUwarbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  amazed 
What  strength  is  left :  to  the  last  dregs  of  life 
Kcduc'd,  his  spirits  fail,  on  every  side 
Hemmed  in,  besieged ;  nut  ihe  least  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th*  unhappy 's  last  reserve. 
Where  shall  he  turn  ?  or  whither  fly  ?  Despair 
Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Resolv'd  to  die. 
He  fear»  no  more,  but  rushes  on  his  foes. 
And  deals  his  deaths  around ;  beneath  his  feet 
These  groveling  lie,  those  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  ensanguinM  plain.     Ah  !  see  distress'd 
He  stands  at  bay  against  yon  knotty  trunk. 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  presents 
An  host  of  foes.     O  !  shun,  ye  noble  train. 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
They  wing  around,  he  finds  his  soul  uprais'd» 
To  dare  some  great  exploit ;  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  side 
Fly  diverse  j  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  strains. 
He  vents  the  cooling  stream,  and  up  the  breeze 
Urges  his  course  with  equal  violence : 
Then  takes  the  soil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant ;  down  the  mid-stream  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (like  a  ship  distress'd,  that  runs 
Into  some  winding  creek)  close  to  the  verge 
Of  a  small  island,  for  his  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  skulks  immers'd. 
His  nose  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air ;  all  else  beneath  the  flood 
Conceard,  and  lost,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of  man  or  brute.      In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  tlie  stream,  or  cut 
The  liqi>id  wave  with  oary  feel,  that  move 
In  equal  time.    The  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  behind,  and  his  contracted  pores 
But  sparingly  perspire :  the  huntsman  strains 
His  labouring  limgs,  and  puffs  his  cheeks  in  vain : 
At  length  a  blood-hound  bold,  studious  to  kill,^ 
And  exquisite  of  sense,  winds  him  from  far ; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
Loud  opening  spends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
Swells  every  note  with  joy ;  then  fearless  dives 
Beneath  the  wave,  hangs  on  his  haunch,  and  wounds 
Th'  un^aopy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  stream 
Sorely  distress'd,  and  struggling  strives  to  mount 
The  sttepy  shore.     Haply  once  more  escap'd. 
Again  he  stands  at  bay,  amid  the  gproves 
OF  willows,  bending  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  transport  fires  the  greedy  pack; 
These  swim  the  deep,  and  those  crawl  up  with  pain 
The  slippery  bank,  while  others  on  firm  land 
Engage ;  the  stag  repels  each  bold  assault, 


Maintains  his  post,  and  womids'  for  wwsti^  tetatm. 
As  when  some  wily  corsair  boards  a  ship 
Full-freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coasts. 
Or  Indians  wealthy  strand,  his  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  slings ;  these  in  the  deep 
Drop  short,  and  swim  to  reach  her  8tr»py  sides. 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  those  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  Fate ;  the  master  bold 
Press'd  to  his  last  retreat,  bravely  resolves 
To  sink  his  wealth  beneath  the  wbekning  wave, 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unreveng'd  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  stag :  so  he  resolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himself,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immers'd. 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent. 
In  wild  disorder  once  more  views  the  light; 
B<3neath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  distress'd. 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  chedcs ; 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.     The  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tenderness  innate 
Moves  his  great  soul.    Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuk'd,  the  disappointed,  hungry  pack. 
Retire  submiss,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 

Great  Prince  !  firom  thee  what  may  thy  sutjects 
So  kind,  and  so  beneficent  to  brutes  ?  [hope; 

O  Mercy,  heavenly  bom  I  sweet  attribute ! 
Thou  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 
Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join'd  with  thee, 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  standi  secure. 
And  braves  the  storm  beneath ;  soon  as  thy  smiles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  subside. 
And  all  the  noisy  tumult  sinks  in  peace. 


BOOK  IV. 

TUB  ARGUMENT. 


Of  the  necessity  of  destroying  some  beasts,  and  pre- 
6er\'ing  others  for  the  use  of  man.  Of  breeding  of 
hounds;  the  season  for  this  business.  The  choice 
of  the  dog,  of  great  moment  Of  the  litter  of 
whelps.  Ofthe  number  to  be  reared.  Of  setting 
them  out  to  their  se\'eral  walks.  Care  to  be  taken 
to  prevent  their  hunting  too  soon.  Of  entering 
the  whelps.  Of  breaking  them  from  ronning  at 
sheep.  Of  the  diseases  of  hounds.  Of  their  age. 
Of  madness ;  two  sorts  of  it  described,  the  dumb 
and  outrageous  madness:  its  dreadful  eflecta. 
Burning  of  the  wound  recommended  as  prevent- 
ing all  i  1 1  consequences.  The  infectious  hounds  ts 
be  separated,  and  fed  apart  The  vanity  of  tnist- 
ing  to  the  many  infallible  cures  for  this  malady. 
The  dismal  efiects  of  the  biting  of  a  mad  dog,  upon 
man,  described.  Description  ofthe  otter  hunting. 
The  conclusion. 

Whatb'er  of  earth  is  fbrm'd,  to  earth  retnxns 
Dissolv'd :  the  various  objects  we  behold. 
Plants,  animals,  this  whole  material  mass. 
Are  ever  changing,  eter  new.     The  sonl 
Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divme. 
Escapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 
Hence  great  the  distance  'twixt  the  beasts  that  peri^ 
And  God's  bright  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property. 
Subservient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made. 
As  hurtful  these  he  kills,  as  useful  those 
Preserves ;  their  sole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill,  as  erst  the  Samian  sage 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  biachmsns  wm 
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isvunljr  JNreftch;  the  teemhi;  vaveiioiii  brutes 
Might  fill  the  scanty  space  of  this  terrene, 
&icaniberin(t  all  the  globe :  should  not  his  care 
Improve  his  groiring  stock,  their  kinds  might  fail, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  feed, 
And  throagh  the  deserts  range,  shivering,  fiirlom. 
Quite  destitute  of  every  solace  dear, 
And  every  smiling  gaiety  of  life. 

The  pmdent  huntsman  therefore  will  supply 
With  annual  large  recruits  his  broken  pack, 
And  propagate  their  lund.     As  from  the  root 
Vteth  scions  still  spring  forth  and  daily  yield 
Nev  blooming  honours  to  the  parent-tree. 
Far  shall  his  paok  be  fam'd,  far  sotight  his  breed. 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feast  those  hounds 
Bis  hand  presents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  Sun  through  the  bright  Ram  has  urg'd 
His  steepy  course,  or  mother  Farth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bosom  to  the  Western  gale ; 
When  feather'd  troops,  their  social  leagues  dissolved. 
Select  their  mates,  and  on  the  leafless  elm 
The  noisy  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  nest, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack. 
That  cnrl  their  taper  tails,  and  frisking  court 
Their  pyc^ld  mates  enamour'd ;  their  red  eyes 
Flash  fires  impure ;  nor  rest,  nor  food  they  take, 
G- jaded  by  furious  love.     In  seperate  cells 
Confine  them  now,  lest  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  thv  peacefiil  state.     If  left  at  large. 
The  growling  rivifls  in  dread  battle  join, 
And  rode  encounter ;  on  Scamander's  streams 
Heroes  of  old  with  &r  less  fury  fought 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame,  their  valonr's  prize. 
Mangled  and  torn  thy  favourite  hounds  shall  lie. 
Stretched  on  the  ground ;  thy  kennel  shall  appear 
A  field  of  blood :  like  some  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  oonfus'd,  while  Discord  shakes 
Her  bloody  sootirge  alofk,  fierce  parties  rage,  - 
fltaining  their  impious  hands  in  mutual  death. 
And  still  the  best  beloved,  and  bravest  fall : 
Snch  are  the  dire  efiects  of  lawless  love. 

Huntsman  !  these  ills  by  timely  prudent  care 
Pie^ieul :  for  every  longing  dame  select 
Some  happy  paramour ;  to  him  alone 
In  leagues  connubial  join.    Consider  well 
His  lineage;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old, 
Qiiefe  of  the  pack,  and  first  to  climb  the  rock. 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
Tl^itb  thorn  sharp-pointed,pIash*d,and  briarsinwoven, 
Observe  with  care  his  shape,  sort,  colour,  size. 
Nor  will  sagaekNis  huntsmen  less  regard 
His  inward  habits:  the  vain  babbler  shun. 
Ever  loquacions,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  foolish  ofispring  shall  ofiend  thy  ears 
With  false  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 
Kor  less  the  shifting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks 
lUusive  fnwn  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
DevHHis  he  strays,  there  every  muse  he  tries : 
If  haply  then  he  cross  the  steaming  scent. 
Away  he  flies  vain-glorious^  and  exults 
As  of  the  pack  supreme,  and  m  his  speed 
And  strength  unrivaird.     Lo  !  cast  far  behind 
His  vex'd  associates  pant,  and  labouring  strain 
To  climb  the  steep  ascent     Soon  as  tbcy  reach 
Th*  insulting  boaster,  his  false  courage  fails. 
Behind  he  lags,  doomed  to  the  fatal  xmosg^ 
His  master's  hate,  and  scorn  of  all  the  field. 
What  can  from  such  be  hf^'d,  but  a  base  brood 
Of  coward  curs,  a  fraatiQ,  vagrant  race  ? 


When  now  the  third  revolving  Moon  appears. 
With  sharpened  horns,  above  th*  horizon's  br'nk. 
Without  Lucina*s  aid,  expect  thy  hopes 
Are  amply  crown*d ;  short  pangs  produce  to  light 
The  smoking  litter ;  crawling  helpless,  blind. 
Nature  their  guide,  they  seek  the  pouting  teat 
That  plenteous  streams.     Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Has  fbrm*d  them  with  her  tongue,  with  Treasure  view 
The  marks  of  their  renowned  progenitors. 
Sure  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.     All  these 
Select  with  joy;  but  to  the  merciless  flood 
Expose  the  dwindling  refuse,  nor  overload 
Th'  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent. 
Unwilling  to  destroy,  a  nurse  provide. 
And  to  the  fb^^ter -parent  give  the  care 
Of  thy  superfluous  broody  she'll  cherish  kind 
The  alien  of^ring ;  pleased  thou  shalt  behold 
Her  tenderness,  and  hospitable  love. 

If  frolic  now  and  playful  they  desert 
Their  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf, 
With  nerves  injprov'd,  pursue  the  mimic  chase. 
Coursing  around ;  unto  the  choicest  friends 
Commit  thy  valued  pr'ze;  the  rustic  dames 
Shall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Receive  thy  growing  hopes,  with  many  a  kiss 
Caress,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  some  spreat  title,  and  resoimding  name 
Of  high  import.     But  cautious  here  obser^-e 
To  check  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
The  unexperienced  younker,  immature, 
Alone  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodging  conies  sport";  h's  nerves  unstrung. 
And  strength  unequal ;  the  laborious  chase 
Shall  stint  his  growth,  and  his  rash  forward  youth 
Contract  such  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  neveir  shall  reclaim. 

When  to  full  strength  arriv'd,  mature  and  bold. 
Conduct  them  to  the  field  ;  not  all  at  once. 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  shall  direct. 
Select  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
To  stricter  discipline.     With  these  consort 
The  stanch  and  steady  sages  of  thy  pack 
By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles. 
And  subtle  doublings  of  the  various  Chase. 
Easy  the  le.sson  of  the  youthful  train 
When  instinct  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  tx}  forward  j'onnker  at  the  head 
Press  boldly  on  in  wanton  sportive  mood. 
Correct  his  haste,  and  let  him  feel  abashed 
The  ruling  whip.     But  if  he  stoop  behind 
In  wary  modest  guise,  to  his  own  nose 
Confiding  sure ;  give  him  full  scope  to  work 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience,  and  his  care;  soon  shalt  thou  view 
The  hopofiil  pupil  leader  of  his  tribe. 
And  all  the  listening  pack  attend  his  call. 

Ofl  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins  play. 
And  bleating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  observe 
Their  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bny  presumptuous,  or  with  eager  haste 
Pursue  them  scatter^  o  er  the  venlant  plain 
In  the  foul  fact  attach'd,  to  the  strong  ram 
Tic  fast  the  rash  ofi*ender.     See  I  at  first 
His  hom'd  companion,  fearful  and  amaz'd, 
Shall  dmg  him  trembling  o'er  the  nicrg<-d  ground  j 
Tiiei>,  with  his  load  fatigii'd,  shall  turn  a-hcad, 
And  witl»  bis  curl'd  hard  front  incessant  peal 
The  ]3aiiting  wretch  ;  till,  breathless  and  astimnM, 
Stretch'd  on  the  turf  he  he*    Then  spare  not  thoii 
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The  tvioing  whip,  iMxt  ply  his  bleeding  sides 
lash  after  lash,  and  with  thy  threateniog  voice, 
Harsh  echoing  from  the  hills,  inculcate  load 
His  vile  offence.     Sooner  shall  trembling  doves 
Escaped  the  hawk's  sharp  talons,  in  mid  air,  . 
Assail  their  dangerous  fi»e,  than  he  once  more 
Disturb  the  peaceful  flocks.  .  In  tender  age 
Thus  youth  is  trained  $  as  curious  artists  bend 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Th^ir  soft  and  ductile  clay  to  various  shapes. 

Nor  is  't  enough  to  breed ;  but  to  preserve, 
Must  be  the  huntsman's  care.  .  The   stanch  old 

hounds, 
Guides  of  thy  pack,  though  bat  in  number  few, 
Are  yet  of  great  account  j  shall  oft  untie 
The  Qordian  knot,  when  reastjn  at  a  stand 
Puzzling  is  lost,  and  all  thy  art  is  vain. 
0*er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  dry  plaster'd  roads 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  distain'd 
Sank  -scenting,  these  must  lead  the  dubious  way. 
As  party-chieife  in  senates  who  preside. 
With  pleaded  reason  and  with  well-tum'd  speech, 
Conduct  the  staring  multitude ;  so  these 
Direct  the  pack,  who  with'joint  cry  approve, 
And  loudly  boast  discoveries  not  their  own, 

Unnumber'd  accidents,  suod  various  ills, 
Attend  thy  pack,  bang  hovering  o'er  their  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  Death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  span;  few  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Ai^is  in  old  Homer's  song 
So  highly  honour'd :  kind,  sagacious  brute ! 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wisdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  master  from  thy  nicer  sense. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With  eager  eyes,  then  clos'd  those  eyes,  well  pleas'd. 

Of  lesser  ills  the  Muse  declines  to  sing, 
Nor  stoops  so  low ;  of  these  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.     But  O  !  what  care. 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madness,  the  worst 
Of  maladies  ?  Terrific  pest !  that  blasts 
The  huntsman's  hopes,  and  desolation  spreads 
Through  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  imrestrain'd. 
More  fatal  than  th'  envenom'd  viper's  bite; 
Or  that  Apulian  spider's  poisonous  sting, 
Heal'd  by  the  pleasing  antidote  of  sounds. 

When  Sinus  reigns,  and  the  Sun's  parching  beams 
Bake  the  dry  gaping  surface,  visit  thou 
Each  ev'n  and  morn,  with  quick  observant  eye. 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  sullen  mood, 
The  glouting  hound  refuse  his  wonted  meal. 
Retiring  to  some  close,  obscure  retreat, 
Gloomy,  disconsolate:  with  speed  remove 
The- poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  strong  ctiains 
Bind  him  suspected.    Thus  that  dire  disease 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wise  caution  may  prevent 

But,  this  neglected,  soon  expect  a  change, 
A  dismal  change,  confusion,  frenzy,  death. 
Or  in  some  dark  recess  the  senseless  brute 
S.i3  sadly  pining;  deep  melancholy. 
And  black  despair,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering;  from  his  half  opening  jaws 
llie  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  froth. 
Distilling  fall;  and  from  his  lungs  inflam'd. 
Malignant  vapours  taint  the  ambient  air, 
Breathing  perdition :  his  dim  eyes  are  glazM, 
He  droops  his  pensive  head,  his  trembling  limbs 
No  more  support  his  weight;  at^ect  he  lies, 
pumb,  spiritless,  benumb'd ;  till  Death  at  last 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 


Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  scene  $  his  glaring  eyes 
RcKlden  with  fiiry,  like  some  angry  boar 
Churning  he  foams ;  and  on  his  back  erect 
His  pointed  bristles  rise  ;  his  tail  incurv'd 
He  drops,  and  with  hanh  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poison-tainted  air ;  with  rough  hoarte  voice 
Incessant  bays,  and  snuffs  the  ii^ectious  breezei 
This  way  and  that  he  stares  aghast,  and  starts, 
At  his  own  shade :  jealous,  as  if  be  dcem'd 
The  worid  his  foes.     If  haply  towards  the  sfareani 
He  cast  his  roving  eye,  cold  horrour  chills 
His  soul ;  averse  he  flies,  trembling,  appaU'd. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmost  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  destruction  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverse ;  for  whate'er  he  meeta 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  now  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  eeeap'd 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breease ;  nor  man,  nor  beast. 
He  spares  implacable.    The  hunter-horse. 
Once  kind  associate  of  his  sylvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  listening  hears  with  jof 
The  cheering  cry,  that  mom  and  eve  salutes 
His  raptur'd  sense)  a  wretched  victim  fells. 
Unh^py  quadruped  !  no  more,  alas ! 
Shall  thy  fond  master  with  his  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentleness,  thy  speed ;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  soft  dappled  sides,  as  he  eaoh  day 
Visits  thy  stall,  well  pleas'd ;  no  more  shalt  thon 
With  sprightly  neighings,  to  the  finding  horn. 
And  the  loud  opening  pack  in  ooncert  join'd. 
Glad  his  proud  heart     For  oh !  the  secret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  haste 
Baleful  he  bends  his  course :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd ;  ttie  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  close  the  trembling  babe;  the  doors  are  barr'd, 
And  flying  curs,  by  native  instinct  taught. 
Shun  the  contagious  bane ;  the  rustic  bands 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  seize 
Whate'er  at  hand  they  find ;  clubs,  forks,  or  guitf^ 
From  every  quarter  charge  the  furious  fbe. 
In  wild  disorder,  and  uncouth  array : 
Till,  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  oppress'd  and  gor'd. 
At  one  short  poisonous  gasp  he  breathes  his  last 

Hence  to  the  kennel.  Muse,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hospital  of  woe ; 
Where  Horrour  stalks  at  large  !  insatiate  Death 
Sits  groA^iing  o'er  his  prey:  each  hour  presents 
A  diflerent  scene  of  ruin  and  distress. 
How  busy  art  thou,  Fate  !  and  how  severe 
Thy  pointed  wrath !  the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promiscuous  lie;  o'er  these  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broil ;  not  conscious  why 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards,  in  their  copt} 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  seiueleai  sqnsbbfe 
reigns. 

Huntsman !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avokl 
The  perilous  debate !  Ah !  itiuae  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  groaad 
With  careful  step.     Thy  fires  nnquench'd  preserre, 
As  erst  tlic  vestal  flames ;  the  pointed  steel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide ;  and  if  surpriz'd 
Thou  feolst  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  sore,  and  cauterize 
The  wound ;  spare  nut  th3f  flesh,  nor  dread  th'  eml: 
Vulcan  shali  save  when  Aculapios  &iJs. 
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Ban  ^mmU  the  knmmif  Mute  reooonk  the  meuis 
To  stop  this  groviog  plagne.    And  here,  alas ! 
Each  hand  prttieiils  a  sovereign  cure,  and  boeste 
Inullibitity,  but  boasts  in  vain. 
On  this  d^>end,  each  to  his  separate  seat 
Cuofine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  his  men 
Aiurt,  his  ranj^e  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deadly  sy  inptoms  to  thy  grief  appear, 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  €sdl, 
A  generooa  victim  for  the  public  weal. 

SiDjT,  phikMophic  Muse,  the  dire  effects 
Of  this  oootagious  bite  on  hapless  man. 
The  rustic  swains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
Of  leeches  old,  as  soon  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  impress'd,  to  the  sea  coasts  repair. 
Piung*d  in  the  briny  flood,  th*  unhappy  youth 
Now  journeys  home  secure;  hot  soon  shall  wish 
The  seas  as  3ret  had  oover'd  him  beneath 
The  foaming  surge,  full  many  a  lathom  deep. 
A  fue  more  dismal,  and  superior  ills 
Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  Moon, 
Qo&iQg  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
To  glad  the  night ;  or  when  full-oih'd  she  shines 
High  in  the  vault  of  Heaven ;  the  lurking  pest 
Becins  the  dire  assault    The  poisonous  foam 
Throngfa  the  deep  wound  instilPd  with  hostile  rage, 
And  ail  its  fiery  particles  saline, 
loTBdes  th*  arterial  fluid :  whose  red  waves 
Tempestuous  heave,  and,  their  cohesion  broke. 
Fermenting  boil ;  intestine  war  ensuft. 
And  ocder  to  concision  tnms  embroiPd. 
Kow  the  distended  vessels  scarce  contahn 
The  wild  nproar,  but  press  each  weaker  part 
Unable  to  resist:  the  tender  brain 
And  stomach  suffer  most;  convulsions  shake 
His  trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pungent  pains 
Pinch  sore  the  sleepless  wretch ;  his  fluttering  pulse 
Oa  intermits ;  pensive,  and  sad,  he  mourns 
His  crael  fiite,  and  to  bis  weephup  friends 
Laments  in  vain ;  to  hasty  anger  prone. 
Resents  each  slight  oAenoe,  walks  with  quick  step, 
And  wildly  stares ;  at  last  with  boundless  sway 
The  tyrant  frenzy  reigns :  for  as  the  dog 
(Whose  fatal  bite  conveyed  th*  infectious  bane) 
Having  he  foams,  and  howls,  and  barks,  and  bites, 
like  agitations  in  his  boiling  blood 
Present  like  qiecies  to  his  troubled  mind ; 
His  nature  and  his  actions  all  canine. 
So  (as  okl  Homer  sung)  th'  associates  wild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms 
To  swme  transfbrm'd,  ran  grunting  thro*  the  groves. 
Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world  ! 
See  there  distressed  he  lies  !  parc'h'd  up  with  thirst. 
Bat  dares  not  drink.    Till  now  at  last  his  soul 
Trembling  escapes,  her  noisome  dungeon  leaves, 
And  to  some  purer  region  wings  away.  * 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celestial  Maid  \ 
Anottier  element  demands  thy  song. 
No  more  o*er  craggy  steep,  through  coverts  thick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  briers  intricate, 
t*rge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pack : 
Bat  skim  with  wanton  wing  the  irriguous  vale, 
Where  winding  streams  amid  the  flowery  meads 
Perpetual  glide  along ;  and  undermine 
Thecavem'd  banks,  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arch'd ;  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  scaly  kind;  where  they  at  will 
On  the  green  watery  reed  their  pasture  graze. 
Suck  the  moist  soil,  or  slumber  at  tilieir  ease. 


Rock'd  by  the  resQess  brocfk,  that  dmwi  aslopa 
Its  humid  train,  and  laves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  rages  not  Oppression  ?  Where,  alas  1 
Is  Innocence  secure  \  Rapine  and  Spoil 
Haunt  ev'n  the  lowest  deeps ;  seas  have  their  shafkSy 
Rivers  and  ponds  enclose  the  ravenous  pike; 
He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey ;  on  him 
Th*  amphibious  otter  feasts.    Just  is  his  fitte 
Deserved :  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds ;  nor  spean 
That  bristle  on  his  back,  defend  the  perch 
From  his  wide  greedy  jaws ;  nor  bumish'd  mail 
The  yellow  carp ;  nor  all  his  arts  can  save 
Th'  insinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 
Beneath  the  sUmy  mud ;  nor  yet  escapes 
The  crimson-spotted  trout,  the  river's  pride, 
And  b^oty  of  the  stream.     Without  remorse. 
This  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around. 
Insatiate  swallows  alL     The  owner  mounis 
Th'  unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gladly  hears 
The  huntsman's  early  call,  and  sees  with  joy 
The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 
In  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 

The  subtle  spoiler,  of  the  beaver  kind. 
Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  shade 
The  deep  still  pool,  within  some  hollow  trunk  ^ 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch :  whence  he  surveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  stream,  and  ail 
The  finny  shoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youths. 
Dispute  the  felon's  claim ;  try  every  root. 
And  every  reedy  bank ;  encourage  all 
The  busy  spreading  pack,  that  fearless  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  cross  tiie  rapid  stream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  resounding  diore. 
Proclaim  your  bold  defiance ;  loudly  raise 
Each  cheering  voice,  till  distant  hills  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.    On  the  soft  sand 
See  there  his  seal  impressed !  and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  spoils,  half  eaten  6sh, 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  hb  feast. 
Ah  !  on  that  yielding  sag-bed,  see,  once  more 
His  seal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  rushy  marsh 
The  sly  goose-footed  prowler  bends  his  course. 
And  seeks  the  distant  shallows.     HuntsnCian,  bring 
Thy  eager  pack,  and  trail  him  to  his  conch. 
Hark  !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy. 
The  gallant  chidinsr,  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  these  fl<x)ds  preside. 
Raise  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave. 
And  hear  our  melody.    Th'  harmonious  notes 
Float  with  the  stream ;  and  every  winding  creek 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o*er  the  dimpling  flo<xt 
Nods  pendant,  still  improve  from  shore  to  shore 
Our  sweet  reiterated  joys.     What  shouts  !    [sounds 
What  clamour   loud!    What  gay  heart-cheering 
Urge  through  the  breathing  brass  their  mazy  way ! 
Nor  quills  of  Tritons  glad  with  sprightlier  strains 
The  dancing  billows,  when  proud  Neptune  rides 
In  triumph  o'er  the  deep.    How  greedily 
They  suufl'the  fi'shy  steam,  thattu  each  blade 
Raidc-scenting  clin'rs  !  Sih»  !  how  the  morning  dews 
They  swenp,  that  from  tht-ir  feet  besprinkling  drop 
Dispers'd,  and  leave  a  tnirk  oblique  behind. 
Nowpn  firm  land  they  range;  then  in  the  flood 
They  pluns^p  tuuiultiious;  or  through  reedy  pools 
Rustling  tliey  work  their  way :  no  hole  escapes 
Their  cnriou'<  seirch.     ^\W\  quick  sensation  now 
Tlie  fiimin.^f  vaj»ur  stin;;;^ ;  flutter  their  hearts, 
And  joy  rtMloubled  bursts  from  every  mouth 
la  loader  symphonies.     Yon  hollow  trunk, 
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That  with  its  hoary  head  incurv'd  salates 

The  paamng  wave,  most  be  the  tyrant's  fort. 

And  dread  abode.     How  these  impatient  climb. 

While  others  at  the  root  incessant  bay  ! 

They  put  him  down.    See,  there  he  drives  along ! 

Th'  ascending  bubbles  mark  his  igloomy  way. 

Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 

Into  the  sheltering  deeps.     Ah !  there  he  vents  ! 

The  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  protended  spears 

Menace  destruction :  while  the  troubled  surge 

Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  scaly  kind, 

Afinghted,  hide  their  heads.     Wild  tumult  reigns, 

And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  more  he  vents  ! 

See,  that  bold  hound  has  seiz'd  him  !  down  they  sink 

Together  lost :  but  soon  shall  he  repent 

His  rash  assault.     See,  there  escap'd,  he  flies 

Half-drown*d,  and  clambers  up  the  slippery  bank 

With  ouze  and  blood  distain'd.     Of  ail  the  brutes. 

Whether  by  Nature  form'd,  or  by  long  use. 

This  artfiil  ditcr  best  can  bear  the  want 

Of  vital  air.     Unequal  is  the  fight. 

Beneath  the  whelming  element.     Yet  there 

He  lives  not  long  ;  but  respiration  needs 

At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents  ; 

Again  the  crowd  attack.     That  spear  has  pierc'd 

His  neck ;  the  crimson  waves  confMS  the  wound. 

Fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcmne  guest. 

Where'er  he  flies  -,  with  him  it  sinks  beneath, 

With  him  it  mounts  ;  sure  guide  to  every  foe. 

Inly  he  groans;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 

Bear  t^  cold  stream.     Lo  !  to  yon  sedgy  bank 

He  x:reeps  disconsolate :  his  numerous  foes 

Surround  him,  hounds,  and  men.   Pierc*d  tfaro'  and 

thro'. 
On  pointed  spears  they  lift  him  high  in  air  ; 
Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vun  : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gayly-warbling  strains. 
Proclaim  the  felon's  fate ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  ye  scaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  sign  of  liberty 
Restor'd  ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Kejoice  s^ure  and  bless'd  ;  did  not  as  yet 
Remain,  some  of  your  own  rapacious  kind ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy  !  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state. 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields;  whom  Nature  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smiles,  and  every  element 
Conspires  to  bless.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
From  marble  pedestals  ;  nor  Raphael's  works. 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tints,  adorn  our  walls  ?  - 
Yet  these  the  meanest  of  us  may  behold  j 
And  at  another's  cost  may  feast  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes  ;  what  can  the  owner  more  ? 
But  vain,  alas  !  is  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power. 
The  fltiwery  landscape,  and  the  gildod  dome. 
And  vistas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye. 


Through  all  his  wide  domain ;  the  planted  grof«. 
The  sbmbby  wildeniess,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  soft  repose 
111'  ambitious  wretch,  whose  discontented  soul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night  "^  Jie  mourns,  he  pines. 
Until  his  prince's  fa.vouT  makes  him  great. 
See,  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle  's  ibrm'd,  and  all  his  fawning  slaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  fitHn  every  mouth 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises,  that  die  as  soon  as  bom. 
Vile  intercourse  !  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch  ;  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  otitcast,  undone. 
The  pageant  of  a  day  ;  without  one  friend 
To  soothe  his  torturM  mind  ;  all,  all  are  fled. 
For,  though  they  bask'd  in  his  meridian  ray, 
The  insects  vanish,  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  such  our  friends  f  for  here  no  dark  design. 
No  wicked  interest,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
But  inclination  to  our  botom  leads. 
And  weds  them  there  for  life  ;  our  social  cups 
Smile,  as  we  smile ;  open,  and  unreserv'd, 
We  speak  our  inmost  souls  ;  good-humonr,  mirth, 
Soft  complaisance,  and  wit  from  malice  free. 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happiness  sincere  !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  slippery  pavements  of  the  great. 
Who  thus  cotrtd  reign,  unenvy'd  and  secure  ? 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  msJve  mankind  your  care, 
Give  me  to  know  wise  Nature's  hidden  depths 
Trace  each  mysterous  cause,  with  judgment  read 
Th'  expanded  volume,  and  submiss  adore 
lliat  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 
Spoke  forth  the  wondrous  scene.     But  if  my  (Oul 
To  this  gross  clay  confin'd  flutters  on  Earth 
With  less  ambitious  wing  ;  unskilled  to  range 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way ; 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grand  machine, 
Worlds  above  worlds ;  subservient  to  his  voice, 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  majesty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  system  move, 
And  changeful  seasons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchang'd,  himself:  yet  this  at  hast 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  life. 
Calm  and  serene,  nor  lost  in  false  pursuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours  ;  but  enough  to  raise 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modest  Want 
That  dares  not  a»?k.     j\nd  if,  to  crown  my  jo)**, 
Ye  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  checks. 
Blooms  in  my  life's  decline;    fields,  woods,  and 

streams, 
Fach  towering  hill,  each  humble  vale  below, 
Shall  hear  my  cbearing  voice,  my  hounds  shall  wake 
The  lazy  Morn,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 
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A  BURLESQUE  POEM. 


IN  BLANK  VERSE. 


Nee  sum  animi  dubras,  yerbis  ea  vincere  psagnum 
Qakm  sit,  et  ani^ustis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem. 
Sed  me  Parnaau  deseita  per  ardua  dnlcis 
RapCat  Amor     Juvat  ire  jugis,  qu&  nulla  prioram 
^^f^lium  molU  dirertitttr  oibita  clivo. 

Virg.  Geofg.  lib.  i 


TO 

MR.  HOGARTH. 


Permit  me,  sir,  to  make  choice  of  you  for  my  patron,  being  the  greatest 
master  in  the  burlesque  way.  In  this  indeed  you  have  some  advanti^e  of 
yoor  poetical  brethren,  that  you  paint  to  the  eye ;  yet  remember,  sir,  that 
we  give  speech  and  motion,  and  a  greater  variety  to  our  figures.  Your 
province  is  the  town  ;  leave  me  a  small  outride  in  the  country,  and  I  shall 
be  content.  In  this,  at  least,  let  us  both  agree,  to  make  vice  and  folly  the 
object  of  our  ridicule ;  and  we  cannot  fail  to  be  of  some  service  to  man- 
kind.   I  am, 

sir, 

your  admirer,  and 

most  humble  servant, 

W.S- 
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VrOTHING  is  more  common  than  for  us  poor  bards,  when  we  have  a^qmred  a  little  reputatkm,  to 
^  print  ourselves  into  disgrace.  We  climb  the  Aonian  mount  with  difficulty  and  toil ;  we  recdre 
the  bays  for  which  we  languishedi  till,  grasping  still  at  more,  we  lose  our  hold,  and  foil  at  once  to  the 
bottom. 

The  author  of  this  piece  would  not  thus  h&felo  de  te,  nor  would  he  be  murdered  by  persons  m- 
known.  But  as  he  is  satisfied,  that  there  are  many  imperfect  copies  of  this  trifle  dispersed  abroad,  aad 
as  he  is  credibly  informed,  that  he  shall  soon  be  exposed  to  view  in  such  an  attitude,  as  he  would  not 
care  to  appear  in ;  he  thinks  it  most  prudent  in  this  desperate  case  to  throw  himself  on  the  mercy  of  the 
public,  and  offer  this  whimsical  work  a  voluntary  sacrifice,  in  hope  that  he  stands  a  better  chance  for 
their  indulgence,  now  it  has  received  his  last  hand,  than  when  caitailed  and  mangled  by  others. 

The  poets  of  almost  all  nations  have  celebrated  the  games  of  their  aeveral  countries.  Homer  began, 
and  all  the  mimic  tribe  followed  the  example  of  that  great  lather  of  poatiy.  Even  our  own  MiHoo, 
who  laid  his  scene  beyond  the  limits  of  this  sublunary  worid,  has  found  rooaa  for  descriptions  of  this  sort, 
and  has  performed  it  in  a  more  sublime  manner  than  any  who  went  hoBote  hinu  His,  indeed,  are 
sports ;  but  they  are  the  sports  of  angels.  This  gentleman  has  endeavoured  to  do  jnstke  to  hb 
countrymen,  the  British  freeholders,  who,  when  dressed  in  their  holiday  clothes,  are  by  no  meini 
persons  of  a  despicable  figure ;  but  eat  and  drink  as  plentifully,  and  fight  as  heartily,  as  the  greatest 
hero  in  the  lUad.  There  is  also  some  use  in  descriptions  of  this  nature,  since  nothing  gives  as  a 
clearer  idea  of  the  genius  of  a  nation,  than  their  sports  and  diversions.  If  we  see  people  dancing,  even 
in  wooden  shoes,  and  a  fiddle  always  at  their  heels,  we  are  soon  convmced  of  the  levity  and  volatile 
spirit  of  those  merry  slaves.  The  fomous  bull-feasts  are  an  evident  token  of  the  Quixotism  and  rooiaQtic 
taste  of  the  Spaniards.  And  a  country-wake  is  too  sad  an  image  of  the  infirmities  of  our  own  people : 
we  see  nothing  but  broken  heads,  bottles  flying  about,  tables  overturned^  outrageous  dmnkenneH, 
and  eternal  squabble. 

Thus  much  of  the  subject ;  it  may  not  be  improper  to  touch  a  little  upon  the  style.  One  of  the  greatest 
poets  and  most  candid  critics  of  this  age  has  informed  us,  that  there  are  two  sorts  of  burlesque.  Be  pleBsed 
to  take  it  in  his  own  words,  Spectator,  Numb.  242.  *'  Bujlesqne  (says  he)  is  of  two  kinds.  The  first 
represents  mean  persons  in  the  accoutrements  of  heroes ;  the  other,  great  persons  actmg  and  speak- 
lug  like  the  tmsest  among  the  people.  Don  Quixote  is  an  instance  of  the  first,  and  Lucian's  gods  of  the 
second.  It  is  a  dispute  among  the  critics,  whether  burlesque  runs  best  in  heroic^  like  the  DispeDsary; 
or  in  doggrel,  like  that  of  Hudibras.  I  think,  where  the  low  character  is  to  be  n*.ised,  the  heioic  is 
the  moat  proper  measure^  but  when  an  hero  is  to  be  pulled  down  and  degraded,  it  is  best  done  in 
doggrel."  Thus  for  Mr.  Addison.  If  therefore  the  fateroic  is  the  proper  measune  where  the  low  <:ha- 
jracter  is  to  be  raised,  Milton's  style  must  be  very  proper  in  the  subject  here  jtt«atQd  of;  becawe 
it  raises  the  low  character  more  than  is  possible  to  be  done  under  the  restraint  of  rhyme ;  and  the  li' 
dicule  chiefly  consists  in  raising  that  low  character.  I  beg  leave  to  refer  to  the  authority  of  Mr.  Smith, 
in  his  poem  upon  the  death  of  Mr.  John  Philips.  The  whole  passage  is  so  very  fine,  and  gives  so  dear 
9n  idea  of  hia  maoner  of  writing,  that  the  reader  will  not  think  his  labour  lost  in  running  it  over. 

But  here  it  may  be  objected^  that  this  manner  of  writing  contradicts  the  rule  in  Honoe : 
Versibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult. 
Monsieur  Boileau,  in  his  dissertation  upon  the  Joconde  of  de  la  Fontaine,  quotes  this  passage  in  Ho- 
race, and  obser\*e8.  Que  comme  il  n'y  a  rien  de  plus  froid,  que  de  oonter  uue  chose  grande  en  sti!e 
has,  aussi  n'y  a-t-il  de  plus  ridicule,  que  de  raconter  nne  histoire  comique  <et  absuide  en  termes  graves 
et  serieux.  But  then  he  justly  adds  this  exception  to  the  general  rule  in  Horace ;  k  moins  que  ce 
serieux  ne  soit  affects  -tout  expr^s  ponr  rendre  la  chose  encore  plus  burlesque.  If  the  observation 
of  tliat  celebrated  critic,  Monsieur  Dacier,  is  true,  Horace  himself,  in  the  same  Epistle  to  the  Pisos,  ami 
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Mi  hr  dflteDt  fitxn  the  rale  here  mentiooed^  his  aimed  to  improve  the  burlesque  by  the  help  of  the 
toMime,  in  hif  note  upon  this  verse : 

Bebemar  morti  nos  nostnqoe  j  wtfe  leoeptus 

Terr&  Neptunus^— 
Aod  upon  the  five  followiiig  verses  has  this  general  remark:  Toutes  ces  expressions  nobles  qu*  Horace 
tntastt  daw  oes  six  vers  servent  a  rendre  plus  plaisante  cette  chute : 

Ke  dum  verborum  stet  hooos.— -— 
Gtr  rien  mt  eoatribae  taat  au  ridieuU  que  le  grand.  He  indeed  would  be  severe  upon  himself  alone, 
vho  dkould  censure  this  way  of  writing,  when  he  must  plainly  lee,  that  it  is  affected  on  purpose,  only 
to  ruse  the  ridicule,  and  give  the  reader  a  more  agreeable  eDtertainment.  Nothmg  can  imiHX>ve  a 
maty  tale  so  mnch,  as  its  being  delivered  with  a  grave  and  serious  air.  Our  paginations  are 
sgreesMy  surprised,  and  fond  of  a  pleasure  so  little  expected.  Whereas  he,  who  would  bespeak  our 
Uagfater  by  an  aflected  grimace  and  ridiculous  gestures,  most  play  his  part  very  well  indeed,  or  he  will 
bll  ihort  of  the  idea  he  has  raiaed.  It  is  true,  Virgil  was  very  sensible  that  it  was  diftcult  thus  to 
•leratea  low  and  mean  subject : 

Nee  sum  animi  dubius,  veibis  ea  vinoere  magnum 

Quam  sit,  et  angustis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem* 
Bat  tdls  OS  fivr  00  eneoungemeot  in  another  place. 

In  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  gloria,  si  qoem 

Numnna  bsvashrant,  anditque  vooatus  Apollo. 
Mr.  Addison  is  of  the  same  opinion,  and  adds,  that  the  difficulty  is  very  much  increased  by  writing  m 
bbnk  verse.  "  The  English  and  French  (says  he)  who  always  use  the  same  words  in  verse  as  in  oidi- 
nsry  convenatlMi,  are  Ibroed  to  raise  their  language  with  metaphors  and  figures,  or  by  the  pompousnes 
of  the  whole  phrase  to  wear  off  any  fittleness,  that  appears  in  the  particular  parts  that  compose  it. 
This  makes  our  blank  verse,  where  there  is  no  rhyme  to  support  the  expression,  extremely  difficult 
to  SQch  as  are  not  masters  of  the  tongue;  especially  when  they  write  upon  hw  subjects."  Remarks 
upon  Italy,  p.  99.  But  there  is  even  yet  a  greater  difficulty  behind :  the  writer  in  this  kind  of  bur- 
lesque must  not  only  keep  up  the  pomp  and  dignity  of  the  style,  but  an  artful  sneer  should  appear 
through  the  whole  work  ;  and  every  man  will  judge,  that  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  blend  together  the  hero 
aadthe  hariequin. 

If  any  person  should  want  a  key  to  this  poem,  his  curiosity  shall  be  gratified :  I  shall,  in  plain  words, 
teU  him,  "  It  is  a  satire  agahist  the  luxury,  the  pride,  the  wantonness,  and  quarrelsorfte  temper,  of 
the  nnddling  sort  of  people.*'  As  these  are  the  proper  and  genume  cause  of  that  bare-iaced  kna* 
teiy,  and  almost  universal  poverty,  which  reign  without  control  in  every  place ;  and  as  to  those 
we  owe  our  many  bankrupt  farmers,  our  trade  decayed,  and  lands  uncultivated ;  the  author  has 
Rsson  to  hope,  that  no  honest  man,  who  loves  his  country,  will  think  this  short  reproof  out  of  season : 
for,  perhaps,  this  merry  way  of  bantering  men  into  virtue  may  have  a  better  effect  than  the  most  seri- 
•OS  admowtMns ;  since  many,  who  are  proud  to  be  thought  immoral,  are  not  very  fond  of  being 
ridiculoasL 
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CANTO  L 


THB   AR6UMBNT. 


Proposition.     Invocation  addressed  to  Mr.   John 
Phillips,  a^thor  of  the  Cider  Poem  and  Splendid 
Shilling,     Description  of  the  Vale  of  Evesham. 
The  seat  of  HobUnol ;  Hobbinol  a  great  man  in 
his  village,  seated  in  his  wicker  smoking  his  pipe, 
has  one  only  son.     Young  Hobbinol *8  education, 
bred  up  with  Ganderetta  his  near  relation.  Young 
Hobbinol  and  Ganderetta  chosen  king  and  queen 
of  May.     Her  dress  and  attendants.     The  May- 
games.     Twangdillo  the  fiddler,  his   character. 
The  dancing.     Ganderetta*8  extraordinary  per- 
fimnance.    Bagpipes  good  music  in  the  Highlands. 
Milonides,  master  of  the  ring,  disciplines  the 
mob ;  proclaims  the  several  prizes.     His  speech. 
Pastorel  takes  up  the  belt     His  character,  his 
heroic  figure,  his  confidence.     Hobbinol,  by  per- 
mission of  Ganderetta,   accepts   the   challenge, 
vaults  into  the  ring.     His  honourable  behaviour, 
escapes  a  scowering.     Ganderetta's  agony.     Pas^ 
torel  foiled.     Ganderetta  not  a  little  pleased. 

What  old  Menalces  at  his  feast  reveaPd 
I  sing,  strange  feats  of  ancient  prowess,  deeds, 
Of  high  renown,  while  all  his  listening  guests 
With  eager  joy  receiv'd  the  pleasing  tale. 

O  thou  '  !  who  late  on  Vaga*s  flowery  banks 
Slumbering  secure,  with  Stirom  '  well  bedewM, 
Fallacious  cask,  in  sacred  dreams  were  taught 
By  antient  seers,  and  Merlin  prophet  old, 
To  raise  ignoble  themes  with  strains  sublime. 
Be  thou  my  guide ;  while  I  thy  track  pursue 
With  wing  unequal,  through  the  wide  expanse 
Adventurous  range,  and  emulate  thy  flights. 

In  that  rich  vale  ^  where  with  Dobunian  *  fields 
Cbmavian  ^  borders  meet,  far  famM  of  old 
For  Montfort*s  «  hapless  fate,  undaunted  earl ; 
Where  <fTom  her  fruitful  urn  Avona  pours 
Her  kindly  torrent  on  the  thirsty  glebe. 
And  pillages  the  hills  t'enrich  the  plains ; 
On  whose  luxuriant  banks  flowers  of  all  hues 
Start  up  spontaneous ;  and  the  teeming  soil 
With  hasty  shoots  prevents  its  owner's  prayer: 
The  pamper'd  wanton  steer,  of  the  sharp  axe 
Regardless,  that  o'er  his  devoted  head 
Hangs  menacing,  crops  his  del  cious  bane, 
Nor  knows  the  price  is  life ;  with  envious  eye 
His  labouring  yoke-fellow  beholds  his  plight. 
And  deems  him  blest,  while  on  his  languid  neck 
In  solemn  sloth  he  tugs  the  lingering  plough. 
So  blind  are  mortals,  of  each  other's  state 
Mis-judging,  self-deceiv'd.    Here,  as  supreme, 
Stem  Hobbinol  in  rural  plenty  reigns 
O'er  wide-extended  fields,  his  lai^e  domain. 

1  Mr.  John  Philips.  «  Strong  Herefordshire  cider. 
9  Vale  of  Evesham.        *  Gloucestershire. 

*  Worcestershire.  [ham. 

•  Simon  de  Montfort,  killed  at  the  battle  of  Eves- 


Th'  obsequious  rillagen,  with  looks  sobmitf 
Observant  of  his  eye,  or  when  with  seed 
T  impregnate  Earth's  fet  womb,  or  when  to  bring 
With  clamorous  joy  the  bearded  harvest  home. 

Here,  when  the  distant  Sun  lengthens  the  nightly 
When  the  keen  frosts  the  shivering  farmer  warn 
To  broach  his  mellow  cask,  and  frequent  blasts 
Instruct  the  crackling  billets  how  to  blaze. 
In  his  warm  wicker-chair,  whose  pliant  twigi 
In  close  embraces  join'd,  with  spacious  arch 
Vault  his  thick-woven  roof,  the  bloated  churl 
Loiters  m  state,  each  arm  reclin'd  is  prop'd 
With  yielding  pillows  of  the  softest  down. 
In  mind  composed,  from  short  coeval  tube 
He  sucks  the  vapours  bland,  thick  cnrling  doiada 
Of  smoke  around  his  reeking  temples  play  j 
Joyous  he  sits,  and,  impotent  of  thought, 
Puflfs  away  care  and  sorrow  from  his  heart. 
How  vain  the  pomp  of  kings !  Look  down,  ye  great. 
And  view  with  envious  eye  tlje  downy  nest. 
Where  soft  Repose,  and  calm  Contentment  dwell, 
Unbrib'd  by  wealth,  and  unrestrain'd  by  power. 

One  4on  alone  had  blest  his  bridal  bed. 
Whom  good  Calista  bore,  nor  long  surviv'd 
To  share  a  mother's  joy,  but  left  the  babe 
To  his  paternal  care.     An  orphan  niece 
Near  the  same  time  his  dying  brother  sent. 
To  claim  his  kind  support.    The  helpless  pair 
In  the  same  cradle  slept,  nurs'd  up  with  care 
By  the  same  tender  hand,  on  the  same  breasts 
Alternate  hung  with  joy ;  till  reason  dawn'd. 
And  a  new  light  broke  out  by  slow  degrees : 
Then  on  the  floor  the  pretty  wantons  play'd. 
Gladding  the  farmer's  heart  with  growing  hopes^ 
And  pleasures  erst  unfelt    Whene'er  with  carea 
Oppress'd,  when  wearied,  or  alone  he  doz'd. 
Their  harmless  prattle  sooth'd  his  troubled  souL 
Say,  Hobbinol,  what  extasies  of  joy 
Thrill'd  through  thy  veins,  when,  climbii^  for  a  kiss. 
With  little  palms  they  strok'd  thy  grizly  beard. 
Or  round  thy  wicker  whirPd  their  rattling  cars  ? 
Thus  from  their  earliest  days  bred  up,  and  train'd 
To  mutual  fondness,  with  their  stature  grew 
The  thriving  passion.     What  love  can  decay 
That  roots  so  deep  !  Now  ripening  manhood  curTd 
On  the  gay  stripling's  chin :  her  panting  breasts. 
And  trembling  blushes  glowmg  on  her  cheeks. 
Her  secret  wish  betray'd.    She  at  each  mart 
All  eyes  attracted  j  but  her  faithful  shade. 
Young  Hobbinol,  ne'er  wander'd  from  her  side, 
A  frown  from  him  dash'd  every  rival's  hopes. 
For  he,  like  Peleus*  son,  was  prone  to  rage. 
Inexorable,  swift  hke  him  of  foot 
With  ease  could  overtake  his  dastard  foe, 
Norspar^dthesuppliantwretch.  AndnowapprtMich*d 
Those  merry  days,  when  all  the  nymphs  and  swains 
In  solemn  festivals  and  rural  sports, 
Pay  their  glad  homage  to  the  blooming  Spiring. 
Young  Hobbinol  by  joint  consent  is  rais'd 
T'  imperial  dignity,  and  in  his  hand 
Bright  Ganderetta  trippM  the  jovial  queen 
Of  Maia's  gaudy  month,  profuse  of  floweis. 
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Tram  each  eoftinelt'd  mead  th'  attendant  nymphs, 
Loaded  with  odorous  spoils,  from  these  select 
Each  flover  of  gorgeous  dye,  and  garlands  weave 
Of  paity-colour'd  sweets ;  each  busy  hand 
Adorns  the  jocund  queen :  in  her  loose  hair, 
Tfiat  to  the  winds  in  wanton  ringlets  plays. 
The  tufted  Cowslips  breathe  their  faint  perfumes. 
Oq  her  refulgent  brow,  as  crystal  clear, 
A5  Parian  maihle  smooth,  Narcissus  hangs 
His  droc^ng  head,  and  views  his  image  there. 
Unhappy  flower  !  Pansies  of  various  hue. 
Iris,  ukd  Hyacinth,  and  Asphodel, 
To  deck  the  nymph,  their  richest  liveries  wear, 
Ani  larish'd  all  their  pride.     Not  Flora's  self 
More  lovely  smiles,  when  to  the  dawning  year 
Her  opening  bosom  heavenly  fragrance  breathes. 
See  on  yon  verdant  lawn,  the  gathering  crowd 
Thickens  amain ;  the  buxom  nymphs  advance 
Ufaer'd  by  jolly  clowns  :  distinctions  cease, 
L»t  m  the  common  joy,  and  the  bold  slave 
leans  oo  his  wealthy  master,  unreprov'd : 
The  sick  no  pains  can  feel,  no  wants  the  poor. 
Round  his  fond  mother's  neck  the  smiling  babe 
Exulting  clings ;   hard  by,  decrepit  age, 
Prop  d  on  his  staflf,  with  anxious  thought  revolves 
His  pleasares  past,  and  casts  his  grave  remarks 
Among  the  heedless  throng.     The  vigorous  youth 
Strips  fur  the  combat,  hopeful  to  subdue 
The  fiur-ooe's  long  disdain,  by  valour  now 
Glad  to  convin<ie  her  coy  erroneous  heart. 
And  prove  his  merit  equal  to  her  charms.  ^ 
Soft  pity  pleads  his  cause ;  blushing  she  views 
Hit  brawny  limbs,  and  his  undaunted  eye, 
That  looks  a  proud  defiance  on  his  foes. 
Kesolv'd  and  obstinately  firm  he  stands ; 
Dsnger  nor  death  he  fears,  while  the  rich  prize 
U  victory  aod  kwe.     On  the  large  bough 
Of  a  thick-spreading  elm  Twangdillo  sits : 
Doe  leg  oo  Ister's  Innks  the  hardy  swain 
Left  undismayed,  Bellona's  lightning  scorch'd 
His  manly  visage,  but  in  pity  left 
One  eye  secure.     He  many  a  painful  bruise 
btrepid  felt,  and  many  a  gaping  wound, 
Fic  brown  Kate*s  sake,  and  for  his  country's  weal : 
Yet  still  the  merry  bard  without  regret 
Hean  his  own  ills,  and  with  his  sounding  shell. 
And  comic  phyz,  relieves  his  drooping  friends. 
Hark,  from  aloft  his  tortor'd  cat-gut  squeals, 
He  tickles  every  string,  to  every  note 
He  bends  his  pliant  neck,  his  single  eye 
Twinkles  with  joy,  his  active  stump  beats  time : 
Lrt  but  this  subtle  artist  softly  touch 
Tbe  trembling  chords,  the  fiiint  expiring  swain 
Trembles  no  less,  and  the  fond  yielding  maid 
Is  tseedled  mto  love.    See  with  what  pomp 
Tbe  gaudy  hands  advance  in  trim  array  ! 
Love  beats  in  every  vein,  from  every  eye 
I^tfts  his  contagious  flames.    They  frisk,  they  bound 
Nov  to  brisk  airs,  and  to  the  speaking  strings  : 
Attentive,  in  mid-way  the  sexes  meet ; 
JoTQus  their  adverse  fronts  they  close,  and  press 
To  strict  embrace,  as  resolute  to  force 
And  storm  a  passage  to  each  other's  heart. : 
Till  by  the  varying  notes  fbrewam'd.  back  they 
Itecoil  disparted  :  each  with  longing  eyes 
Pursues  his  mate  retiring,  till  again 
The  blended  sexes  mix;  then  hand  in  hand 
Fast  lock'd,  around  they  fly,  or  nimbly  wheel 
la  m$sm  intricate.    The  jocund  troop. 


Pleas'd  with  their  grateful  toil,  incessant  shake 
Their  uncouth  brawny  limbs,  and  knock  their  heels 
Sonorous ;  down  each  brow  the  trickling  balm 
In  torrents  flows,  exhaling  sweats  refresh 
The  gazing  crowd,  and  heavenly  fragrance  fills 
The  circuit  wide.     So  danc'd  in  days  of  yore. 
When  Orpheus  play'd  a  lesson  to  the  brutes. 
The  listening  savages ;  the  speckled  pard 
Dandled  the  kid,  and  with  the  bounding  roe 
The  lion  gambord.     But  what  heavenly  Muse 
With  equal  lays  shall  Ganderetta  sing. 
When,  goddess-like,  she  skims  the  verdant  plain, 
Gracefully  gliding  ?  Every  ravish'd  eye 
The  nymph  attracts,  and  every  heart  she  wounds. 
Tlie  most,  transported  Hobbinol !  Lo,  now, 
Now  to  thy  opening  arms  she  skuds  along. 
With  yielding  blushes  glowing  on  her  cheeks; 
And  eyes  that  sweetly  languish ;  but  too  soon. 
Too  soon,  alas  !  she  flies  thy  vain  embrace. 
But  flies  to  be  pursued ;  nimbly  she  trips. 
And  darts  a  glance  so  tender  as  she  turns. 
That,  with  new  hopes  reliev'd,  thy  joys  revive. 
Thy  stature^s  rais'd,  and  thou  art  more  than  man. 
Thy  stately  port,  and  more  majestic  air. 
And  every  sprightly  motion  speaks  thy  love. 

To  the  loud  bag-pipe's  solemn  voice  attend. 
Whose  rising  winds  proclaim  a  storm  is  nigh. 
Harmonious  blasts !  that  warm  the  frozen  blood 
Of  Caledonia's  sons  to  love  or  war. 
And  cheer  their  drooping  hearts,  robVd  of  theSun^ 
Enlivening  ray,  that  o'er  the  snowy  Alps 
Reluctant  peeps,  and  speeds  to  better  climes. 

Forthwith  in  hoary  majesty  appears 
One  of  gigantic  size,  but  visage  wan, 
Milonidcs  the  strong,  renown'd  of  old 
For  feats  of  arms,  but,  bending  now  with  years. 
His  trunk  unwieldy  from  the  verdant  turf 
He  rears  deliberate,  and  with  his  plant 
Of  toughest  virgin  oak  in  nsing  aids 
His  trembling  limbs;  his  bald  and  wrmkled  fWmt, 
Entrench'd  with  many  a  glorious  scar,  bespeaks 
Submissive  reverence.     He  with  countenance  grim 
Boasts  his  past  deeds,  and  with  redoubled  strokes 
Marshals  the  crowd,  and  forms  the  circle  wide. 
Stem  arbiter  !  like  some  huge  rock  he  stands. 
That  breaks  th'  incumbent  waves;  they  thronging 

'  press 
In  troops  confus'd,  and  rear  their  foaming  heads 
Each  above  each,  but  from  superior  force 
Shrinking  repell'd,  compose  of  stateliest  view 
A  liquid  tlieatre.     With  hands  uplift. 
And  voice  Stentorian,  he  proclaims  aloud 
Each  rural  prize,     "  To  him  whose  active  foot 
Foils  his  bold  foe,  and  rivets  him  to  earth. 
This  pair  of  gloves,  by  curious  virgin  hands 
Embroider»d,  seam'd  with  silk,  and  fring'd  with  gold. 
To  him,  who  best  the  stubborn  hilts  (an  wield. 
And  bloody  marks  of  his  displeasure  leave 
On  his  opponent's  head,  this  beaver  white. 
With  silver  edging  grac'd,  and  scariet  plume. 
Ye  taper  maidens !    whose  impetuous  speed 
Outflies  the  roe,  nor  bends  the  tender  grass. 
See  here  this  prize,  this  rich  lac'd  smock  behold. 
White  as  your  bosoms,  as  your  kisses  soft    [grace 
Blest  nym()h !  whom  bounteous  Heaven's  peculiar 
Allots  this  pompous  vest,  and  worthy  deems 
To  win  a  virgin,  and  to  wear  a  bride." 

The  gifls  refulgent  dazzle  all  the  crowd. 
In  speechless  admiration  flx'd,  unmov'd. 
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Ev'n  he  who  now  each  glorious  palm  displays, 
In  sullen  silence  views  his  battered  limbs. 
And  sighs  his  vigour  spent     Not  so  appallM 
Young  Pastorel,  for  active  strength  renown'd: 
Him  Ida  bore,  a  mountain  shepherdess ; 
On  the  bleak  woald  the  new-bom  infant  lay, 
Expos'd  to  winter  snows,  and  northern  blasts 
Severe.     As  heroes  old,  who  from  great  Jove 
Derive  their  proud  descent,  so  might  he  boast 
His  line  paternal :  but  be  thou,  my  Muse  ( 
Ko  leaky  blab,  nor  painful  umbrage  give 
To  wealthy  'squire,  or  doughty  knight,  or  peer 
Of  high  degree.  Him  every  shouting  ring 
In  trium|>h  crown'd,  him  every  champion  fear'd, 
From  Kiftsgate  i  to  remotest  Henbury  * . 
High  in  the  midst  the  brawny  wrestler  stands^ 
A  stately  towering  object ;  the  tough  belt 
Measures  his  ample  breast,  and  shades  around 
His  shoiildera  broad ;  proudly  secure  he  kens 
The  tempting  prize,  hi  his  presumptuous  thought 
Already  gain'd ;  with  partial  look  the  crowd 
Approve  his  claim.    But  Hobbinol,  enrag'd 
To  see  th'  important  gifts  so  cheaply  won. 
And  uncontested  honoura  tamely  lost, 
Willi  lowly  reverence  thus  accosts  his  queen. 
"  Pair  goddess !  be  propitious  to  my  vows; 
Smile  on  thy  slave,  nor  Henniles  himself 
Shall  rob  us  of  this  palm :  that  boaster  vain 
Far  other  port  shall  learn."     She,  with  a  look. 
That  pierc'd  liis  Inmost  soul,  smiling  applauds 
His  generous  ardour,  with  aspiring  hope 
Distends  his  breast,  and  stirs  tlie  man  within : 
Yet  much,  alas  1  she  fears,  for  much  she  loves. 
So  from  her  arms  the  Paphian  queen  dismissed 
The  warrior  god  on  glorious  slaughter  bent, 
Provok'd  his  rage,  and  with  her  eyes  inflam'd 
I]er  haughty  paramour.      Swift  as  the  winds 
IMspcl  the  fleeting  mists,  at  once  he  strips 
His  royal  robes;  and  with  a  finown  that  chilled 
T^e  blood  of  the  proud  youth,  active  he  hounds 
High  o*er  the  heads  of  multitudes  reclin'd : 
But,  as  beseem'd  one,  whose  plain  honest  heart, 
Nor  passion  foul,  nor  malice  dark  as  Hell, 
But  honour  pure,  and  k>ve  divii/e,  had  fir'd, 
His  hand  presenting,  on  his  sturdy  foe 
Bisdahifuliy  he  smiles;  then,  quick  as  thought. 
With  his  lefl-hand  the  belt,  and  with  his  right 
His  shoulder  seiz'd  fast  griping ;  his  right-foot 
Essay'd  the  champion's  strength :  but  firm  he  stood, 
KxM  as  a  mountain-ash,  and  in  his  turn 
Repaid  the  bold  affront ;  his  homy  fist 
Fast  on  his  back  he  clos'd,  and  shook  in  air 
The  cumberous  load.    Nor  rest,  nor  pause  allowM, 
Their  watchful  eyes  instract  their  bu^  feet ; 
They  pant,  they  heave ;  each  nerve,  each  sinew  *» 

stramM, 
Graspmg  they  close,  beneath  each  painful  gripe 
The  livid  tumours  rise,  in  briny  streams 
The  sweat  distils,  and  from  their  batter'd  shins 
The  clotted  gore  distains  the  beaten  ground. 
Each  swain  his  wish,  each  trembling  nymph  conce^s 
Her  secret  dread ;  while  ei-ery  panting  breast 
Alternate  fears  and  hopes  depress  or  raise. 
Thus  long  in  dubious  scale  the  contest  hung. 
Till  Pastorel,  impatient  of  delay , 
Collecting  all  his  force,  a  furious  tStroke 
At  his  left  ancle  aim'd ;  twas  death  to  fall. 

'  Two  hundreds  m  Gloctfrtosbxre. 


To  stand  impossible*    O  Oanderelta! 

What  horrours  seize  thy  soul !  on  thy  pale  cfaeefci 

The  roses  fade.     But  wavering  long  in  air. 

Nor  firm  on  foot,  nor  as  yet  wholly  fallen. 

On  his  right  knee  he  slip'd,  and  nimbly  'scap'd 

The  foul  disgrace.    Thus  on  the  slacken^  rope 

The  wmgy-footed  artist,  frail  support  1 

Stands  tottering ;  now  in  dreadful  shrieks  the  crowd 

Lament  his  suddeu  fate,  and  yield  him  lost : 

He  on  his  hams,  or  on  his  brawny  rump» 

Sliding  secure,  derides  their  vain  distress. 

Up  starts  the  vigorous  Hobbinol  undjsmay'd. 

From  mother  Farth  like  old  Antaeus  rais'd 

With  might  redoubled.    Clamour  and  applanse 

Shake  all  the  neighbouring  hills,  Avona's  banks 

Return  him  kmd  acclaim :  with  ardent  eyes^ 

Fierce  as  a  tiger  rushing  from  his  lair. 

He  grasp'd  the  wrist  of  his  insulting  fbe. 

Then  with  quick  wheel  oblique  his  shoulder  poidt 

Beneath  his  breast  he  fix*d,  and  whirt'd  aloft 

High  o'er  bis  head  the  sprawling  youth  he  flung: 

The  hollow  ground  rebellow'd  as  he  felL 

The  crowd  press  forward  with  tumultuous  din ; 

Those  to  relieve  their  faint  expiring  friend. 

With  gratnlations  these.  Hands,  tongues,  and  capi. 

Outrageous  joy  proclaim,  shrill  fiddles  squeak, 

HoarK  bag-pipes  roar,  and  Ganderetta  smiks. 


CANTO  IL 


THE  ABOUMENT. 


The  fray.  Tonsorio,  Colin,  Hildei^qrand,  Cbd^, 
CindarBSJ^  Talgol,  Avaro,  Cubbin,  ColUdd'o, 
Mundungo.  Sir  Rhadamanth  the  justice,  st^ 
tended  with  his  guards,  comes  to  queli  the  firsf. 
Rhadamanth*s  speech.  Tumult  appeas'd.  Gcir- 
gonius  the  butcher  takes  up  the  hilts ;  hb  chaise- 
ter.  The  Kifisgatians  ooosterastion ;  look  wist- 
fully on  Hobbinol:  his  qseech.  The  cudgel- 
playing:  Gorgontus  knock*d  down,  falls  upon 
Twangdillo;  hisdistrev;  his  lamentatioa  over  kii 
broken  fiddle. 

Long  while  an  universal  hubbub  loud. 
Deafening  each  ear,  had  drown'd  each  accent  mild ; 
Till  biting  taunts  and  harsh  opprobrious  words 
VHe  utterance  found.   How  weak  are  human  minds ! 
How  impotent  to  stem  the  swelling  ttde. 
And  without  insolence  enjoy  success ! 
The  vale-inhabitants,  proud,  and  elate 
With  victory,  know  no  restraint,  but  give 
A  loose  to  joy.    Their  champion  HofaSbmol 
Vaunting  they  raise,  above  that  earth-born  race 
Of  giants  old,  who,  piling  hills  on  hills, 
Pelion  on  Ossa,  with  rebellious  aim 
Made  war  on  Jove.    The  sturdy  mountameers, 
Who  saw  their  mightiest  fall'n,  and  in  his  fall 
Their  honours  past  impaired,  their  trophies,  woo 
By  their  proud  fathers,  who  with  scorn  look*d  down 
Upon  the  subject  Vale,  sullied,  despoil'd. 
And  levePd  with  the  dust,  no  longer  bear 
The  keen  reproach.    But  as  when  sudden  fire 
Seizes  the  ripenM  grain,  whose  bending  ears 
Invite  the  reaper's  hand,  the  furious  god 
In  sooty  triumph  dreadflil  rides,  upborn 
On  wings  of  wind,  that  with  destructive  breath 
Feed  the  fierce  flames;  from  ridge  to  ridge  he  bound* 
Wide-wasting,  and  penudous  ruin  apreids :      * 
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!^  thraoi^  Uie  eiowd  fhmi  breaftt  to  bMMt  swift 
The  propagated  ra|^;  loud  vollied  oaths, 
like  thunder  bunting  from  a  cloud,  gave  signs 
Of  vnth  awak'd.     Prompt  fury  soon  supplied 
With  arms  uncouth ;  and  tough  weU-season'd  plants, 
Weighty  with  lead  infused,  on  either  host 
Fall  thick,  and  heavy ;  stools  in  pieces  rent. 
And  chairs,  and  forms,  and  batter'd  bowls,  are  hurlM 
With  fell  intent ;  like  bombs  the  bottles  fly 
Bissing  in  air,  their  sharp-edg'd  fragments  drencb'd 
In  the  warm  spouting  gore;  heaps  driven  on  heaps 
Promiscuous  U^    Tonsorio  now  advanced 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle :  his  broad  front 
Beneath  his  shining  helm  secure,  as  erst 
Was  thine,  Mambrino,  stout  Iberian  knight ! 
I)e6ed  the  ratUing  storm,  that  on  his  head 
Fell  Rinocent    A  table's  rasrged  frame 
In  his  right-hAcd  he  bore,  Herculean  club ! 
Crowds,  push'd  on  crowds,  before  his  potent  arm, 
Fled  ignominious ;  havock,  and  dismay, 
Hung  on  their  rear.    Collin,  a  merry  swain. 
Blithe  as  the  soaring  lark,  as  sweet  the  strains 
Of  his  soft  warbling  lips,  that  whistling  cheer 
Hb  labouring  team,  they  toss  theirheads  wellpleas'd. 
In  gaudy  plumage  deck'd,  with  stem  disdain 
3ebeld  this  victor  proud ;  his  generous  soul 
Brook'd  not  the  foul  disgrace.    High  o'er  his  head 
His  ponderous  plough  -stoff  in  both  hands  he  rais'd ; 
£rect  be  stood,  and  stretching  every  nerve, 
M  from  a  fbroeful  engine,  down  it  fell 
Vpon  hb  bollow'd  helm,  that  yielding  sunk 
Beneath  the  blow,  and  with  its  sharpened  edge 
Sheared  both  his  ears,  they  on  his  shoulders  broad 
Hung  ragged.   Quick  as  thought,  the  vigorous  youth 
Shoitening  his  staff,  the  other  end  he  darts 
Into  his  gapmg'jawB.    Tonsorio  fled 
Sore  maim'd ;  with  pounded  teeth  and  clotted  gore 
fialf-clioakM,  he  fled ;  with  hkn  the  host  retired. 
Companions  of  his  shame ;  all  but  the  stout. 
And  erst  anoonquer'd  Milddnand,  bfttve  man ! 
Bold  champion  of  the  hills !  thy  weighty  blows 
Our  fiithers  felt  dismay'd ;  to  keep  thy  post 
Unmofr'd,  whikmi  thy  valour's  choice,  now  sad 
Keceasity  compels ;  decrepit  now 
With  age,  and  stiff  with  honourable  wounds. 
He  stands  uaterrify*d:  one  crutch  sustains 
His  frame  majestic,  th'  other  in  his  hand 
He  wields  tremendous ;  like  a  mountain  boar 
In  toib  endos'd  he  dares  his  circling  foes. 
They  shrink  aloof,  or  soon  with  shame  repent 
The  rash  assault;  the  nistic  heroes  fall 
In  heaps  around.    Cuddy,  a  dextrous  youth, 
When  force  was  vam,  on  fraudful  art  roly'd : 
Ooae  to  the  ground  low-cowering,  unperoeiv'd, 
Cantious  be  crept,  and  with  his  crooked  bill 
Cot  sheer  the  frail  support,  prop  of  his  age : 
Reelii^  a  while  he  stood,  and  menacM  fierce 
Th'  inridioua  swain,  reluctant  now  at  length 
Fell  prone,  and  ploughed  the  dust.    So  tiie  tall  oak, 
Old  moittrch  of  the  groves,  that  looy  had  stood 
The  shock  of  warring  winds  and  the  red  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove,  shorn  of  his  leafy  shade 
At  last»  and  inwardly  deck'd,  if  chance. 
The  cruel  woodman  spy  the  friendly  spur, 
Hii  only  bold ;  that  sever'd,  soon  he  nods. 
And  shakes  th'  encumber'd  mountain  as  he  falls. 

When  manly  valour  foil'd,  a  female  arm 
Xotof'd  the  fight.    Mmm  a4i«Q«^  booCh 

VOU  H. 


Black  Gndaraxa's  busy  hand  prepared 
The  smoaky  viands,  she  beheld,  abash'd. 
The  routed  host,  and  all  her  dastard  friends 
Far  scattered  o*er  the  plain ;  their  shairefiil  flight 
Grieved  her  proud  heart,  for,  hurried  with  the  stream, 
Evhi  Talgol  too  had  fled,  her  dariing  boy. 
A  flaming  brand  from  off  the  glowing  hearth 
The  greasy  heroine  snatchM ;  o'er  her  pale  foes 
71ie  threatening  meteor  shooe,  brandished  in  air. 
Or  round  their  heads  in  ruddy  circles  play'd. 
Across  the  prostrate  Hildebrand  she  strode. 
Dreadfully  bright:  the  multitude  appalPd 
Fled  different  ways,  their  beards,  their  hair  in  flamea* 
Imprudent  she  pursued,  till  on  the  brink 
Of  the  next  pool,  with  force  united  press'd, 
And  waving  round  with  huge  two-handed  sway, 
Her  blazing  arms,  into  the  muddy  lake 
The  bold  virago  fell.    Diro  was  the  fray 
Between  the  warring  elements;  of  old 
Thus  Mulciber,  and  Xanthus,  Dardan  stream. 
In  hideous  battle  join'd.    Just  sinking  now 
Into  the  boiling  deep,  with  suppliant  hands 
She  begg'd  for  life ;  black  ouse  and  filth  obscena 
Hung  in  her  matted  hair;  the  shouting  crowd 
Insult  her  woes,  and,  proud  of  their  success. 
The  dripping  Amazon  in  triumph  lead. 
Now,  like  a  gathering  storm,  the  rally'd  troops 
Bladcen'd  the  plain.   Young  Talgol  from  their  fron^ 
With  a  fond  lover^s  haste,  swift  as  the  hind. 
That,  by  the  huntsman*s  voice  alarmM,  had  fled« 
Panting  rotnrns,  and  seeks  the  gloomy  brake. 
Where  her  dear  fawn  lay  hid,  into  the  booth 
Impatient  rush'd.     But  when  the  fatal  tale 
He  heard,  the  dearest  treasure  of  his  soul 
Purloin*d,  his  Cindy  lost ;  stiffened  and  pale 
A  while  he  stood ;  his  kindling  ire  at  length 
Burst  forth  implacable,  and  injur*d  love 
Shot  lightning  from  his  eyes ;  a  spit  he  seized. 
Just  reeking  from  the  frit  surloin,  a  long. 
Unwieldy  spear ;  then  with  impetuous  rage 
Pressed  forward  on  th'  embattled  host,  that  shrunk 
At  his  approach.    The  rich  Avaro  first. 
His  fleshy  rump  bor'd  with  dishonest  wounds. 
Fled  bellowing:  nor  could  his  numerous  flocks. 
Nor  all  th'  aspiring  pyramids  that  grace    . 
His  yard  well-stor*d,  save  the  penurious  clown. 
Here  Cubbin  fell,  and  there  young  CoUakin, 
Nor  hb  fond  mother's  prayers  nor  ardent  vows 
Of  love-sick  maids  could  move  relentless  Fate. 
Where'er  he  rag'd,  with  his  fiir-beaming  lance 
He  thinn'd  their  ranks,  and  all  their  battle  swerv'd 
With  many  an  inroad  goar'd.    Then  cast  around 
His  fiirioos  eyes,  if  haply  he  might  flnd 
The  captive  fair ;  her  in  the  dust  he  spy'd 
Groveling,  disconsolate ;  those  locks,  that,  erst 
So  bright,  shone  Uke  the  polish'd  jet,  defil'd 
With  mire  impure;  thither  with  eager  haste 
He  ran,  he  flew.     But  when  the  wretched  maid 
Prostrate  he  viewM,  deformM  with  gaping  wounds 
And  weltering  In  her  blood,  Ims  trembling  hand 
Soon  dropp'd  the  dreaded  lance ;  on  her  pale  cheeks 
Ghastly  he  gazM,  nor  felt  the  pealing  storm. 
That  on  his  bare  defenceless  brow  fell  thick  • 
From  every  arm :  o'erpower'd  at  last,  down  «:unk 
His  drooping  head,  on  her  C9ld  breast  reclined. 
Hail,  faithful  pair  !  if  ought  my  verse  avail. 
Nor  Envy's  spite  nor  Time  sliall  e'er  efface 
The  records  of  your  laQie;  bliad  British  bards 
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In  ages  yet  to  come,  on  festal  days . 
Shall  chant  this  mournful  tale,while  listening  nymphs 
Lament  aruund,  and  ^ery  generous  heart 
With  active  valour  glows,  and  virtuous  love. 
How  blind  is  popular  fury  !  how  perverse. 
When  broils  intestine  rage,  and  force  controls 
Reason  and  law !  As  the  torn  vessel  sinks. 
Between  the  burst  of  adverse  waves  o'erwhelm'd  ; 
So  lares  it  with  the  neutral  head,  between 
Contending  parties  bruised,  incessant  pealed 
With  random  strokes  that  undisceming  fall;' 
Guiltless  be  suffers  most,  who  least  oflends. 
Mundungo,  from  the  bloody  field  retired. 
Close  in  a  corner  plied  the  peaceful  bowl ; 
Incurious  he,  and  thoughtless  of  events. 
Now  deem'd  himself  conceal'd,  wrapt  in  the  cloud 
That  issued  from  his  mouth,  and  the  thick  fogs 
That  hung  upon  his  brows ;  but  hostile  rage 
Inquisitive  found  out  the  nisty  swain. 
His  short  black  tube  down  his  furr'd  throat  impelPd, 
Staggering  he  reel'd,  and  witb  tenacious  gripe 
The  bulky  jorden,  that  before  him  stood, 
Scic'd  falling ;  that  its  liquid  freight  disgorgM 
Upon  the  prostrate  clown ;  floundering  he  lay 
Beneath  the  muddy  beverage  whelmM,  so  late 
His  prime  delight.     Thus  the  luxurious  wasp. 
Voracious  insect,  by  the  fragrant  dregs 
Allur'd,  and  m  the  viscous  nectar  plung'd. 
His  filmy  pennons  struggling  flaps  in  vain. 
Lost  in  a  flood  of  sweets.     Still  o*er  the  plain 
Fierce  onset,  and  tumultuous  battle  spread; 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rise,  incensed 
With  animated  rage,  while  nought  around 
Is  heard,  but  clamour,  shout,  and  female  cries. 
And  curses  mix'd  with  groans.     Discord  on  high 
Shook  her  infernal  scourge,  and  o'er  their  heads 
Screamed  with  malignant  joy;  whenlo!  between 
The  frarring  hosts  appear'd  sage  Rhadamanth, 
A  knight  of  high  renown.     Nor  Quixote  bold. 
Nor  Amadis  of  Gaul,  nor  Hudibras, 
Mirror  of  knighthood,  e'er  could  vie  with  thee. 
Great  sultan  of  the  vale !  thy  front  severe, 
As  humble  Indians  to  their  pagods  bow, 
Tlie  clowns  submiss  approach.    Themis  to  thee 
Commits  her  golden  balance,  where  she  weighs 
Th'  abandoned  orphan's  sighs,  the  widow's  tears  ; 
By  thee  gives  sure  redress,  comforts  the  heart 
Opprese'd  with  wrje,  and  rears  the  suppliant  knee. 
F^auch  bold  oficuder  hides  his  guilty  head. 
Astonished,  when  thy  delegated  arm 
Draws  her  vindictive  sword;  at  thy  command. 
Stem  minister  of  power  supreme  !  each  ward 
Sends  forth  her  brawny  myr^dons,  their  clubs 
Blazon'd  with  royal  arms ;  dispatchful  haste 
Sits  earnest  on  each  brow,  and  public  care. 
Encompassed  round  with  these  his  dreadful  guards. 
He  spurr'd  his  sober  steed,  grizzled  with  age, 
And  venerably  dull ;  his  stirmps  stretch'd 
Beneath  the  knightly  load;  one  hand  he  fix^d 
I'lKjn  his  sad(Uc-bow,  the  other  palm 
Before  him  spread,  like  sonic  grave  orator 
III  Athens,  or  free  Rome,  when  eloquence 
Subdued  mankind,  and  all  the  listeninj?  crowd 
Iliini?  by  their  ears  on  his  persuasive  tr>iigue. 
lie  tiius  the  jarring  multitude  addrcss'd.        [flower 
"  Neighbours,  and  friends,  and  countrymen,  the 
Of  Kiflsgate  !  ah  !  what  iiioaiis  this  impious  bruU  ? 
Is  then  the  haughty  Gaul  no  more  your  care  > 
Are  Laudeu':>  pluiuh  so  soon  fui-got,  that  thus 


Ye  spill  that  blood  ingkmons,  waste  tfaatrtrengCh, 
^liich,  well  employM,  once  more  might  have  com- 
The  stripling  Anjou  to  a  shameful  flight  ?       [peU'd 
Or,  by  your  great  fore&thers  taught,  have  fix'd 
The  British  standard  on  Lutetian  towers  ? 
O  sight  odious,  detestable !  O  times 
Degenerate,  of  ancient  honour  void  ! 
This  fact  so  foul,  sq  riotous,  insults 
All  law,  all  sovereign  power,  and  calls  alood 
For  vengeance ;  but,  my  friends !  too  well  ye  kno* 
How  slow  this  arm  to  punish,  and  how  bleeds 
This  heart,  when  forc'd  on  rigorous  extremes. 

0  countrymen  !  all,  all,  can  testify 
My  vigilance,  my  care  for  public  good. 

1  am  the  man,  who  by  your  own  ^ee  choice 
Select  from  all  the  tribes,  in  senates  mi'd 
Each  warm  debate,  and  emptied  all  my  stoies 
Of  ancient  science  in  my  country's  cause. 
Wise  Tacitus,  of  penetration  deep. 

Each  secret  spring  reveaVd ;  Thuanus  boki 
Breath'd  liberty,  and  all  the  mighty  dead, 
Rais'd  at  my  call,  the  British  rights  confinn'd; 
While  Musgrave,  How,  and  Seymour  sneer'd  in  vain. 
I  am  the  man,  who  finom  the  bench  esalt 
This  voice,  still  grateful  to  your  ears,  this  voice 
Which  breathes  for  you  akme.  Where  is  the  wretch 
Distress'd,  who  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  law 
Entangled,  and  in  subtle  prdblems  lost. 
Seeks  not  to  me  for  aid !  In  shoals  they  oome 
Neglected,  feeless  clients,  nor  return 
(Jnedify'd ;  scarce  greater  multitudes 
At  Delphi  sought  the  god,  to  learn  their  fiite 
From  his  dark  oracles.     I  am  the  n»n. 
Whose  watehfiil  providence  beyond  the  date 
Of  this  frail  life  extends,  to  future  times 
Beneficent ;  my  useful  schemes  shall  steer 
The  common-weal  in  ages  yet  to  come. 
Your  children's  children,  taught  by  me,  shall  keep 
Their  rights  inviolable :  and  as  Rome 
The  Sibyl's  sacred  books,  tbo*  wrote  on  leaves 
And  scatter'd  o'er  the  groond,  with  pious  awe 
Collected ;  so  jrour  sons  shall  glean  with  care 
My  hallow'd  firagments,  every  scrip  divine 
Consult  intent,  of  more  intrinsic  worth 
Than  half  a  Vatican.    Hear  me,  my  friends ! 
Hear  me,  my  countrymen  !  Oh  su^  not 
This  hoary  head,  employ*d  for  you  alone. 
To  sink  with  sorrow  to  the  grave."    He  spake. 
And  veil'd  his  bonnet  to  the  crowd.     As  when 
The  sovereign  of  the  floods  o'er  the  rough  deep 
His  awful  trident  shakes,  its  fury  falls. 
The  warring  billows  on  each  hand  retire. 
And  foam,  and  rage  no  more.    All  now  is  hush'^ 
The  multitude  appeas'd ;  a  chearfhl  dawn 
Smiles  on  the  fields,  the  waving  throng  subsides. 
And  the  loud  tempest  sinks,  becalm'd  in  peace. 
Gorgonius  now  with  hanghty  strides  advanc'd, 
A  gauntlet  seiz'd,  firm  on  his  guard  he  8to4d 
A  formkiabic  f  )e,  and  dealt  in  air  ^ 

His  empty  blows,  a  prelude  to  the  fight. 
Slaughter  his  trade ;  full  many*a  pampei'd  os 
Fell  by  his  fatal  hand,  the  bulky  beast 
Dragged  by  his  horns,  oft  at  one  deadly  Wow, 
His  iron  first  descending  crush'd  his  skull. 
And  left  him  spuming  on  the  bloody  floor. 
While  at  his  feet  the  guiltless  axe  was  laid. 
In  dubious  fight  of  late  one  eye  he  lost, 
Bor'd  fimn  its  orb,  and  the  next  glancing  stroke 
Bruis'd  sore  the  rising  arch,  and  bent  his  nose : 
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KalUess  lie  trramphM  on  the  well-fought  stage, 

HockJetan  hero !  Nor  was  more  defbrm'd 

The  Cyclops  Mind,  nor  of  more  monstrous  size. 

Nor  his  void  orb  more  dreadful  to  behold, 

Wt'qiin^  the  putrid  gore,  severe  revenge 

Of  subtle  Ithacus.     Terribly  gay 

In  bis  buff  doublet,  larded  o*er  with  (at 

Of  UaoghterM  brutes,  the  well-oil'd  champion  shone. 

Sternly  he  gazM  around,  with  many  a  frown 

T)crx  menacing,  provok'd  the  tai^y  foe. 

For  BOW  each  combatant,  that  erst  so  bold 

Vaunted  his  manly  deeds,  in  pensive  mood 

Hon^  down  his  head,  and  iix'd  on  earth  his  eyes, 

PaJe  and  dtsmay'd.     On  Hobbinol  at  last 

Int'iit  they  gaze,  in  him  alone  their  hope. 

Each  eye  solicits  him,  each  panting  heart 

Joins  in  the  silent  suit.     Soon  he  perceiv'd 

Their  secret,  wish,  and  cas'd  their  doubting  minds. 

"  Ye  men  of  Kiftsgate!  whose  wide  spreading  iionc 
In  ancient  days  were  Sung  from  shore  to  shore, 
To  BrrtJKh  bards  of  old  a  copious  theme ; 
Too  wen,  alas !  in  your  pale  cheeks  I  view 
Your  dastard  souls.    O  mean,  degenerate  race; 
Bnt  since  on  me  ye  call,  each  suppliant  eye 
Invites  m^  sovereign  aid,  lo !  here  I  come, 
The  bulwark  of  your  fame,  tho*  scarce  my  brows 
Are  dry  from  glorious  toils,  just  now  achievM, 
To  vindicate  your  worth.     Lo  !  here  I  swear^ 
By  all  my  great  forefathers*  fair  renown, 
Bf  that  illustrious  wicker,  where  they  sat 
In  cnmely  pride,  atid  in  triumphant  sloth 
Gave  law  to  passive  clowns  ;  or  on  this  spot 
In  glory's  prime,  young  Hobbinol  expires, 
And  from  his  dearest  Gandert^'ji's  arms 
Snta  to  Death's  cold  embrsoe ;  or  by  this  hand 
That  stranger,  big  with  insolence,  shall  fall 
Prone  on  the  ground,  and  do  your  honour  right." 

Forthwith  the  hilts  he  seiz'd ;  but  on  his  arm 
Food  Ganderetta  hung,  and  round  his  neck 
Corl'd  in  a  soft  embrace.     Honour  and  love 
A  doubtful  contest  wag'd,  but  from  her  soon 
He  sprung  relentless,  all  her  tears  were  vun. 
Yet  oft  he  tum*d,  oft  sigh'd,  thus  pleasing  mild  : 

"  ni  should  I  merit  these  imperial  robes, 
fjisigns  of  majesty,  by  general  voice 
Conferr'd,  should  pain,  or  death  itself,  avail 
To  shake  the  steady  purpose  of  my  soul.        [man 
Peace,  fiiir-one  !  peace !  Heaven  will  protect  the 
By  tbee  held  dear,  and  crown  thy  generous  love." 

Her  from  the  listed  field  the  matrons  sage 
Keioctant  drew,  and  with  fiur  speeches  sooth'd. 

Now  front  to  front  the  fearless  champions  meet ; 
Gor/onius,  like  a  tower,  whose  cloudy  top 
Insades  the  skies,  stood  lowermg^  far  beneath 
The  strippling  Hobbinol  with  caieifiil  eye 
Each  opening  scans,  and  each  unguarded  space 
MfMores  intent.     While,  negligently  bold. 
The  bulky  combatant,  whose  heart  elate 
I)isdain*d  his  puny  foe,  now  fondly  deem'd 
At  one  decisive  stroke  tb  win,  unhurt. 
An  easy  victory ;  down  came  at  onoe 
Ihe  ponderous  plant,  with  fell  malicious  rage, 
Aim'd  at  his  h^  direct ;  but  the  tough  hilts, 
Svift  interpos'd,  elude  his  efibrt  vain. 
The  cautious  Hobbinol,  with  ready  feet, 
Kow  shifb  his  grouiid,  retreating :  then  again 
Advances  boM,  and  his  unguarded  shins 
Bwtew  secure  :  each  well-directed  blow, 
BiUi  ts  the  quick ,  thick  as  the  falling  hail. 


The  strokes  redoubled  peal  his  hollow  sides ; 
The  multitude,  amaz'd  with  horror,  view 
The  rattling  storm,  shrink  back  at  every  blow. 
And  seem  to  feel  his  wounds ;  inly  he  groan'd, 
And  gnash'd  his  teeth,  and  from  his  blood -shot  eye 
Red  lightning  flashed ;  the  fierce  tumultuous  rage 
Shook  all  his  mighty  fabric.     Once  again 
Erect  he  stands,  collected,  and  resolv'd 
To  conquer,  or  to  die  :  swift  a^  the  bolt 
Of  angry  Jove,  the  weighty  plant  descends : 
But  wary  Hobbinol,  whose  watchful  eye 
Perceiv'd  his  kind  intent,  slipM  on  one  side  • 
Declining ;  the  vain  stroke  f^m  such  an  height. 
With  such  a  force  impelPd,  headlong  drew  down  ' 
Th'  unwieldy  champion  :  on  the  solid  ground 
He  fell  rebounding  breathless,  and  astunn'd, 
His  trunk  extended  lay  ;  sore  maim'd  from  out 
His  heaving  breast,  he  belch 'd  a  crimson  flood. 
Full  leisurely  he  rose,  but  conscious  shame 
Of  honour  lost  his  failing  strength  renewed. 
Rage,  and  revenge,  and  ever-during  hate, 
Blacken'd  his  stormy  front ;  rash,  furious,  blind. 
And  lavish  of  his  blood,  of  random  strokes 
He  laid  on  load ;  without  design  or  art 
Onward  he  pressed  outrageous,  wllile  his  foe 
Encircling  wheels,  or  inch  by  inch  retires, 
Wise  niggard  of  his  strength.     Yet  all  thy  care, 
O  Hobbinol ;  avaiPd  not  to  prevent       , 
One  hapless  blow ;  o*er  his  strong  guard  the  plant 
Lapp'd  pliant,  ahd  its  knotty  point  impressed 
His  nervous  chine  !  he  wreath'd  him  to  and  fro 
Convolved,  yet,  thus  distress'd,  intrepid  bore 
His  hilts  aloft,  and  guarded  well  his  head.  , 

So  when  th'  unwary  clown,  with  hasty  step. 
Crushes  the  folded  snake,  her  wounded  parts 
Groveling  she  trails  along,  but  her  high  crest 
Erect  she  bears;  in  all  its  speckled  pride, 
She  swells  inflam'd,  and  with  her  forky  tongue^ 
Threatens  destruction.     With  like  eager  h&str, 
Th'  impatient  Hobbinol,  whom  excessive  pain 
Stung  to  his  heart,  a  speedy  vengeance  vow'd, 
Nor  wanted  long  the  means ;  a  feint  he  made 
With  well-dissembled  guile,  his  batter'd  sbins 
Mark'd  with  his  eyes,  and  menaced  with  his  plant. 
Gorgonius,  whose  long-duffering  legs  scarce  bort 
His  cumbrous  bulk,  to  his  supporters  frail 
Indulgent,  soon  the  friendly  hilts  oppos'd ; 
Betray'd,  deceived,  on  his  unguarded  crest 
The  stroke  delusive  fell ;  a  dismal  groan 
Burst  from  his  hollow  chcht ;  his  trembling  bauds 
Forsook  the  hilts,  across  the  spacious  ring 
Backward  he^reel'd,  the  crowd  affrighted  fly 
T  escape  the  falling  ruin.     But,  alas  ! 
Twas  thy  hard  fate,  Twangdiilo !  to  receive 
His  ponderous  trunk ;  on  thee,  on  helpless  ihee. 
Headlong  and  heavy,  the  foul  monster  fell. 
Beneath  a  n^ountain's  weight,  th'  unhappy  bard 
lay  prostrate,  nor  was  more  renown'd  thy  song, 
O  seer  of  Tlirace  !  nor  more  severe  thy  fkte.- 
His  vocal  shell,  the  solace  and  support 
Of  wretched  age,  gave  one  melodious  scream. 
And  in  a  thousand  fragments  strew'd  the  plain. 
The  nymphs,  sure  friends  to  his  harmonious  mirth. 
Fly  to  his  aid,  his  hairy  breast  expose 
To  each  refreshing  gale,  and  with  soft  hanrli 
His  temples  chafe  ;  at  their  persuasive  touch 
His  fleeting  soul  returns;  upon  his  rump 
He  sat  disconsolate  ;  but  when,  alas ! 
He  view'd  the  shattered  fragments,  down  again 
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He  savk  expiring ;  by  their  friendly  care 
Onoe  more  revivM,  he  thrice  attay'd  to  speak^ 
And  thrice  the  rising  sobs  his  voice  subdu'd : 
Tin  thus  at  last  his  wretched  plight  he  moum'd. 

"  Sweet  instrument  of  mirth !  sole  comfort  left 
To  my  declining  years  !  whose  sprightly  notes 
Restored  my  vigour,  and  rdnew'd  my  bloom. 
Soft  healing  balm  to  every  wounded  heart ! 
Despairing,  djing  swains,  from  the  cold  ground 
Upraise  by  thee,  at  thy  melodious  call. 
With  ravish'd  ears  receiv'd  the  flowing  joy. 
Gay  pleasantry,  and  care-beguiling  joke. 
Thy  sure  attendants  were,  and  at  thy  voice 
All  nature  smil'd.    But,  oh,  this  hand  no  more 
Shall  touch  thy  wanton  strings,  no  more  with  lays 
Alternate,  from  oblivion  dark  redeem 
The  mighty  dead,  and  vindicate  their  fitme. 
Vain  are  thy  toils,  O  Hobbiool !  and  all 
Thy  triumphs  vain.  Who  shall  record,  brave  man  ! 
Thy  bold  exploits  ?  who  shall  thy  grandeur  tell. 
Supreme  of  Klil«gate  ?  See  thy  faithful  hard, 
I>espoird,  undone.    O  cover  me,  ye  hill-« ! 
Whose  vocal  clifts  were  taught  my  joyous  song. 
Or  thou,  fair  nymph,  Avona,  on  whose  banks 
The  frolic  crowd,  led  by  my  numerous  strains. 
Their  orgies  kept,  and  frisk'd  it  o*er  the  green. 
Jocund  and  gay,  while  thy  remurmuring  streams 
Danc'dby,  wellpleasU  Oh  !  let  thy  friendly  waves 
O'erwhelm  a  wretch,  and  hide  this  head  accun*d !" 

So  plams  the  restless  Philomel,  her  nest. 
And  callow  young,  the  tender  growiog  hope 
Of  fiitare  harmony,  and  frail  return 
For  all  her  cares,  to  barbarous  churis  a  prey ; 
Xterkluig  she  sings,  the  woods  repeat  her 


CANTO  IIL 


•     THE  AlCUMBNT. 

Good  eating  expedient  for  heroes.    Homer  praised 
for  keeping  a  table.    Hobbinol  triumphant  Oan- 
deretta's  bill  of  fare.     Panegyric  upon  ale.  Gos- 
siping over  a  bottle.    Compliment  to  Mr.  John 
Philips.     Ganderetta's  perplexity  discovered  by 
Hobbinol  ;   his  consolatory  speedi ;   compares 
himself  to  Guy  earl  of  Warwick.     Ganderetta, 
encouraged,  strips  for  the  race ;  her  amiable 
figure.     Fusca  the  gipscy,  her  dirty  figure.   Ta- 
bitha,  her  great  reputation  for  speed ;  hifed  to 
the    dissenting   academy  at  Tewkesbury.      A 
short  account  of  Gamaliel  the  master,  and.his 
hopeful 'Scholars.    Tabitha  carries  weight.    The 
smock  race.     Tabitha's  fall.     Fusca's  short  tri- 
umph, her  humiliation.     Ganderetta*s  matchless 
•peed.     Hobbinol   lays  the  prize   at  her  feet. 
Their  mutual  triumph.     The  vicissitude  of  hu- 
man affairs,  experieiKed  by  Hobbinol.     Mopsa, 
formerly  his  servant,  with  her  two  children,  ap- 
pears  to  him.     Mopsa's  speech  ;  assaults  Gande- 
retta j  her  flight     Hobblnors  prodigious  fright; 
is  taken  into  custody  by  constables,  and  dragged 
to  sir  Rhadamanth's. 
Thooch  some  of  old,  and  some  of  modem  date, 
Penurious,  their  victorious  heroes  fed 
With  barren  praise  alone  ;  yet  thou,  my  Muse  J 
Benevolent,  with  more  indulgent  eyes 
Behokl  th'  immortal  Hobbinol ;  rewaid 
With  due  regalement  Lis  triumphant  toils. 


Let  Qufacote's  hardy  oonrage,  and  renowa. 
With  Sancho's  prudent  care  be  meetly  joiB*<L 

O  thou  of  bards  supreme,  Maxnides ! 
What  well-fed  heroes  grace  thy  haUow'd  page 
Laden  with  glorious  spoils,  and  gay  with  Mood 
Of  slaughtered  hosts,  the  victor  chief  returns. 
Whole  Troy  before  him  fled,  and  men  and  gods 
6pp08*d  in  vain :  for  the  brave  man,  wfaoee  arm 
RepelPd  his  country's  wrongs,  ev'n  he,  the  great 
Atndes,  king  of  kings,  ev'n  he  prepares 
With  his  own  royal  hand  the  sumptuooa  feast 
Full  to  the  brim,  the  brazen  cauUrons  anwkie^ 
Through  all  the  busy  camp  the  rising  blaze 
Attest  their  joy ;  heroes  and  kings  fiirego 
Their  state  and  pride,  and  at  his  elbow  wait 
Obsequious.    On  a  pdish'd  charger  plac*d» 
The  bulky  ohine  with  plenteous  fot  inlaid. 
Of  golden  hue,  magnificently  shines. 
The  choicest  morsek  severed  to  the  gods. 
The  hero  next,  well  paid  for  all  his  wounds* 
Hie  rich  repast  divides  with  Jove ;  from  out 
The  sparkling  bowl  he  draws  the  generous  wuif, 
Unmiz'd,  unmeasur'd ;  with  unstmted  joy 
His  heart  overflows.     In  like  triumphant  poet 
Sat  the  victorious  Hobbinol ;  the  crowd 
IVansported  view,  and  bless  their  glorious  chief: 
All  Kiflsgate  sounds  his  praise  with  joint  aodaim* 
Him  every  voice,  him  every  kneeoonliBss, 
In  merit,  as  in  right,  their  king.     Upon 
Their  flowery  tuif.  Earth's  painted  lap,  are  sp'ViA 
The  rural  dainties;  sueh  as  Nature  boon 
Presents  with  lavish  hand,  or  such  as  owe 
To  Ganderetta's  care  their  grateful  taste^ 
Delicknis.    For  she  hrog  since  prepared 
To  oalebrate  this  day,  and  with  good  cheer 
To  grace  his  triumphs.    Crystal  gooteberrias 
Are  pil'd  on  heaps;  in  vain  the  parent  tree 
Definids  her  Iusckmis  fruit  with  pointed  spears. 
The  kuby  tinctur^  oorinth  clustering  hangs, 
And  emulates  the  grape ;  green  codlings  float 
In  dulcet  creams;  nor  wants  the  last  year's  store; 
The  hardy  nut,  in  solid  mail  secure. 
Impregnable  to  winter  frosts,  repa]^ 
Its  hoarder's  care.    The  custard's  jellied  flood 
Impatient  youth,  with  greedy  joy,  devours. 
Cheesecakes  and  pies,  in  various  forms  upraised, 
In  welUbuilt  pyramids,  aspiring  stand. 
Black  hams,and  tongues  that  speechless  can  peraisds 
To  ply  the  brisk  carouse,  and  cheer  the  soul 
With  jovial  draughts.    Nor  does  the  joUy  god 
Deny  his  precious  gifts ;  here  jocund  swains. 
In  uncouth  mirth  delighted,  sporting  quaff 
Ta&r  native  beverage;  in  the  brimming  glass 
The  liquid  amber  smiles.    Britons,  no  more 
Dread  your  mvading  foes;  let  the  false  Gaul, 
Of  rule  insatiate,  potent  to  decdve, 
And  great  by  subtile  wiles,  from  the  adverse  ihorc 
Pour  forth  his  numerous  hosts ;  Iberia !  join 
Tliy  towering  fleets,  once  more  aloft  display 
Thy  consecrated  banners,  fill  thy  sails 
With  prayers  and  vows,  most  formidably  strong 
in  holy  trumpery,  let  old  Ocean  groan 
Beneath  the  preud  Annada,  vainly  deem'd 
Invincible ;  yet  fruitless  all  their  toils. 
Vain  every  rash  eflfort,  while  our  fat  glebe, 
O  barley-grain  productive,  still  supplies 
The  flowing  treawre,  and  with  sums  immense 
Supports  the  throne ;  while  this  rich  cordial  wi 
The  fannec's  courage,  aims  his  stubboAi  soei 
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With  native  hooocn,  md  rctistlcis  rage* 

This  v9xaA  the  crowd,  each  freebom  heart  overflows 

With  Britam's  glory,  and  his  Goiiiitry*f  love. 

Here,  m  a  merry  kna/t  oombin'd,  the  njrmpha 
Poor  out  mellifliioiis  streams,  the  bafany  spoils 
Of  the  laborioQB  bee.    The  modest  mM 
But  ooyly  sips,  and  blushiog  drinks,  abesh'd : 
Each  lover  inth  observant  eye  beholds 
Her  gracefol  shame,  and  at  her  glowing  chedu 
Rekindles  all  his  fires :  but  matrons  sage. 
Better  experienc'd^  and  instructed  well 
In  midnight  mysteries,  and  feast-rites  old, 
Grasp  the  capacious  bowl ;  nor  cease  to  draw 
The  spumy  nectar.    Healths  of  gay  import 
Jly  merrily  about;  now  Scandal  sly, 
Insmoating,  gilds  the  specious  tale 
With  treacherous  praise,  and  with  a  double  face 
Ambiguous  Wantonness  demurely  sneers. 
Till  cox:ling  bnmmers  every  veif  withdraw, 
And  danmtless  Impudence  appears  umnask^d• 
Otfaen  apart,  in  the  cool  shade  retir'd,    . 
Silurian  cider  cjuafT,  by  that  great  bard 
Ennobled,  who  flnt  taught  my  groveling  Mu|e 
To  moont  aerial.    O !  coqjd  I butraise 
My  feeble  voice  to  his  exalted  strains. 
Or  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument. 
The  generous  liquid  in  each  Kne  should  bound 
Spiritaoos,  nor  c^ressive  cork  subdue 
Its  foaming  rage ;  but,  to  the  lofty  theme 
Vnequal,  Muse,  decline  the  pleasing  task. 

Hias  they  luxurious,  on  the  grassy  turf 
Bevelled  at  large:  while  nought  around  was  heard 
But  mirth  oonfesM,  and  midtstiuguish'd  joy, 
And  laogfater  fer  resounding;  serious  Care 
Found  here  no  place,  to  Ganderetta's  breast 
Betiring;  there  with  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd 
Her  fluctuating  mind.     Hence  the  soft  sigh 
'EKupes  unheeded,  spight  of  all  her  art ; 
The  trembling  blushes  on  her  lovely  cheeks 
AHeraate  ebb  and  fiow ;  from  the  full  glass 
She  flies  ahstemkxis,  shuns  th*  untested  feast ; 
Bat  careful  Hobbinol,  whose  amorous  eye 
From  ber's  ne'er  wander'd,  haunting  still  the  place 
Where  hn  dear  treasure  lay,  discovered  soon 
Her  secret  woe,  and  bore  a  lover's  pciit. 
Compaasioo  melts  his  soul,  her  glowing  cheeks 
He  kisa'd,  enamour'd,  and  lier  panting  heart 
Heprem*dtolus;  then  with  these  soothing  words. 
Tenderly  smilmg,  her  lUnft  hopes  revivM. 

"  Courage,  my  feir !  the  splended  pize  is  thine. 
Indulgent  Fortune  will  not  damp  our  joys, 
Kor  Uaat  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
Hett  me,  ye  swanis !  ye  men  of  Kilts^te !  hear : 
Though  great  the  honours  by  your  hands  conferr*d, 
These  royal  ornaments,  though  great  the  force 
Of  this  puissant  arm,  as  all  must  own 
Who  saw  this  day  the  bold  Gorgonius  fell ; 
Yet  were  I  more  renown'd  for  feats  of  arms. 
And  kmghily  profwess,  than  that  mighty  Guy, 
So  fem'd  in  antiqoe  song,  Warwick's  great  earl, 
Who  slew  the  giant  Colbrand,  in  fierce  fight 
llaintahi'd  a  summer's  day,  and  freed  ^is  realm 
FramDawshvanalage;  hit  ponderous  sword. 
And  maasy  spear,  attest  the  glorious  deed ; 
Kor  less  his  hospitable  soul  is  seen 
In  that  capacious  cauldron,  whose  large  freight 
Might  feast  a  province;  yet  were  I  like  him. 
The  mtaon's  pride,  like  him  I  coald  forego 
AU  earthly  graiid^ari  wander  through  the  vorld 


A  jocund  pilgrim,  in  the  lonesome  den. 
And  rocky  cave,  with  these  my  royal  hands* 
Scoop  the  cold  streams,  with  herbs  and  roots  content. 
Mean  sustenance ;  could  I  by  this  but  gain 
For  the  dear  fair,  the  prize  her  heart  desires. 
Believe  me,  charming  maid  !  Pd  be  a  worm , 
^nie  meanest  insect,  and  the  lowest  thing 
The  world  despises,  to  enchance  thy  fame.** 
So  cheer'd  he  his  feir  queen,  and  she  was  cbeer*d. 

Now  with  a  noble  confidence  inspired, 
Her  looks  assure  success ;  now  stripp'd  of  all 
Her  cumbrous  vestments,  Beauty's  vain  disguise. 
She  shines  unclouded  in  her  native  charms. 
Her  plaited  hair  behind  her  in  a  brede 
Hung  careless,  with  becoming  grace  eadi  blush 
Varied  her  cheeks,  than  the  gay  rising  dawn 
More  lovely,  when  the  new-bom  light  salutes 
The  joyful  Fjtrth,  impurpling  half  the  skies. 
Her  heaving  breast,  through  the  thin  covering  view'd. 
Fix'd  each  beholder's  eye<;  her  taper  thighs. 
And  lineaments  exact,  would  mock  the  skill 
Of  Phidias ;  Nature  alone  can  form 
Such  doe  proportion.    To  compare  with  her. 
Oread,  or  Dryad,  or  of  Delia's  tram. 
Pair  virgin  huntress,  fbr  the  chase  array'd. 
With  painted  quiver  and  unerring  bow. 
Were  but  to  lessen  her  superior  mien. 
And  goddess  like  deport  ,  The  master's  hand. 
Rare  artisan  !  with  proper  shades  improves 
His  lively  colouring ;  so  here,  to  grace 
Her  brighter  charms,  next  her  upon  the  plain 
Fusca  the  brown  appears,  with  greedy  eye 
Views  the  rich  prize,  her  tawny  front  erects 
Audacious,  and  with  her  legs  unclean, 
Booted  with  grim,  and  with  her  freckled  skin, 
Ofiends  the  crowd.     She  of  the  Gipsy  train  ^ 

Had  wandered  long,  and  the  Sun's  scorching  rays 
Imbrown'd  her  visage  grim ;  artful  to  view 
The  spreading  palm,  and  with  vile  cant  deceive 
The  love-sick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  store 
For  airy  visions  and  feUacious  hope. 
Gorgonius,  if  the  current  ferae  say  true, 
TJ-ir  comrade  once,  they  many  a  merry  prank 
I'ogether  play'd,  and  many  a  mile  had  stroU'd, 
For  him  fit  mate.     Next  Tabitha  the  tall 
Strode  o'er  the  plain,  with  huge  gigantic  pace. 
And  overlook'd  the  crowd,  known  fiu:  and  near 
For  matchless  speed ;  she  many  a  prize  had  won. 
Pride  of  that  neighbouring  mart,^  for  mustard  fem'dj^ 
Sharp-biting  grain,  where  amicably  join 
The  sister  floods,  and  with  their  liquid  anns 
Greeting  embrace.    Here  Gamaliel  sage. 
Of  Camcronian  brood,  with  ruling  rod 
Trains  up  his  babes  of  grace,  instructed  well 
In  all  the  gainful  discipliiie  of  prayer; 
To  point  the  holy  leer,  by  just  degrees 
To  close  the  twinkling  eye,  t'  expand  the  palmi, 
T*  expose  the  whites,  and  with  tl^e  sightless  ball 
To  glare  upon  the  crowd,  to  raise  or  sink 
The  docile  voice,  now  murmuring  soft  and  low 
With  inward  accent  calm,  and  then  again 
In  foaming  floods  of  rapturous  eloquence 
Let  loose  the  storm,  and  thunder  through  the  nose 
The  threaten'd  vengeaiice :  every  Muse  profeoe 
Is  banish'd  hence,  ^and,  Heliconian  streams 
Deserted,  the  fem'd  Leman  lake  suppUes 

1  Tewkstmry  m  the  vale  oC  Eveshan^,  where  the 
Avon  runs  into  the  SevesQ, 
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More  plenteous  draughts,  of  more  divine  import. 

Hail,  haippy  yoatbs !  on  whom  indulgent  Heaven 

Each  grace  divine  bestows !  nor  yet  denies 

Carnal  beatitudes,  sweet  privilege 

Of  saints  elect !  royal  prerogative ! 

3lere  in  domc>tic  cares  employ 'd,  and  bound 

'J'o  ai^nual  serTitude,  frail  Tabitha, 

Her  pristine  vigour  lost,  now  mourns  in  vain 

Her  sharpen'd  visage,  and  the  sickly  qualms 

That  grieve  her  soul ;  a  prey  to  Love,  while  Grace 

Slept  heedless  by  !  Yet  her  undaunted  mind 

Still  meditates  the  pri7.e,  and  still 'she  hopes, 

Beneath  the  unwieldy  load,  her  wonted  speed. 

Others  of  meaner  fame  the  stately  Muse 

Records  not ;  on  more  lofty  riights  intent. 

She  spurns  the  ground,  and  mounts  her  native  skies. 

Rocjm  for  the  master  of  the  nng  j  ye  swains ! 
Divide  your  crowded  ranks.     See  !  there  on  high 
The  glittering  prize,  on  the  tall  standard  borne, 
Waving  in  air;  before  him  march  in  files 
The  rural  minstrelsy,  the  rattling  drum 
Of  solemn  sound,  and  th'  animating  horn, 
Each  himtsman's  joy ;  the  tabor  and  the  pipe, 
Companion  dear  at  feasts,  whose  chearfiil  notes 
Give  life  and  motion  to  th'  unwieldy  clown. « 
Ev*n  Age  revives,  and  the  pale  puking  maid 
PeeJs  ruddy  health  rekindling  on  her  cheeks. 
And  with  new  vigour  trips  it  o*er  the  plain. 
Counting  each  careful  step,  he  paces  o*er 
The  allotted  ground,  and  fixes  at  the  goal 
His  standard,  there  himself  majestic  swells. 
Stretched  in  a  line,  the  panting  rivals  wait 
Th'  expected  signal,  with  impatient  eyes 
Measure  the  space  between,  and  in  conceit 
Already  grasp  the  warm-contested  prize. 
Now  all  at  once  rush  forward  to  the  goal, 
And  step  by  step,  and  side  by  side,  they  ply 
Their  busy  feet,  and  leave  the  crowd  behind. 
Quick  heaves  each  breast,  and  quick  they  shoot  along. 
Thro'  the  divided  air,  and  bound  it  o'er  the  plain. 
To  this,  to  that,  capricious  Fortune  deals 
Short  hopes,  short  fears,  and  momentary  joy. 
The  breathless  throng  with  open  throats  pursue, 
And  broken  accents  shout  imperfect  praise. 
Such  noise  confus'd  is  heard,  such  wild  uproar. 
When  on  the  main  the  swelling  surges  rise. 
Dash  o'er  the  rocks,  and,  hurrying  through  the  flood, 
Drive  on  each  other's  backs,  and  crowd  the  strand. 
Before  the  rest  tall  Tabitha  was  seen. 
Stretching  amain,  and  whirling  o*er  the  field ; 
Swift  as  the  shooting  star  that  gilds  the  night 
With  rapid  transient  blaze,  she  runs,  she  flies  ; 
Sudden  she  stops,  nor  longer  can  endure 
The  painful  course,  but  drooping  sinks  away. 
And,  like  that  falling  meteor,  there  she  lies 
A  jelly  cold  on  earth.     Fusca,  with  joy. 
Beheld  her  wretched  plight;  o'er  the  pale  corse 
Insulting  bounds !  Hope  gave  her  wmgs,  and  now. 
Exerting  all  her  speed,  step  after  step. 
At  Ganderetta's  elbow  urg'd  her  way. 
Her  shoulder  pressing,  and  vrith  poisonous  breath 
Tainting  her  ivory  neck.     liong  while  had  held 
The  sharp  contest,  had  not  propitious  Heaven, 
With  partial  hands,  to  such  tpnscendent  charms 
Dispens'd  its  favours.     For  as  o'er  the  gi-een 
The  careless  gipsy,  with  incautious  speed, 
Push'd  forward,  and  her  rival  fair  had  reach'd 
With  equal  pace,  and  only  not  o'erpass'd; 
Haply  she  treads,  where  late  the  merry  tfain^ 


In  wasteful  luxury,  and  wanton  joy. 
Lavish  had  spilt  the  cider's  frothy  flood. 
And  mead  with  custard  mix'd.     Smpriz'd,  appall'd^ 
And  in  the  treacherous  puddle  struggling  long, 
She  slip})'d,  she  fell,  upon  her  back  supine 
Extended  lay ;  the  lai^fhing  multitude 
With  noisy  scorn  approved  her  just  disgrace. 
As  tlie  sleek  leveret  skims  before  the  pack. 
So  flies  the  nymph,  and  so  the  crowd  pursue. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  wind,  the  dear  one  flies, 
Swift  as  the  various  goddess,  nor  less  bright 
In  beauty's  prime,  when  through  the  yielding  air 
She  darts  along,  and  with  refracted  rays 
Paints  the  gay  clouds ;  celestial  messenger, 
Charg'd  with  the  high  behests  of  Heaven's  great 
Her  at  the  goal  with  open  arms  receiv'd      [queen ! 
Fond  Hobbinol ;  with  active  leap  he  seiz'd 
The  costly  prize,  and  laid  it  at  her  feet. 
Then  pausing  stood,'  dumb  with  excess  of  joy. 
Expressive  silence )  for  each  tender  i^lanoe 
Betray'd  the  raptures  that  his  tongue  conceal'd. 
Less  mute  the  crowd,  in  echoing  shouts,  s^iplaud 
Her  speed,  her  beauty,  his  obsequious  love. 

Upon  a  little  eminence,  whose  top 
O'erlook'd  the  plain,  a  steep,  but  short  ascent, 
Plac'd  in  a  chair  of  state,  with  garlands  crown'd. 
And  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  the  spring. 
Fair  Ganderetta  shone,  like  mother  Eve 
In  her  gay  sylvan  lodge :  delicious  bower  I 
Where  Nature's  wanton  hand,  above  the  reach 
Of  rule,  or  art,  had  lavish'd  all  her  store. 
To  deck  the  flowery  root*:  and  at  her  side. 
Imperial  Hobbinol,  with  front  sublime. 
Great  as  a  Roman  consul,  just  cetum'd 
From  cities  sack'd,  and  provinces  laid  waste. 
In  his  paternal  wicker  sat,  enthron'd. 
With  eager  eyes  the  crowd  about  them  prefli. 
Ambitious  to  behold  the  happy  pair. 
Each  voice,  each  instrument,  proclaims  their  joy 
With  loudest  vehemence;  such  noise  is.  heaid, 
Suqh  a  tumidtuous  din,  when,  at  the  call 
Of  Britain's  sovereign,  the  rustic  bands 
O'iferspread  the  fields;  the  subtle  candidates 
Dissembled  homage  pay,  and  court  the  fools 
Whom  they  despise ;  each  proud  nu^estic  cknm 
Looks  big,  and  shouts  amain,  mad  with  the  tastt 
Of  power  supreme,  frail  empire  of  a  day ! 
That  with  the  setting  Sun  extinct  is  lost. 

Nor  is  thy  grandeur,  mighty  Hobbinol ! 
Of  longer  date.     Short  is,  alas !  the  reign 
Of  mortal  pnde :  we  play  our  parts  a  while 
Aitd  strut  upon  the  stage;  the  scene  is  changed. 
And  offers  us  a  dungeon  for  a  thrope. 
Wretched  vicissitude !  for,  after  all 
His  tinsel  dreams  of  empire  and  renown. 
Fortune,  capricious  dame,  withdraws  at  once 
The  goodly  prospect,  to  his  eyes  presents 
Her,  whom  his  concious  soul  abhorr'd,  and  fear'd. 
JjQ  !  pushing  through  the  crowd,  a  n>eagre  form. 
With  hasty  step,  and  visage  inoompos'd  1 
Wildly  she  star'd;  Rage  sparkled  in  her  eyes, 
And  Poverty  sat  shrinking  on  her  cheeks. 
Yet  through  th^  cloud  that  hung  upon  her  brows» 
A  faded  lustre  broke,  that  dimly  shone 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  the  ruins  of  a  &oe. 
Impaired  by  time,  and  shatter'd  hy  misfortunes. 
A  froward  babe  hung  at  her  flabby  breast. 
And  tugg'd  for  life;  bot  wept,  with  hideous  i 
His  frustrate  ho|HS8,  and  unaTaaling  pains. 
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Aaother  o'er  her  bendiqg  shoulder  peep'd, 

Svaddled  around  with  rags  of  various  hue. 

He  kens  his  comrade-twio  with  envious  eye, 

As  of  his  share  defrauded ;  then  amain 

He  also  screams,  and  to  his  brother's  cries 

In  doieful  concert  joins  bis  loud  laments. 

O  dire  eOect  of  lawless  love  !  O  sting 

Of  pleasure  past !  As  when  a  full-freight  ship. 

Blest  in  a  rich  return  of  pearls  or  gold. 

Or  fragrant  spice,  or  silks  of  costly  dye. 

Makes  to  the  wish*d-ibr  port  with  swelling  sails, 

And  all  her  gaudy  trim  displayed  j  o*erjoy*d 

The  master  smiles ;  but  if  from  some  small  creek, 

A  lurking  corsair  the  rich  quarry  spies, 

\Vith  all  her  sails  bears  down  upon  her  prey, 

And  peals  of  thunder  from  her  hollow  sides 

Check  his  triumphant  course ;  aghast  he  stands, 

Stiffened  with  fear,  unable  to  resist, 

And  impotent  to  fly ;  alt  his  fond  hopes 

Are  dash*d  at  once  !  nought  now,  alas  !  remains 

But  the  sad  choice  of  slavery  or  death  ! 

So  iar'd  it  with  the  hapless  Hobbmol, 

In  the  full  blaze  of  his  triumpliant  joy 

Surpris'd  by  her,  whose  dreadful  face  alone 

Could  shake  his  stedfast  soul.     In  vain  he  turns, 

And  shifts  his  place  averse;  she  haunts  him  still 

And  glares  upon  him,  with  her  haggard  eyes. 

That  fiercely  spo^  her  wrongs.   Words  swelled  with 

sighs 
At  length  burst  forth,  and  thus  she  storms  enrag'd. 
"  Know'sttbounotme  ?  fsilseman !  nottoknowme 
Argues  thyself  unknowing  of  thyself, 
Puffed  np  with  pride,  and  bloated  with  success. 
Is  injur'd  Mopsa  then  so  soon  forgot; 
Thou  knew'st  me  once,  ah !  woe  is  me !  thou  didst 
But  if  laborious  days  and  sleepless  nights. 
If  hooger,  cold,  contempt,  and  penury, 
lueparable  guests,  have  thus  disguis'd 
'Ihy  once-belov'd,  thy  handmaid  dear  ;  if  thine 
And  Fortune's  frowns  have  blasted  all  my  charms ; 
If  here  no  roses  grow,  no  lilies  bloom, 
Nor  rear  their  heads  on  this  neglected  face ; 
If  through  the  world  I  range  a  slighted  shade. 
The  ghost  of  what  I  was,  foriom,  unknown; 
At  least  know  these.  See ;  this  sweet  simpering  babe, 
Dear  imafe  of  thyself;  sea!  howitsprunts 


W\ih  joy  at  thy  approach  !  see,  how  it  gilds 
Its  soft  smooth  face,  with  false  paternal  smiles  ! 
Native  deceit,  from  thee,  base  man,  derived  ! 
Or  view  this  other  elf,  in  every  art 
Of  smiling  fraud,  in  every  treacherous  leer. 
The  very  Hobbinol !  Ah  !  cruel  man  ! 
Wicked,  ingrate !  And  could'st  thou  then  so  soon. 
So  soon  forget  that  pleasing  fatal  night, 
When  me,  beneath  the  flowery  thorn  surprized. 
Thy  artful  wiles  betray'd  ?  was  there  a  star. 
By  which  thou  didst  not  swear?  was  there  a  curse, 
A  plague  on  £arth,  thou  didst  not  then  invoke 
On  that  devoted  head ;  if  e'er  thy  heart 
Prov'd  haggard  to  my  love,  if  e'er  thy  hand 
Declined  the  nuptial  bond  ?  But,  oh !  too  well, 
Too  well,  alas  !  my  throbbing  breast  perceiv'd 
The  black  impending  storm ;  the  conscious  Moon 
Veil'd  in  a  sable  cloud  her  modest  face, 
And  boding  owls  proclaimed  the  dire  event. 
And  yet  I  love  thee. — Oh  !  could'st  thou  behold 
That  image  dwelling  in  my  heart !  But  why. 
Why  waste  I  here  these  unavailing  tears  ? 
On  this  thy  minion,  on  this  tawdry  thing, 
On  this  gay  victim,  thus  with  garlands  crown'd. 
All,  all  my  vengeance  fall !  ye  lightnings,  blast 
That  face  accursM,  the  source  of  all  my  woe  ! 
Arm,  arm,  ye  Furies  !  arm  ;  all  Hell  break  loose  I 
While  thus  I  lead  you  to  my  just  revenge, 
And  thus'* — Up  starts  th'  astonish'd  Hobbinol 
To  save  his4)etter  half.     **  Fly,  fly,'*  ho  cries, 
"  Fly,  my  dear  life,  the  fiend's  malicous  rage.'* 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  fear,  away  she  bounds. 
And  in  the  neighbouring  village  pants  forlorn. 
So  the  cours'd  hare  to  the  close  covert  flies, 
Still  trembling,  though  secure.     Poor  Hobbinol 
More  grievous  ills  attend :  around  him  press 
A  multitude,  with  huge  Herculean  clubs. 
Terrific  band  !  the  royal  mandate  these 
Insulting  show :  arrested,  and  amaz'd. 
Half  dead  he  stands;  no  friends  dare  interpose, 
But  bow  dejected  to  th'  imperial  scroll : 
Such  is  the  force  of  law.    While  conscious  shame 
Sits  heavy  on  his  brow,  they  view  the  wretch 
To  Rhadamanth's  august  tribunal  dragg'd. 
Good  Rhadamanth !  to  every  wanton  clown 
Severe,  Ipduigept  to  biioself  alpne. 
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Tint  printed  in  1742. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tni  several  acts  of  parliament  in  favour  of  faloonry  are  an  evident  proof  of  that  liigh  esteem  our 
ancestors  had  conceived  for  this  noble  diversion.  Our  neighbours,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  all  the 
rest  of  Europe,  have  seemed  to  vie  with  one  another,  who  should  pay  the  greatest  honours  to  the  coura- 
geous &lcon.  Princes  and  states  were  her  protectors ;  and  men  of  the  greatest  genius,  and  most  accom- 
plished in  all  sorts  of  literature,  with  pleasure  carried  the  hawk  on  their  fists.  Bat  the  princes  of  Asia, 
Turks,  Tartars,  Persians,  Indians,  &c.  have  greatly  out-done  us  Europeans  in  the  splendour  and  magnifi- 
cence of  their  field-parades,  both  as  huntsmen  and  falconers.  For  though  the  descriptiott  of  flying  al 
the  stag  and  other  wild  beasts  with  eagles  may  be  thought  a  little  incredible,  yet  permit  me  to  ainire 
the  reader,  that  it  is  no  fiction,  but  a  real  fact  All  the  ancient  books  of  falconry  give  us  an  account  of 
it,  and  the  relations  of  travellers  confirm  it  But  what  I  think  puts  it  out  of  all  dispute,  is  the  descrip- 
tion the  £unou8  Monsieur  de  Thou  has  given  us  in  his  Latin  poem,  De  Re  Accipitrari&,  lately 
veprinted  at  Venice  in  1735,  with  an  Italian  translation  and  notes. 

Hoc  studio  Hsemonii  circumsonat  aula  tjrranni, 
Teroentum  flli  equites,  quoties  yenabula  poscit. 
Tot  pedites  adsunt:  longo  nemus  omne  remugit 
Latrantum  occursu,  venatorumque  repulsis 
Vocibus  i  hejc  gemini,  neqne  enim  satis  esse  ferend» 
Unus  tanto  oneri  possit,  cedente  petauro 
Clrcum  aquiUm  gestant,  aliam  tolidcm  inde  ministri 
Impositam  subeunt:  quarum  minor  ilia  volucri 
Ore  canum  voces  fingit,  nemora  avia  complens 
Terrore  ingenti :  latebris  tum  excita  repent^ 
Infelix  fera  prorumpit :  ruit  altera  demum 
Sublimis  compar  magno  stridore  per  auras ; 
Involat  inque  oculos  &  provolat,  atque  capaces 
Fjcpandens  per  inane  sinus,  caligine  dens&, 
Horribilique  supervoUtans  ooelum  nbruit  umbra. 
Kec  minor  iutereli  obsistit :  sublimis  ut  ilia, 
Haec  humilis  sic  terga  volans  premit  &  latus  urget : 
Neve  gradum  referat  retr6,  &  vestigia  vertat, 
Seu  caprea  aut  cervus  sese  tulit  obvius  illis, 
Rostro  atque  ungud  minax  vetat,  &  cum  compare  yirsf 
Altemat  socias,  artemque  remunerat  arte. 
Kec  mora,  nee  requies :  funis  exterrita  tantis 
Donee  in  insidias  caec4  convalle  locatas 
Precipitet  rabidis  fen.  mox  taniando  molossis. 

1  am  very  much  obliged  to  those  gentlemen  who  have  read  with  faTonr  my  poem  upon  hmiting :  tbdr 
goodness  has  encoumged  me  to  make  this  short  supplement  to  the  Chase^  and  in  this  poem  to  givethsB 
tome  account  of  all  the  more  polite  entertainments  ef  the  field. 
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Iiirodnction.  Description  of  flying  at  the  stag  with 
tagles,  after  the  manner  of  the  Astatic  princes. 
Dkscription  of  hem-hawking.  Of  flying  at  the 
HTer.  Partridge-hawking.  Daring  the  lark  with 
an  hobby  just  mentioned.  Shooting  flying.  Sett- 
ing.    Angling.    Conclusion. 

Oyci  more,  great  prince,  permit  an  humble  bard 
Fro8tr«te  to  pay  his  homage  at  your  feet ;  ^ 
Then,  like  the  morning  lark  from  the  low  ground 
Towering  aloft,  sublime  to  soar,  and  sing ; 
SiDg  the  heait-cheering  pleasure  of  the  fields. 
The  choice  delight  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 

In  earliel:  times,  monarchs  of  eastern  race 
b  their  ftill  Maze  of  pride,  as  story  tells, 
Trained  up  th*  imperial  eagle,  sacred  bird  ! 
Hooded,  with  jingling  bells,  she  perch'd  on  high ; 
Not  as  when  ent  on  golden  ^ngs  she  led 
The  Roman  legions  o'er  ^e  conquered  globe. 
Mankind  her  quany ;  but  a  docile  slave, 
Tam'd  to  the  lure,  and  careful  to  attend 
Her  master^s  voice.    Behold  the  man  renown'd. 
Abbas  the  Great  (whom  all  his  fawning  slaves 
fieem'd  king  of  kings ;  vain  fuols !  They  sure  forgot 
Greater  Leonidas,  and  those  £stal  Straits  >    [heaps, 
Hood-statn'd,  where  slanghtei'd  Persians  fell  on 
A  dreadfdl  carnage ! )  See  his  numerous  host 
Spread  wide  the  plains,  and  in  their  front  upborne, 
£aeh  oo  her  perch,  that  bends  beneath  her  weight, 
T^  sister  eagles,  stately  ponderous  birds  ! 
The  air  's  a  desert,  and  the  feathered  race 
Hy  to  the  neighbouring  coverts'  dark  retreats. 
The  royal  pair  on  wing,  this  whirls  around 
In  circles  wide,  or  like  the  swallow  skims 
The  russet  plain,  and  mimics  as  she  flies 
(By  many  a  sleepless  night  instructed  well) 
The  hound's  load  openings,  or  the  spaniePs  quest 
What  cannot  wakeful  industry  subdue  ! 
Mean  while  that  mounts  on  high,  and  seems  to  view 
A  bbck  ascending  cloud  \  when  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of^wpwxn  dank  condensed,  the  Sun's  bright  bouns 
Psin  not  her  sight :  she  with  expanded  sa^ 
Woiis  through  th*  etherial  fluid ;  then  perhaps 
Sees  through  a  break  of  clouds  this  self-pois'd  orb 
Haid  by  her  hand-maid  Moon.    She  looks  beneath 
Gmtemptuons,  and  beholds  from  far  this  Earth, 
This  mole-hill  Earth,  and  all  its  busy  ants 
labouring  lor  life,  which  lasts  so  short  a  day 
Joit  blaxing  and  extinct    So  thou,  my  soid, 
That  breath  of  life,  which  all  men  must  perceive 
But  none  distinctly  know,  when  once  escaped 
From  this  poor  helpless  corse,  and  when  on  high 
fionie  oo  angelic  wings,  look  down  with  scorn 
On  this  mean  leauning  world,  and  knaves  grown  rich, 
1^  chanee,  or  fraud,  or  insolence  of  power. 
Now  from  her  highest  pitch,  by  quick  degrees, 
^Tth  leas  ambition  nearer  Earth  she  tends, 
is  yet  scarce  viuUe ;  and  high  in  air 

'StntUofThemMpylst,   See  the  stoiy  of  Xerxes. 


PoisM  on  extended  wings,  with  sharper  kea 
Attentive  marks  whatever  is  done  below. 
Thus  some  wise  general  from  a  rising  ground 
Observes  th'  embattled  foe,  where  serried  ranks 
Forbid  access,  or  where  their  order  loose 
Invites  th'  attack,  and  points  the  way  toflite. 
All  now  is  tumult,  each  heart  swells  with  joy. 
The  falconers  shout,  and  the  wide  concave  rings. 
Tremble  the  forests  round,  the  joyous  cries 
Float  thro'  the  vales;  and  roCks,  and  woods,  and  hill* 
Return  the  varied  sounds.     Forth  bursts  the  stag^ 
Nor  trusts  the  mazes  of  his  deep  recess : 
Fear  hid  him  close,  strange  inconsistent  guide ! 
Now  hurries  him  aghast  with  busy  feet 
Far  o'er  the  spacious  plain  i  he  pants  to  reach 
The  mountain's  brow,  or  with  unsteady  step 
To  climb  the  craggy  cliff:  the  grey-hounds  strain 
Behind  lo  pinch  his  haunch,  who  scarce  evades 
Their  gaping  jaws.    One  eagle  wheeling  flies 
In  airy  labyrinths,  or  with  easier  wing 
Skims  by  his  side,  and  stuns  his  patient  ear 
With  hideous  cries,  then  peals  his  forehead  broad^ 
Or  at  his  eyes  her  fatal  malice  aims. 
The  other,  like  the  bolt  of  angry  Heaven, 
Darts  down  at  once,  and  fixes  on  his  b»ck 
Her  griping  talons,  ploughing  with  her  beak 
His  pamper'd  chine :  the  blood,  and  sweat  distilPd 
From  many  a  dripping  furrow,  stains  the  soiL 
Who  pities  hot  this  fury-haunted  wretch 
Embarrassed  thus,  on  every  side  distress'd  ? 
Death  will  relieve  him :    for  the  gpreyhounds  fieroe. 
Seizing  their  prey,  soon  drag  him  to  the  ground : 
Groaning  he  falls ;  with  eyes  that  swim  in  tears 
He  looks  on  man,  chief  author  of  his  woe, 
And  weeps,  and  dies.    The  grandees  press  around 
To  dip  their  sabres  in  his  boiling  blood; 
Unseemly  joy  !  'Tis  barbarous  to  insult 
A  £idlen  foe.    The  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey 
Insatiate,  on  his  reeking  bowels  feast. 
But  the  stem  falconer  claims  the  lion's  share. 
Such  are  the  sports  of  kings,  and  better  tat 
Than  royal  robbery,  and  the  bloody  jaws 
Of  all-devouring  war.    Each  animal. 
By  natural  instinct  taught,  spares  his  own  kind : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  large, 
Fre?-booter  unrcstraia'd,  destroys  at  will 
The  whole  creatiun,  men  and  beasts  his  prey,. 
These  for  his  pleasure,  for  hi^  glory  those. 
Next  will  1  ^Tv^  the  valiant  faicon^s  fame, 
Aerial  fights,  wh'-re  no  confederate  brute 
.Toins  in  the  bh>ody  fray ;  but  bird  with  bird 
Justs  in  mid-air.     Lo  !  at  his  siege  ^  the  hem, 
Upon  the  bank  of  some  small  purling  brook, 
Observant  stands  to  take  his  scaly  prize. 
Himself  another's  game.     For  mark  behind 
The  wily  f^alconer  creeps ;  his  gra/iqg  horse 
Conceals  the  treacherous  foe,  and  on  his  fist 
Th*  unhooded  falcon  sits :  with  eager  eyes 
She  meditates  her  prey,  and,  in  her  wild 

^  The  place  where  the  hero  takes  his  stand,  watch- 
ing his  prey. 
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Conceit,  already  plumes  the  dying  bird. 
Up  springs  the  hem,  redoubling  every  stroke. 
Conscious  of  danger  stretches  far  away, 
With  busy  pennons  and  projected  beak, 
Piercing  th*  opponent  clouds :  the  felcon  swift 
Follows  at  speed,  mounts  as  he  mounts,  for  hope 
Gives  vigour  to  her  wings.     Another  soon 
Strains  after  to  support  the  bold  attack. 
Perhaps  a  third.     As  in  some  winding  creek. 
On  proud  Iberia's  shore,  the  corsairs  sly 
Lurk  Waiting  to  surprize  a  British  sail, 
FuU-freip'hted  irom  Hetruria's  friendly  ports, 
Or  rich  Byzantium ;  after' her  they  skud. 
Bashing  the  spumy  waves  with  equal  oars. 
And  spreading  all  their  shrouds :  she  makes  the  main 
Inviting  every  gale,  nor  yet  forgets 
To  clear  her  deck,  and  tell  th*  insulting  ibe,  - 
In  peals  of  thunder,  Britons  cannot  fear. 
So  flies  the  hem  punu'd,  but  fighting  flies. 
Warm  grows  the  conflict,  every  nerve*s  employed; 
Now  through  the  yielding  element  they  soar 
Aspiring  high,  then  sink  at  once,  and  tove 
In  trackless  mazes  through  the  troubled  sky. 
No  rest,  no  peace;    The  falcon  hovering  flies 
Balanced  in  air,  and  confidently  bold 
Hangs  a*er  him  like  a  cloud,  then  aims  her  blow 
Full  at  his  destin'd  head.    The  watchful  hem 
Shoots  from  her  like  a  blazing  meteor  swift 
That  gilds  the  night,  eludes  her  talons  keen 
And  pointed  beak,  and  gains  a  length  of  way. 
Observe  th*  attentive  crowd ;  all  hearts  are  fix*d 
On  this  important  war,  and  pleasing  hope 
Glows  in  each  breast    The  vulgar  and  the  great. 
Equally  happy  now,  with  freedom  share 
The  common  joy.    The  shepherd-boy  forgets 
His  bleating  care ;  the  labouring  hind  lets  fait 
His  grain  unsown ;  in  transport  lost,  he  robs 
Th*  expecting  furrow,  and  in  wild  amaze 
The  gazing  village  point  their  eyes  to  Heaven. 
Where  is  the  tongue  can  speak  the  falconer*s  cares, 
'Twixt  hopes  and  fears,  as  in  a  tempest  tost  ? 
His  fluttering  heart,  his  varying  checks  confess 
His  inward  woe.    Now  like  a  wearied  stag, 
That  stands  at  bay,  the  hem  provokes  their  rage ; 
Close  by  his  languid  wing,  in  downy  plumes 
Covers  his  fatal  beak,  and  cautious  hides 
The  well-dissembled  fraud.     The  folcon  darts 
like  lightning  from  above,  and  in  her  breast 
Receives  the  latent  death ;  down  plum  s)ie  fells 
Bounding  from  earth,  and  with  her  trickhng  gor; 
Defiles  her  gaudy  plumage.     See,  alas ! 
The  falconer  in  despair,  his  fitvourite  bird 
Dead  at  liis  feet,  as  of  his  dearest  fneod 
He  weeps  her  fate ;  he  meditates  revenge. 
He  storms,  he  foams,  he  gives  a  loose  to  rage : 
Nor  wants  he  long  the  means ;  the  hem  fatigu'd, 
Bome  down  by  numbers  yields,  and  prone  on  earth 
He  drops :  his  croel  foes  wheeling  around 
Insult  at  will.     The  vengeful  falconer  flies 
Swift  as  an  arrow  shooting  to  their  aid ; 
Then  muttering  inward  curses  breaks  his  wings  *, 
And  fixes  in  the  ground  his  hated  beak ; 
Sees  with  malignant  joy  the  victors  proud 
Smear'd  with  his.  blood,  and  on  his  marrow  feait,  *  ■ 

3  This  is  done  to  prevent  his  hurting  the  hawk : 
they  generally  also  break  their  legs. 

*  I'hc  reward  of  the  hawk  made  of  the  brains, 
marrow,  and  blood,  which  they  call  in  Italian,  soppa. 


Unhappy  bird !  oar  fSetthers' prime  delight? 
Who  fenced  thine  eyrie  ronnd  with  sacred  laws^. 
Nor  mighty  princes  now  disdain  to  wear 
Thy  waving  crest  ^,  the  mark  of  high  command. 
With  gold,  and  pearl,  and  brilliant  gems  adomU 

Now,  if  the  crjrstal  stream  Relight  thee  more. 
Sportsman,  lead  on,  where  through  the  reedy  bank 
Th*  insinuating  waters  filtered  stray 
In  many  a  winding  maze.     The  wqld-duck  there 
Gluts  on  the  kittening  ouse,  or  steals  the  spawn 
Of  teeming  shoals,  her  more  delicious  feast. 
How  do  the  sun-beams  on  the  glassy  plain 
Sport  wanton,  and  amuse  our  wondering  eyes 
With  variously-reflected  changing  rays  ! 
The  murmuring  streanTsalutcs  the  flowery  mead 
That  glows  with  fragrance  ;  Nature  all  around 
Consents  to  bless.     What  sluggard  now  would  auk 
In  beds  of  down  ?  what  miser  would  not  leave 
His  bags  untold  for  this  transporting  scene  ? 
Falconer,  take  care,  oppose  thy  well-trained  steed. 
And  slily  stalk ;  unhood  thy  falcon  bold. 
Observe  at  feed  the  unsu^xicting  team 
Paddling  with  oary  feet :  he^s  seen,  they  fly. 
Now  at  full  speed  the  felconer  spurs  away 
T'  assist  his  favourite  hawk,  she  from  the  rett 
Has  singled  out  the  mallard  young  and  gay. 
Whose  green  and  azure  brightens  in  the  Sun. 
Swift  as  the  wind  that  sweeps  the  desert  plain. 
With  feet,  wings,  beak,  he  cuts  the  liquid  sky: 
Behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  sail ;  for  see 
Th*  unequal  foe  gains  on  him  as  he  flics. 
Long  holds  th*  aerial  course;  they  rise,  they  £tQ, 
Now  skim  in  circling  rings,  then  stretch  away 
With  all  their  force,  till  at  one  fatal  stroke 
The  vigorous  hawk,  exerting  every  nerve, 
Truss'd  in  mid-air  bears  down  her  captive  prey. 
*Tis  well  on  earth  they  fall ;  for  oft  the  duck 
Mistrusts  her  coward  wings,  and  seeks  again 
Tlie  kind  protecting  flood  :  if  haply  then 
The  falcon  rash  aim  a  decisive  blow. 
And  spring  to  gripe  her  floating  prey;  at  once 
She  dives  beneath,  and  near  some  osier's  root 
Pops  up  her  head  secure;  thto  views  her  foe 
Just  in  the  grasping  of  her  fond  desires. 
And  in  full  pride  of  triumph,  whelm'd  beneath 
The  gliding  streanu  Ah !  where  are  now,  proudbird! 
Thy  stately  trappings,  and  thy  silver  bells 
Thy  glossy  plumage,  and  thy  silken  crest  ? 
Say,  tyrant  of  the  skies !  wouldst  thou  not  now 
Exchange  with  thy  but  late  desponding  foe 
Thy  dreadful  talons,  and  thy  polished  beak, 
For  her  web -feet  despis'd  ?     How  happy  they ! 
Who,  when  gay  pleasure  courts,  and  fortune  smilOk 
Fear  the  reverse,  with  caution  tread  those  paths 
Where  roses  grow,  but  wily  vipers  creep ! 

These  are  expensive  joys,  fit  for  the  great 
Of  large  domains  possessed :  enough  for  mgi 
To  boast  the  gentle  spar-hawk  on  my  fist. 
Or  fly  the  partridge  from  the  bristly  field. 
Retrieve  the  covey  with  my  busy  tram. 
Or  with  my  soaring  hobby  dare  the  laric 

But,  if  the  shady  woods  my  cares  employ 
In  quest  of  feather'd  game,  my  spaniels  b^ 

^  No  man  was  permitted  to  shoot  within  600  yardi 
of  the  eyrie,  or  nest  of  an  hem,  under  great  penal- 
ties. 

6  The  hem's  tq^  worn  at  coitNwtions  here,  and  by 
the  great  men  in  Asia  in  their  turbom. 
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^mHaafW  entangled  oopce,  and  from  the  brake 
Push  forth  the  whirring  pheasant.    High  in  air 
He  waves  his  varied  plumes,  stretching  away 
With  hasty  wing  :  soon  from  th'  uplifted  tube 
The  mimic  thunder  bursts,  the  leaden  death 
Overtakes  him  ;  and  with  many  a  giddy  whirl 
To  earth  he  &IU,  and'  at  my  feet  expires. 

When  Autumn  smiles,  all-beauteous  in  decay, 
And  paints  each  chequer'd  grove  with  various  hues; 
My  setter  ranges  in  the  new>shom  fields, 
Hii  ujse  m  air  erect ;  from  ridge  to  ridge 
PantiDg  he  bounds,  his  quartered  ]pt)und  divides 
Id  equal  intervals,  nor  careless  leaves 
One  inch  untryM.     At  length  the  tainted  gales 
Hm  nostrils  wide  inhale ;  quick  joy  elates 
Hi$  beating  heart,  which,  aw'd  by  discipline 
Severe,  he  dares  not  own  ;  but  cautious  creeps 
lov-covering,  step  by  step ;  at  last  attains 
His  proper  di^ance ;  there  he  stops  at  once. 
And  points  with  his  instructive  nose  upon 
The  trembling  prey.     On  wings  of  wind  upborn 
The  floating  net  unfolded  flies ;  then  drops, 
Aod  the  poor  fluttering  captives  rise  in  vain. 

Or  haply  on  some  river's  cooling  bank. 
Patiently  musing,  all  intent  I  stand 


To  hook  the  scaly  glutton.    See !  down  sinks 

My  cork,  that  feitfaful  monitor ;  his  weight 

My  taper  angle  bends ;  surprised,  amaz'd. 

He  glitters  in  the  sun  and  struggling  pants 

For  liberty,  till  in  the  purer  air 

He  breathes  no  more.     Such  are  our  pleasing  cares. 

And  sweet  amuseraent«9,  such  each  busy  drudge 

Envious  must  wish,  and  ail  the  wise  enjoy. 

•    Thus,  most  illustrious  prince,  have  1  presum'd 

In  my  obscure  sojourn  to  sing  at  ease 

Rural  delights,  the  joy,  and  sweet  repast 

Of  every  noble  mind :  and  now  perchance 

Untimely  sing ;  since  from  yon  neighbouring  shore 

The  grumbling  thunder  rolls;  calm  Peace  alarm'd  • 

Starts  from  her  couch,  and  the  rude  din  of  War 

Sounds  harsh  in  every  ear,  But,  righteous  Heaven ! 

Britain  deserted,  friendless,  and  alone. 

Will  not  as  yet  despair :  shine  but  in  arms, 

O  prince,  beloved  by  all !  patron  profess'd 

Of  liberty  !  with  every  virtue  crown'd  ! 

Millions  shall  crowd  her  strand ;  and  her  white  clifb. 

As  Teneriff,  or  AUas  firm,  defy 

The  break  of  seas,  and  malice  of  her  foes ; 

Nor  the  proud  Gaul  prevail  where  Caesar  fiuPd. 


OCCASIONAL  POEMS,  TRANSLATIONS, 
FABLES,  AND  TALES. 

Dum  nihil  habemus  majus,  calamo  ludimus. 

Phied. 


TO 

WILLIAM  SOMERVILE. 

OT  WARWICKSHIRE,  BSaj 
•H  IKApIHC  SKVBftAL  OP  HIS  EXCELLENT  TOEMS. 

BY  ALLAN  RAMSAY, 

Sit,  1  have  read,  and  much  admire. 

Your  Muse's  gay  and  easy  flow, 
Wann'd  with  that  true  Idalian  fire 

That  gives  the  bright  and  chearful  glow. 
I  comi'd  each  line  with  joyous  care. 

As  I  can  such  from  sun  to  sun  ; 
And,  like  the  glutton  o'er  his  fiire 

I>elicioa8,  thought  them  too  soon  done. 
Tl»e  witty  smile,  nature  and  art, 

la  all  your  numbers  so  combine. 
As  to  complete  their  just  desert, 

And  grace  them  with  uncommon  shine. 
I^*|Jted  we  your  Muse  regard, 
k^^  ****  ^®  Pindar's  spreads  her  wings  j 
««  ▼irtue,  being  its  own  reiiard, 

*'?««««  by  the  Sifter  Springs. 


Emotions  tender  crowd  the  mind. 

When  with  the  royal  bard  you  go. 
To  sigh  in  notes  divinely  kind, 

"  The  mighty  fall'n  on  mount  Gilbo." 
Much  surely  was  the  virgin's  joy. 

Who  with  the  Iliad  had  your  lays; 
For  e'er,  and  since  the  siege  of  Troy,  ' 

We  all  delight  in  love  and  praise. 
These  heaven-bom  passions,  such  desire, 

I  never  yet  could  think  a  crime ; 
But  first-rate  virtues,  which  inspire 

The  soul  to  reach  at  the  sublime. 
But  often  men  mistake  the  way. 

And  pump  for  fame  by  empty  boast. 
Like  your  gilt  Ass,  who  stood  to  bray. 

Till  in  a  flame  his  tail  he  lost. 
Him  th'  incurious  Bencher  hits. 

With  his  own  tale,  so  tight  and  clean. 
That,  while  I  read,  streams  gush,  by  fits 

Of  liearty  laughter,  from  my  een. 
Old  Chaucer,  bard  of  vast  ingine, 

Fontaine  and  Prior,  who  have  sung 
Blyth  tales  the  best^  had  they  heard  thine 

On  Lob,  they'd  own'd,themselves  out-dome. 
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The  plot's  portucd  with  so  much  glee, 

The  too  officious  dug  and  priest. 
The  squire  oppressed.  Town  for  me, 

I  never  heard  a  better  jest 
Pope  well  describ'd  an  Ombre  Game, 
And  king  revenging  captive  mieea^ 
He  merits ;  but  had  won  more  mme, 

If  author  of  your  Bowling-green. 
You  paint  your  parties,  play  each  bowl, 

So  natural,  just,  and  with  such  ease. 
That,  while  1  read,  upon  my  soul ! 

1  wonder  how  I  chance  to  please. 
Yet  I  have  pleas'd,  and  please  the  best ; 

And  sure  to  rae  laurels  belong, 
Smce  British  fur,  and  'moDgit  the  best, 

Somervile*s  consort  likes  my  song. 
Ravish'd  I  beard  th'  harmonious  fair 

Sing,  like  a  dweller  of  the  sky, 
My  verses  with  a  Scotian  air ; 

Then  saints  were  not  so  blest  as  L 
In  her  the  vahied  charms  unite ; 

She  really  is  what  all  would  seem. 
Gracefully  handsome,  wise  and  sweet: 

Tis  merit  to  have  her  esteem. 
Your  noble  kinsman,  her  lov'd  mate. 

Whose  worth  claims  all  the  world*s  respect, 
Met  in  her  love  a  smiling  fate. 

Which  has,  and  must  have,  good  effect. 
You  both  from  one  great  lineage  spring. 

Both  from  de  Somervile,  who  came 
With  William,  England^s  conquering  king, 

To  win  iair  plains,  and  iastini;  feme. 
IVhichnour  he  left  to 's  eldest  son  j 

Tha£  first-born  chief  you  represent : 
His  second  came  to  Galedon, 

From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  destent 
On  him  and  you  may  Fate  bestow 

Sweet  balmy  health  and  cheaHul  fire, 
As  long 's  ye  'd  wish  to  live  below, 

Stillblest  with  all  you  would  desire. 

0  sir!  oblige  the  world,  and  spread 
In  print  thoee  and  yovr  other  lays ; 

This  shall  be  betterM  while  they  read. 
And  after-ages  sound  your  praise. 

1  could  enlarge— but  if  I  should 

On  what  you  've  wrote,  my  ode  would  run 
Too  great  a  length— Your  thoughts  so  croud. 
To  note  them  all,  I'd  ne^er  have  done. 

Accept  this  offering  of  a  Muse, 

Who  on  her  Pictland  hills  ne'er  tires : 

Kor  should  (when  worth  invites)  refuse 
To  sing  the  person  she  admires. 

AN  ODE. 

S0MBLT  INSCRIBID  TO  TBS   SUftB  OV  MABUIOftOVGB, 
UPON  HIS  REMOVAL  FROM  ALL  HIS  PLAOIS. 

Virtus  repulsse  nescia  sordidss 
Intaminatis  fulget  honoribus, 
Kec  sumit,  ant  ponit  secures, 
Art>itrio  popolaris  auras.  Hor. 

Whbk,  in  meridian  gkiry  bright, 

You  shine  with  niore  illustrious  rays, 
'  Above  the  Muse's  weaker  flight, 
Abore  the  poet's  praii^ 


In  vain  the  goddess  moimU  her  native  dd^ 
In  vain,  with  feeble  whigs,  attempts  to  rise; 
Ift  vain  she  toils  to  do  her  hero  right. 
Lost  in  excess  of  day,  and  boundless  tracks  ofligiii 
The  Theban  swan  with  daring  wings. 
And  force  impetuous,  soars  oo  hig^ 
Above  the  clouds  sublimely  sings. 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
But  what,  alas !  wouM  Pindar  do^ 
Were  his  bold  Muse  to  sing  of  you  ? 
Can  Chromius' strength  be nam'd  with  younr 
Can  mimic  figfato  and  sportive  war 
With  Schellembergh's  demotish'd  towers. 
Or  Blenheim's  bloody  field  compare  ? 
The  bard  wouW  blush  at  Theron's  speed. 
When  Mariborough  mounts  the  fieiy  steed; 
And  the  despairing  foe  »s  pursued 
Through  towns  and  provinces  subdued. 
Fond  poet,  spare  thy  empty  boast. 
In  vain  thy  chariots  raise  so  great  a  dust ; 
See  Britain's  hero  with  whole  armies  flies. 
To  execute  his  vast  desgns. 
To  pass  the  Scheld,  to  foroe  the  Knes, 
Swift  as  thy  smoking  car,  to  win  th»  Olympie  prize. 
But  now,  when,  with  diminish'd  light. 
And  beams  more  tolerably  bright. 
With  less  of  grandeur  and  surprise. 
Mild  you  descend  to  mortal  eyes; 
Your  setting  glories  charm  us  more. 
Than  all  your  dazzling  pomp  before. 
Your  worth  is  better  understood. 
The  hero  more  distmctly  view'd. 
Glad  we  behold  him  not  so  great  as  good. 
True  Virtue's  amiable  face 
Improves,  when  shaded  by  disgrace; 
A  lively  sense  of  conscious  worth. 
Galls  all  her  hidden  beauties  forth  ; 
DartB  through  the  gk)om  a  lovely  ray. 
And,  by  her  own  intrinsic  light,  creates  a  nobler  dsy. 

I^  fickle  Chance  with  partial  hands  divide 
Her  gaudy  pomp,  her  tinsel  pride ; 
Who  to  her  knaves  and  fools  supplies 
Those  fovours  which  the  brave  despise. 
Let  Faction  raise  the  saucy  crowd, 
^And  call  her  multitude  to  arms| 
JjBt  Envy's  vipers  hiss  aloud. 
And  rouze  all  Hell  with  dire  alsnns  s 
Go  shake  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  hills  remove  ; 
Yet  still  the  hero's  mind  shall  be 
Unchangeable,  resolv'd,  and  free, 
Ffat'd  on  its  base,  firm  as  the  throne  of  Jove. 
Bntons,  look  back  on  those  auspicious  days, 
On  Ister's  banks  when  your  great  leader  stood. 
And  with  your  gasping  foes  encumber'd  all  the  flood 
Or  when  Ramillia's  bloody  plain 
Was  fotten'd  with  the  mighty  shun ; 
Or  when  Blaregnia's  ramparts  were  assail'd. 
With  force  that  Heaven  itself  had  scal'd. 
Did  then  reviling  pens  profone 

Your  Marlborough's  sacred  name  ? 
Did  noisy  tribunes  then  debauch  the  crowd } 
Did  their  unrighteous  votes  blaspheme  aloud  f 

Did  mercenary  tools  conspire 
To  curse  the  hero  whom  ,their  foes  admire  f 
No !— >The  contending  nations  sung  his  praise; 
Wliile  bards  of  every  clime 
Exert  their  most  triumphant  lays, 
No  thought  too  great,  no  diction  too  saUimtt 
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lh3,  gUniutttpitoeg?  Hif  not  for  fhob  we  grieve^ 

For  thy  inruliieimbk  fome 

No  diminution  can  receive, 

TkoQ,  migfaty  man !  act  atill  the  same, 

lliy  pursr  gold  elodes  the  flame  J 
This  fiery  trial  makes  thy  yirtue  thine, 
lad  pefsecotion  cromu  thy  brows  with  i«ys  divine. 
But  vhat,  alas !  shall  fiunting  Europe  do  ? 
How  sliand  the  shock  oTher  imperious  foe  ? 

What  soccessor  shall  bear  the  weight 

Of  all  our  cares?  andprop  the  state? 

Since  thou  our  Atlas  art  remor'd, 
O  be*  deterring  chief  1  and  therefore  best  belov'd  ? 


To  your  own  Blenheim's  blissful  seat, 

Fhni  this  ungrateful  world  retreat; 
A  gift  unequal  to  that  hero's  wortli,  [forth, 

Who  from  the  peaceful  Thames  led  our  bold  Britons 

To  free  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 

Who  by  the  thunder  of  his  arms 

Shook  the  proud  Rhdne  with  loud  alarms. 
And  rais'd  a  tempert  in  the  trembling  Seine. 

After  the  long  fiitignes  of  war. 

Repose  your  enrjrVl  virtues  here ; 

Enjoy,  my  lord,  the  sweet  repast 

Of  all  your  glorious  toils, 

A  pleasure  that  shall  ever  last. 

The  mighty  ccmfort  that  proceeds 

From  thejost  sense  of  virtnoot  deeds,   [spoill 
Content  with  endless  fame,  oontenm  the  meaner 

Pomona  calls,  and  Pan  invites, 

To  rural  pleasures,  chaste  delights; 

The  orange  and  the  citron  grove 

Will  by  your  hand  alone  improve ; 

Woald  fun  their  gaudy  liveries  wear. 
And  wait  your  presence  to  revive  the  year. 

In  this  Bysimn,  more  than  blest, 

Langh  at  the  vul^s  senseless  hate, 

The  politician's  vain  deceit. 

The  fkwning  knave,  the  proud  mgrtf e. 

Revolve  in  your  capacious  breast 

The  various  unforeseen  evenfai, 

And  unexpected  accidents,  tgi^^t 

ThA  change  the  flatting  scene,  and  overturn  the 

Frail  are  our  hopes,  and  short  the  data 

Of  grandeur's  transitory  state. 

Corinthian  brass  shall  melt  away, 

And  Parian  marble  shall  decay ; 
Tlie  vast  Golotsos,  that  on  either  short 

Exulting  stood,  is  now  no  more; 

Arts  and  artificers  shall  die. 

And  m  one  common  ruin  lie. 
Sdield  yoor  own  majestic  palace  rise. 

In  haste  to  emulate  the  skies ; 

The  gilded  globes,  the  poiuted  spires ; 

See  the  proud  dome's  ambitious  bei(^t^ 

EoiUem  of  power  and  pompous  state, 
Above  the  clouds  aspires : 

Tct  Vulcan's  ^tight,  or  angry  Jove, 

May  toon  its  towering  pride  reprove. 

Its  painted  glories  soon  cflbce, 
Diiidt  the  pondnont  roof ,  and  shake  the  solid  bate. 
Material  ttmcturet  mutt  submit  to  Fattu 
Bat  virtue  which  alone  is  truly  great. 

Virtue  like  yoon,  my  lord,  shall  be 

Secure  of  immortality. 

Nor  fbreigtt  fbroe,  nor  factious  rage. 

Nor  envy,  nor  devouring  age, 

Your  lasdng  glory  shall  impaii, 

Tone  ib^  mysterious  truths  declare^  | 


And  works  of  darkness  shall  disclose ; 

This  blesBiDg  is  reserved  for  you 
T'  outlive  the  trophies  to  your  merit  due^ 

And  malice  of  your  foes. 
If  glorious  actions,  in  a  glorious  cause. 

If  valour  negligent  of  praise, 
Deserving,  yet  retiring  from  applause. 
In  generous  minds  can  great  ideas  raise  : 
If  Europe  sav'd,  and  liberty  restored, 
By  steady  conduct,  and  a  prosperous  sword^ 
Gsn  claim  in  free-bom  souls  a  just  esteem; 

Britain's  victorious  chief  shall  be 

Rever'd  by  late  posterity. 
The  hero's  pattern,  arid  the  poet's  theme. 


ODE, 

OCCXIIONBD  BY  TBE  DUCB   OP  MAHLBOROVGl'S 
XMBARKINC   FOR  OSTEND,  AM.    1712. 


Interque  moerentes  amioos 
Egregius  properavit  exuL 


Hor. 


Ym  powers,  who  rule  the*bonndless  deep. 
Whose  dread  commands  the  winds  obey^ 

To  roll  the  waters  on  a  heap'. 
Or  smooth  the  liquid  way  i 
Propitious  hear  Britannia's  pra3reiv 
Britannia's  hope  is  now  your  care. 
Whom  oft  to  yonder  distant  shore. 
Your  hospitable  billows  bore, 
When  Europe  in  distress  implor'd 
Relief  from  his  victorious  sword ; 
Who,  when  the  mighty  work  was  dtne,- 
Tynuxts  repeird  and  battles  won. 

On  your  glad  waves,  proud  of  the  glorious  load, 
Tliio^  these  your  watery  realms,  in  yearly  triumph- 
To  winds  and  seas,  distressed  he  flies,      [roda* 
From  storms  at  land,  and  Action's  spight : 
ThoNogh  the  more  fickle  crowd  denies. 

The  wiiids,  the  seas,  shaU  do  his  virtue  right 
Be  husht,  ye  winds  f  be  still,  ye  seas ! 
Ye  billows  sleep  at  ease. 
And  in  your  rocky  caverns  rest ! 

Let  all  be  calm  as  the  great  hero*s  breast 
Here  no  uimily  passions  reign. 
Nor  servile  foar,  nor  proud  disdain, 
Each  wilder  lust  is  banished  hence. 
Where  gentle  love  presides,  and  mild  benevolence^ 
Hkre  no  gloomy  caret  arise. 
Conscious  honour  still  supplies, 
Friendly  hope,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Such  as  dying  martyrs  find. 

Serene  within,  no  guilt  he  knows. 
While  all  his  wrongs  sit  heavy  on  his  foea. 

Say,  Muse,  what  hero  shall  I  sing, 

What  great  example  bring. 
To  parallel  this  mighty  wrong, 
And  with  his  graceful  woes  adorn  my  song  I 
Shall  brave  Themistocles  appear 
Before  the  haughty  Persian's  throne  ? 
While  conquered  chiefs  confess  their  fear. 
And  shatter'd  fleets  bis  triumphs  own ; 
In  admiration  flx'd,  the  monarch  stood. 
With  secret  joy,  his  glorious  prize  he  view'd. 
Of  more  intrinsic  worth  than  provinces  subdued. 
Or  faithful  Aristides,  sent, 
For  beJQg  just,  to  banishment, 
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He  writ  the  rigid  sentence  down. 

He  pitied  the  misgruided  clown. 
Or  him,  who,  when  brib'd  orators  misled 
The  factious  tribes,  to  hostile  Sparta  fled  ; 
The  vile  ingrateful  crowd, 

Proclaim'd  their  impious  joy  aloud, 
But  soon  the  fools  discovert  to  their  cost, 
Athens  in  Alcibiades  was  lost. 
Or,  if  a  Roman  name  delight  thee  more. 

The  great  Dictator's  fete  deplore, 
Camillus  against  noisy  fection  bold. 

In  victories  and  triumphs  old. 
Ungrateful  Rome ! 

Punished  by  Heaven's  avenging  doom. 
Soon  shall  thy  ardent  vows  invite  him  home. 

The  mighty  chieftain  soon  recall. 

To  prop  the  felling  capitol, 
And  save  his  country  from  the  peijur'd  Oaul. 

Search,  Muse,  the  dark  recoixls  of  time. 

And  every  shameful  story  trace, 

Black  with  injustice  and  disgrace, 

'^lien  glorious  merit  was  a  crime  ; 
Tet  these,  all  these,  but  feintly  can  expreu 
Folly  without  excuse,  and  madness  in  excess. 

The  noblest  object  that  our  eyes  can  bless, 
U  the  brave  man  triumphant  in  distress  ; 

Above  the  reach  of  partial  Fate, 

Above  the  vulgar's  praise  or  hate,       [depress. 
Whom  no  feign'd  smiles  can  raise,  no  real  frowns 
View  him,  ye  Britons,  on  the  naked  shore, 
Resolv'd  to  trust  your  feithless  vows  no  more. 
That  mighty  man  !  who  for  ten  glorious  years 
Surpess'd  our  hopes,  prevented  all  our  prayers. 

A  name,  in  every  clime  renown'd, 

By  nations  bless'd,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 
In  solemn  jubilees  our  days  we  spent. 
Our  hearts  exulting  in  each  grand  event. 

Factions  applaud  the  man  they  hate. 
And  with  regret,  to  pay  their  painful  homage  wait 

Have  I  not  seen  this  crowded  shore. 

With  multitudes  all  cover'd  o'er } 

While  hills  and  groves  their  joy  proclaim. 

And  echoing  rocks  return  his  name. 
Attentive  on  the  lovely  form  they  gaze : 

He  with  a  chearfiil  smile, 
Glad  to  revisit  this  his  parent  isle, 
Flies  from  their  incense,  anjl  escapes  their  praise. 

Yes,  Britons,  view  him  still  unmov'd, 
Unchanged,  though  less  belov'd. 
His  generous  soul  no  deep  resentment  fires, 
But,  blushing  for  his  country's  crimes,  the  kind  good 
man  retires. 
Ev'n  now  he  fights  for  this  devoted  isle, 
And  labours  to  pitacrvc  his  native  soil. 
Diverts  the  vengeance  which  just  Heaven  prepares, 
Accus'd,  disarmed,  protects  us  with  his  prayers. 
Obdurate  hearts  !  cannot  such  merit  move  ? 
The  hero's  valour,   nor  the  patriot's  love  ? 
Fly,  fipoddess,  fly  this  inauspicious  place : 

Spurn  at  the  vile  degenerate  race, 
Attend  the  glorious  exile,  and  proclaim 

la  other  climes  his  lasting  fame, 
M^here  honest  hearts,  unknowing  to  forget 

Hie  blessings  Irom  his  arms  receiv'd, 

Confess  with  joy  the  mighty  debt. 
Their  altars  rescued,  and  their  gods  reliev'd. 

Nor  fails  the  hero  to  a  clime  unknown, 
Citiefi  preserved,  their^reat  deliverer  own : 


ImpatSent  crowds  about  him  pieis. 

And  with  sincere  devotion  bless. 
Those  plains,  of  ten  years  war  the  bloody  Stage, 
(Where  panting  nations  struggled  to  be  free 

And  life  exchanged  fbr  liberty) 
Retain  the  marks  of  stem  Bellona's  rage. 

The  doubtful  hind  mistakes  the  field 

His  fiuitless  toil  so  lately  till'd : 
Here  deep  intrenchments  sunk,  and  vales  ^ipear, 

The  vain  retreats  of  Gallic  fear ; 
There  new>created  hills  deform  the  pfaun. 

Big  with  the  carnage  of  the  slain : 

These  monuments,  when  Faction's  spigtit 

Has  spit  its  poisonous  foam  in  vain. 

To  endless  ages  shall  proclaim 

The  matchles  warrior's  might.  [right 

The  graves  of  slaughter'd  foes  shall  do  his  valour 

These  when  the  curious  traveller 
Amaz'd  shall  view,  and  with  attentive  care 
Trace  the  sad  footsteps  of  destructive  War; 

Successive  bards  shall  tell. 
How  Marlborough  fought,  how  gasping  tyrants  &H. 
Alternate  ehiefs  confess'd  the  victor's  feme, 
Pleas'd  and  excus'd  in  their  successor's  ^ame. 

In  every  change,  in  every  focm. 

The  Proteus  felt  his  conquering  arm : 
Convinc'd  of  weakness,  in  extreme  despair. 
They  hirk'd  behind  their  lines,and  waged  a  lazy  wv. 
Nor  lines  nor.forts  could  calm  the  soklier's  fear, 

Suipriz'd  he  found  a  Marlborough  there. 
Nature,  nor  Art,  his  eager  rage  withstood. 
He  measur'd  distant  plains,  he  forc'd  the  rapid  flood. 

He  fought,  he  conquer'd,  he  pursued. 
In  years  advanc'd,  with  youthful  vigour  warm'd, 
The  work  of  ages  in  a  day  perform'd. 
When  kindly  gleams  dissolve  the  winter  snows 
From  Alpine  hills,  with  such  impetuous  haste 
The  icy  torrent  flows ; 
In  vain  the  rocks  oppose. 
It  drives  along  enlarg'd,  and  lays  the  regions  waste. 

Stop,  goddess,  thy  presumptuous  flight. 

Nor  soar  to  such  a  dangerous  height. 
Raise  not  the  ghost  of  his  departed  feme. 
To  pierce  our  conscious  souls  with  guilty  T 

But  tune  thy  harp  to  humbler  lays, 

Nor  meditate  offensive  praise. 


MR.  ADDISON, 

OCCASIONED  BY   HIS    PURCHASIIfC   AN   ESTATC  flf 

WARWICKSHIRE. 

— En  erit  unquam 
Ille  dies,  mihi  cum  liceat  tua  dicere  fects ! 
En  erit,  ut  liceat  totum  mihi  ferre  per  ocbem 
Sola  Sophocleo  tua  carmioa  digua  cothvno! 

Virs, 

To  the  gay  town  where  gtiilty  pleasure  reigns. 
The  wise  good  man  prefers  our  humble  plains : 
Neglected  honours  on  his  merit  wait,  ' 
Here  he  retires  when  courted  to  be  great. 
The  world  resigning  for  this  calm  retreat. 
His  soul  with  wisdom's  choicest  treasures  firaught, 
Here  proves  m  practice  each  sublimer  thought. 
And  lives  by  rules  his  happy  pen  has  taught. 

Great  bard  !  how  Shall  my  worthless  MuseaspiiS 
To  reach  your  praise,  without  yoor  sacred  fixe  ? 
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from  tbe  judicious  critic's  piercing  eyes. 
To  the  best-natnt'd  man  secure  she  flies. 

When  panting  Virtue  her  last  efforts  made. 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin*s  aid ; 
Presumptuous  Folly  blushed,  and  Vice  withdrew. 
To  vengeance  yielding  her  abandoned  crew. 
Ts  true,  conflederate  wits  their  forces  join, 
Parnassus  labours  in  the  work  divine  : 
Vet  these  we  read  with  too  impatient  eyes. 
And  hunt  for  you  through  every  dark  disguise; 
fai  vain  your  modesty  that  name  conceals, 
^Tiich  o'cry  thought,  which  every  word,  reveals, 
With  like  success  bright  Beauty's  goddets  tries 
To  \e\\  inmiortal  charms  from  mortal  eyes  ; 
Her  graceful  port,  and  her  celestial  mien. 
To  her  bfave  son  betray  the  Cypriau  queen ; 
Odours  divine  perfume  her  rosy  breast, 
She  glides  along  the  plain  in  majesty  confessed, 
llaid  was  the  task,  and  worthy  your  great  mind, 
To  please  at  once,  and  to  reform  mankind : 
Yet,  when  you  write.  Truth  charms  with  such  address, 
Pleads  Vbtue's  cause  with  such  becoming  graoe. 
His  own  fond  heart  the  guilty  wretch  betrays. 
He  yields  <leUghted,  and  convinced  obeys  : 
Von  touch  our  follies  with  so  nice  a  skill. 
Nature  and  habit  prompt  in  vain  to  ilL 
Nor  can  it  lessen  the  Spectator's  praise. 
That  from  your  friendly  hand  he  wears  the  hays ; 
His  great  design  all  ages  shall  commend. 
But  more  his  happy  choice  in  such  a  friend. 
i)o  the  hur  queen  of  night  the  world  relieves, 
Kor  at  tbe  Sua*B  superior  honour  grieves, 
Prood  to  reflect  the  glories  she  receives. 

When  dark  oblivion  is  the  warrior's  lot, 
His  merits  censur'd,  and  his  wounds  forgot ; 
When  boraishM  helms  and  gilded  armour  rust, 
And  each  proud  trophy  sinks  in  common  dust : 
Fresh  blooming  honours  deck  the  poet's  brows. 
He  shares  the  mighty  blessings  he  bestows. 
His  spreadiqg  fiime  enlarges  as  it  flows. 
Had  not  your  Muse  in. her  immortal  strain 
Described  the  gknious  toils  on  Blenheim's  plain, 
Ev'n  Marlborough  might  have  fought,  and  Dormer 

bled  in  vain. 
When  honour  calls,  and  the  just  canse  inspires, 
Britain's  hold  sons  to  emulate  their  sires ; 
Your  Muse  these  great  examples  shall  supply. 
Like  thafc  to  conquer,  or  like  this  to  die. 
Contending  nations  antient  Homer  claim, 
And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name ; 
Our  happier  soQ  the  prize  shall  yield  to  none, 
Axdenna's  groves  shaO  boast  an  Addison. 
Ye  silvan  powers,  and  all  ye  rural  gods. 
That  guard  these  peaceful  shades,  and  blest  abodes; 
For  yoar  new  guest  your  choicest  gifts  prepare, 
£xcced  his  wi^es,  and  prevent  bis  prayer; 
Grant  him,  propitious,  freedom,  health,  and  peace. 
And  as  his  virtues,  let  his  stores  increase. 
His  lavish  hand  no  deity  shall  mourn. 
The  pious  hard  shall  make  a  just  return  | 
Id  lasting  verse  eternal  altars  raise, 
And  over-pay  your  bounty  with  his  praise. 

Tune  every  reed,  touch  every  string,  ye  swains, 
Welcome  the  stranger  to  these  happy  plains. 
With  liynuiB  of  joy  in  solemn  pomp  attend 
ApoHo's  darling,  and  the  Muses'  friend.       [groves. 
Ye  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  streams  and  shady 
forget  a  wUle  to  mourn  your  absent  lovts  ; 


In  song  and  sportive  dance  your  joy  poclaim, 
In  yielding  blushes  own  your  rising  flame : 
Be  kind,  ye  nymphs,  nor  let  him  sigh  ih  vain. 

Each  land  remote  your  curious  eye  has  view'd. 
That  Grecian  arts,  or  Roman  arms  subdu'd, 
Search'd  every  region,  every  distant  soil, 
With  pleasing  labour  and  instructive  toil : 
Say  then,  accomplish'd  bard !  what  god  inclin'd 
To  these  our  humble  plains  your  generous  mind  ? 
Nor  would  you  deign  in  Latian  fields  to  dwell. 
Which  none  know  better,  or  describe  so  welL 
In  vain  ambrosial  fruits  invite  your  stay. 
In  vain  the  myrtle  groves  obstruct  your  way, 
And  ductile  streams  that  round  the  borders  stray. 
Your  wiser  choice  prefers  this  spot  of  Earth, 
Distinguish'd  by  th'  immortal  Shakespear's  birth  | 
Where  through  the  voles  the  fair  Avona  glides. 
And  nourishes  the  glebe  with  fattening  tides  ; 
Flora's  rich  gifts  deck  all  the  verdant  soil. 
And  plenty  crowns  the  happy  farmer's  toiL 
Here,  on  Uie  painted  borders  of  the  flood, 
The  babe  was  bom ;  his  bed  with  roses  strow'd : 
Here  in  an  ancient  veneraUe  dome, 
Oppress'd  with  grief,  we  view  the  poefs  tomb. 
Angels  unseen  watch  o*er  his  hallow'd  um. 
And  in  soft  elegies  complaining. mourn: 
While  the  hless'd  saint,  in  loftier  strains  above. 
Reveals  the  wonders  of  eternal  love. 
The  Heavens,  delighted  in  his  tuneful  lays. 
With  silent  joy  attend  their  Maker's  praise. 
In  Heaven  he  sings ;  on  Earth  your  Muse  suppliei 
Til'  important  loss,  and  heals  our  weeping  eyes. 
Correctly  great,  she  melts  each  flinty  heart. 
With  equal  genius,  but  superior  art 
Hail,  happy  pair !  ordain'd  by  turns  to  bless. 
And  save  a  sinking  nation  in  distress. 
By  great  examples  to  reform  the  crowd. 
Awake  their  zeal,  and  warm  their  frozen  l^lood. 
When  Brutus  strikes  for  liberty  and  laws, 
Nor  spares  a  father  in  his  country's  cause  ; 
Justice  severe  applauds  the  cruel  deed, 
A  tyrant  suflfers,  and  the  world  is  freed. 
But,  when  we  see  the  godlike  Cato  bleed. 
The  nation  weeps ;  and  from  thy  fate,  oh  Rome ! 
Learns  to  prevent  her  own  Impending  doom. 
Where  is  the  wretch  a  worthless  life  can  prize, 
Wlien  senates  are  no  more,  and  Cato  dies  ? 
Indulgent  sorrow,  and  a  pleasing  pain. 
Heaves  in  each  breast,  and  beats  in  every  vein. 
Th'  eicpiring  patriot  animates  tbe  crowd. 
Bold  they  demand  their  ancient  rights  aloud. 
The  dear-bought  purchase  of  their  fathers'  blood* 
Fair  liberty  her  head  majestic  rears, 
Ten  thousand  blessings  in  her  bosom  bears ; 
Serene  she  smiles,  revealing  all  her  charms. 
And  calls  her  free-bom  youth  to  glorious  arms. 
Faction  's  repell'd,  and  grumbling  leaves  her  prey. 
Forlorn  she  sits,  and  dreads  the  fatal  d^y. 
When  eastern  gales  shall  sweep  her  hopes  away. 
Such  ardent  zeal  your  Muse  alone  could  rajse. 
Alone  reward  it  with  immortal  praise. 
Ages  to  come  shall  celebmte  your  fame. 
And  rescued  Britain  bless  the  poet's  nanxe. 
So  when  the  dreaded  powers  of  Sparta  fail'd, 
Tyrtffius  and  Athenian  wit  prevail'd. 
Too  weiik  the  laws  by  wise  Lycurgus  made. 
And  rules  severe  without  the  Muses'  r»id  : 
He  touch'd  the  trembling  strings,  tho  poet's  song 
Reviv'd  the  faint,  and  madQ  the  feeble  strong ; 
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RecalPd  the  tivlng  to  the  diuty  plain. 
And  to  a  better  life  restored  the  slain. 
The  victor-host  amaz'd,  with  horror  view'd 
Th'  assembliog  troops,  and  all  the  war  renew*d  ; 
To  more  than  mortal  courage  quit  the  field. 
And  to  their  foes  th*  unfinish'd  trophies  yield. 


AN 

IMJTATIOIS  OF  HORACE, 

BOOK  IT.   ODB  XX. 

INSCKIBBD  TO 

tHB  BIGHT  RONOUBABLB  JAMBS   STAHBOPB,  BIQ.    OMB 

OF  HIS  MAJESTr*8  I'RINCIPAL   SBCBBTABIBS  OP   8TATB, 

APTBRWAID8  EABL  STAHHOPB. 

Boty  near  Avraia's  winding  stream 

I  tmich  the  trembling  lyre, 
Ko  vulgar  thoughts,  no  vulgar  theme, 

Shall  the  hold  Muse  inspife. 
nis  immortality  *s  her  aim ; 

Sublime  she  mounts  the  skies, 
She  climbs  the  steep  ascent  to  fkme, 
Kor  ever  shall  want  force  to  rise. 
While  she  suppOfts  her  flight  with  Stanhope*s  name. 
What  though  majestic  Milton  stands  alone 

Inimitably  great  1 
Bow  low,  ye  bards,  at  his  exalted  throne, 

And  lay  your  lalMurs  at  his  feet ; 
Capacious  soul !  whose  boundless  thoughts  survey 
Heaven,  Hell,  earth,  sea ; 
Lo  !  where  th'  embattled  gods  appear. 
The  mountains  from  their  seats  they  tear. 
And  shake  th'  empyreal  Heavens  with  impious  war. 
Yet,  nor  shall  Milton's  ghost  repine 
At  oil  the  honours  we  b^ow 
On  Addison's  deserving  brow, 
By  whom  convinc'd,  we  own  his  work  divine, 
Whose  skilftil  pen  has  done  his  merit  right. 
And  set  the  jewel  in  a  fairer  light 
EnlivenM  by  his  bright  Essay 
Each  flowery  scene  appears  more  gay. 
New  beauties  spring  in  Eden's  fertile  gro\'es 
And  by  his  culture  Paradise  improves. 
Garth,  by  Apollo  doubly  bless'd. 
Is  by  the  god  entire  possessed : 

Age,  unwilling  to  depart. 
Begs  life  from  his  prevailing  skill ; 

Youth,  reviving  from  his  art. 
Borrows  its  charms  and  power  to  kill  t 
But  when  the  patriot's  iijur'd  fiune. 
His  country's  honour,  or  his  friends^ 
A  more  extensive  bounty  claim, 
With  joy  the  rehd)  Muse  attends, 
Immortal  honours  she  bestows, 
A  gift  the  Muse  alone  can  give ; 
She  crowns  the  glorious  victor's  browi. 
And  bids  expiring  Virtue  live. 
Nymphs  yet  unborn  shall  melt  with  amorous  flames 
That  Congreve's  Uyi  inspire^ 
And  Philips  warm  the  gentle  swains 

To  love  and  soft  desire. 
Ah  !  shun,  ye  fkir,  the  dangerous  sounds, 
Alaa !  each  moving  accent  wounds. 
The  sparks  conceal'd  revive  again. 
The  god  rest^'d  resumes  his  reign. 
In  killing  joys  and  pleasing  paia. 


-    Thus  does  each  bard  in  different  gaib  Mppmtt 

Each  Muse  has  her  peculiar  air, 
And  in  propriety  of  dress  becomes  more  hii; 
To  each,  impartial  Providence 

WeU-chosen  gifts  bestows, 
He  varies  his  munificence. 
And  in  divMed  streams  the  heavenly  blessing  flom. 

If  we  look  back  on  ages  past  and  gone, 
-    When  infant  Time  his  race  begun. 
The  distant  view  still  lessens  to  oor  sight, 
Obscur'd  in  clouds,  and  vdi'd  in  shactes  of  nigfat 
The  Muse  alone  can  the  dark  scenes  display, 
Enlarge  the  prospect,  and  disckne  the  day. 
Tis  she  the  records  of  times  past  explores, 
And  the  dead  hero  to  new  life  restores, 
To  the  brave  man  who  for  his  countiy  died, 
F4«cts  a  lasting  pyramid, 
Supports  his  dignity  and  fame. 
When  mouldering  pillars  drop  his  name. 
In  full  proiy>rtion  leads  her  warrior  forth, 

Discovers  his  neglected  worth. 
Brightens  his  deeds,  by  envious  rust  o'ercast, 
T*  improve  the  present  age,  and  vindicate  the  pait 
Did  not  the  Muse  our  crying  wrongs  repeat, 
Ages  to  come  no  more  should  know 
Of  Lewis  by  oppression  great 

Than  we  of  Nimrod  now : 
The  meteor  should  but  blaze  and  die, 
Depriv'd  of  the  reward  of  endless  in&my. 
Ev'n  that  brave  chief,  who  set  the  nations  free. 
The  greatest  name  the  world  can  boast. 
Without  the  Muse's  aid,  shall  be 
Sunk  in  the  tide  of  time,  and  m  oblivion  lost 
The  sculptor's  hand  may  make  the  maible  live. 
Or  the  bold  pencil  trace 
The  wonders  of  that  lovely  face. 
Where  every  charm,  and  every  grace. 
That  man  can  wish,  or  Heaven  can  give, 
In  happy  union  join'd,  confess   . 
The  hero  bom  to  conquer,  and  to  blesa. 
Yet  vain,  alas !  is  every  art. 
Till  the  great  work  the  Muse  complete. 
And  everiasting  Fame  impart. 
That  soars  aloft,  above  the  reach  of  Fate. 
Hail,  happy  bard  !  on  whom  the  gods  bestow 
A  genius  equal  to  the  vast  design. 
Whose  thoughts  sublime  in  easy  numbers  (kiw. 
While  Marlborough's  virtues  animate  each  lhi» 
How  shall  our  trembling  souls  survey 
The  horrours  of  each  bloody  day ; 
The  wreaking  carnage  of  the  plain 
Encnmber'd  with  the  mighty  slain. 
The  strange  variety  of  death. 
And  the  sad  murmurs  of  departing  breath  } 
Scamander's  streams  shall  yield  to  Danube's  floo^ 
To  the  dark  bosom  of  the  deep  pursued 
By  fieroer  flames,  and  stain'd  with  nobler  blood. 
The  gods  shall  arm  on  either  skie, 
Th'  important  quarrel  to  decide; 
The  grand  event  embroil  the  realms  abof  e, 
And  Faction  revel  m  the  court  of  Jove  ; 

While  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea,  and  air, 
l^iali  feel  the  mighty  shock  and  labour  Of  the  «v. 

Virtue  conceal'd  obscurely  dies. 

Lost  in  the  mean  disguise 
Of  abject  sloth,  depressed,  unknown. 
Rough  in  its  native  bed  tlie  unwrought  diamoid  nes| 
Till  ehance,  or  art,  reveal  its  worth 
And  call  its  latent  glories  forth  j 
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But  whCD  its  radmnt  charms  are  view'd, 
Becomes  the  idol  of  the  crowd, 
And  adds  oew  hist  re  to  the  monarches  croini. 

What  British  harp  can  lie  unstnin? , 

When  9tanhope*s  fame  demands  a  ^ong } 
Upward,  ye  Muses,  take  your  waatoD  flight. 

Tune  every  Ivre  ti)  Stanhope^s  praise, 

Exert  your  most  triumphant  lays, 
Kbr  solie'  such  heroic  deeds  to  sink  in  endless  night. 
The  golden  Tagus  shall  f>rget  to  flow, 

Ai^  Ebro  leave  its  channel  dry, 

Ere  Stanhope'i»  name  to  time  shall  bow. 

And  lost  in  dark  oMivion  lie. 
Where  shall  the  Muse  begin  her  airy  flight ; 

Where  first  direct  her  dubious  way ; 

Lost  in  variety  of  light. 

And  dazzled  in  excess  of  day ; 
Wisdom  and  valour,  probity  and  truth. 
At  once  upon  the  labouring  fancy  ^rong, 
The  conduct  of  old  age,  the  fire  of  youth,- 
Voited  in  one  brea<«t  perplex  the  poet's  song. 

TThose  virtues  which  dispersed  and  rare 

The  gods  too  thriftily  bestow'd. 

And  scatter'd  to  amuse  the  crowd. 

When  f<»rroer  heroes  were  their  care  ; 

V  exert  at  once  their  power  di^e. 

In  thee,  brave  chief,  collected  shine. 

So  from  each  lovely  blooming  face 

Th*  ambitious  artist  stole  a  grace, 

When  in  one  finished  piece  he  strove 

To  paint  th*  all-glorious  queen  of  lova. 

Thy  provident  unbiass*d^mind, 

Knowing  in  arts  of  peace  and  war. 

With  indefatigable  care, 

LaNnrs  the  good  of  human  kind : 
Erect  ,n  dangers,  mcxlest  in  success, 

Corraption*s  everlasting  bane, 

Where  injur'd  merit  finds  redress. 

And  worthless  villains  wait  in  vain. 

Though  fawning  knaves  besiege  thy  gate. 

And  court  the  honest  man  they  hate;       .    « 

Thy  steady  virtue  charges  through. 

Alike  unerring  to  subdue, 
Ai  when  on  Almanara^s  plain  the  scattered  squa- 
drons flew. 

Vam  are  th'  attacks  of  force  or  art, 
'^'here  Caesar's  arm  defends  a  Cato's  heart 

Oh  !  could  thy  generous  soul  dispense 
Thmnch  this  unrighteous  age  its  sacred  influence ; 
C'^ald  the  ba^  crowd  fnim  thy  example  learn 
To  trample  on  their  impious  gifts -with  scorn. 

With  shame  confounded  to  behold 

A  nation  for  a  trifle  <^>ld. 

Dejected  senates  should  no  more 

Their  champion's  ab.^ence  mourn, 
Contending  boroughs  should  thy  name  return ; 

Thy  bold  Philippics  should  restore 

Britannia's  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame, 
Kor  liberty  be  deem'd  an  empty  name, 
WTiile  tjrrants  trembled  on  a  foreign  shore. 

No  swellmg  titles,  pomp,  and  state. 

The  trappings  of  a  magistrate, 
Cn  Aignify  a  slave7  or  make  a  traitor  great. 

For,  careless  of  external  show, 

Sage  Katifre  dictates  whom  t'  olbey. 

And  we  the  ready  homage  pay. 

Which  to  superior  gifts  we  owe. 
Herit  like  thine  repnlsM  an  empire  gamf. 

And  viitoey  though  neglacttd,  reigns. 


The  wretch  is'  indigent  and  poor, 
Who  brooding  sits  o'er  his  ill-gotten  store ; 
■Trembling  with  guilt,  and  haunted  by  his  sin. 
He  feels  the  rigid  judge  within. 
.    But  they  alone  are  blessed  who  wisely  know 
T'  enjoy  the  little  which  the  gods  bestow. 
Proud  of  their  glorious  want«<,  disdain 
To  barter  honesty  for^m  ; 
No  other  ill  but  shame  they  fear, 
And  scuhi  to  purchase  life  t  >o  dear; 
Profusely  lav  sh  of  their  blood, 
For  their  dear  friends  or  country's  good. 
If  Britam  conquer,  can  rejoice  in  death. 
And  in  triumphant  shouts  resign  their  bireath. 


TO  DR,  MACKENZIE. 

O  THOU,  whose  penetrating  mind, 
V^'hose  heart  iK'nevolent,  and  kind. 
Is  ever  present  in  distress ; 
Glad  to  preserve,  and  proud  to  bless : 
Oh !  leave  not  Arden's  feith^l  grove," 
On  Caledonian  hills  to  rove. 
But  hear  our  fond  united  prayer. 
Nor  force  a  county  to  despair. 

Le£  homicides  in  Warwick-lane 
With  hecatombs  of  victims  slain, 
Butcher  for  knighthood,  and  for  gain; 
While  thou  pursu'st  a  nobler  aim, 
TVcliniifg  interest  for  feme. 
Wheree'er  thy  Maker's  image  dwells. 
In  gilded  roofo,  or  smoky  cells. 
The  same  thy  zeal :  overjoy  d  to  save 
Thy  fellow  creature  from  the  grave: 
For  well  thy  soul  can  understand 
The  poor  man's  call  is  God's  command; 
No  fJail,  no  transient  good,  his  fee ; 
But  Heaven,  and  bless'd  eternity. 
Nor  are  thy  labours  here  in  vain. 
The  pleasure  over-pays  the  pain.' 
True  happiness  <^if  understood) 
Consists  alone,  in  doing.good ; 
Speak,  all  ye  wise,  can  God  bestow. 
Or  man  a  greater  pleasure  know  } 
See  where  the  grateful  father  bows  ! 
His  tears  confess  how  much  he  owes : 
His  son,  the  darling  of  his  heart, 
Kestor'd  by  your  prevailing  art ; 
His  house,  his  name,  redeem'd  by  you/ 
His  ancient  honmirs  bloom  anew. 
But  oh  !  what  idioms  can  express 
Tlie  vast  transcendent  happiness 
The  faithfiil  husband  feels  ?  his  wife. 
His  bettfer  half,  recall'd  to  life: 
See,  with  what  rapture !  see  him  view 
The  shattered  frame  rebuilt  by  you  ! 
See  health  rekindling  in  her  eyes  ! 
See  baffled  Death  give  up  his  prize  ? 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  canst  thou' forbear. 
In  this  gay  scene  to  claim  a  share  ? 
Does  not  thv  blood  more  swiftly  flow  ; 
Thy  heart  with  secret  transport  glow  ? 
Health,  life,  by  Heaven's  indulgence  sent. 
And  thou  the  glorious  instrument! 
Safe  in  thy  art,  no  ills  we  fear. 
Thy  hand  shall  plant  Eljrsium  here; 
Pale  Sickness  shall  thy  triumphs  own. 
And  roddy  Htalth  axalt  her  throm. 
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The  fair,  renew'd  in  all  her  charms, 
\  Shall  fly  to  thy  protecting  arms 
With  gracious  smiles  repay  thy  care, 
And  leave  her  lovers  in  despair. 
While  multitudes  applaud  and  bless 
Their  great  asylum  in  distress, 
My  humble  Muse,  among  the  crcmd^ 
Her  joyfnl  Poeans  sings  aloud. 
Could  I  but  with  Msconian  flight 
Sublimely  soar  through  fields  of  light. 
Above  the  stars  thy  namef  should  shine, 
Kor  great  Machaon's  rival  thine ! 
But  father  Phoebus,  who  has  done 
So  much  for  thee,  his  fiivoarite  son. 
His  other  gifts  on  me  bestows 
With  partial  hands,  nor  hears  my  vows : 
Oh!  let  a  grateful  heart  supply,     ' 
What  the  penurious  powers  deny ! 


THE  WIFE* 

iMPBftUL  Jove  {Bi  poets  sang  of  old) 
Was  coupled  to  a  more  imperial  scold, 
A  jealous,  termagant,  instdting  jade. 
And  more  observant  than  a  withered  maid  i 
She  watch'd  bis  waters  with  nnweary'd  eyes 
And  chased  the  god  through  every  sly  disguise, 
Out-brav'd  his  tibunder  with  her  louder  voice, 
And  shook  the  poles  with  everlasting  noise. 
At  midnight  rpvels  when  the  gossips  met, 
He  was  the  theme  of  their  eternal  chat: 
This  ask*d  what  form  great  Jove  would  next  devise. 
And  when  his  godship  would  again  Taurise  ? 
That  hinted  at  the  wanton  life  he  led 
With  Leda,  and  with  baby  Gfan3rmede : 
Scandals  and  lies  went  merrily  about. 
With  hes^venly  lambsrwooji,  and  nectarial  stout 
Home  she  returns  erect  with  Inst  and  pride. 
At  bed  and  board  alike  unsatisfy'd  ^ 
The  hen-pecked  god  her  angry  presence  flies. 
Or  at  her  feet  the  passive  thiinderer  lies, 
In  vain :  still  more  she  rav^,  stBl  more  she  storms^ 
And  Heaven's  high  vaults  echo  her  kmd  alarms : 
To  Bacchus,  merry  blade,  the  god  repairs. 
To  drown  in  nectar  his  domestic  cares. 
The  fury  thither  too  pursues  the  ehase. 
Palls  the  rich  juice,  and  poisons  every  glass  | 
Wine,  that  makes  cowards  brave,  the  dying  strong, 
Is  a  poor  cordial  'gainst  a  woman's  tongue. 
To  arms !  to  arms !  th'  impetuous  fsry  cries. 
The  jolly  god  th'  impending  ruin  flies': 
His  trembling  tigers  hide  their  feaofcl  headEs, 
Scared  at  a  fierceness  which  their  own  exceeds  > 
Bottles  aloft,  like  bursting  bombs,  resound  ; 
'  And,  smoking,  spout  their  iiquki  ruin  round ; 
Like  storms  of  hail  the  scattor'd  fragments  fly, 
Bniis'd  bowls  and  broken  glass  obscure  the  sky  f 
'  Tables  and  cluurs,  and  stools,  together  huri'd. 
With  universal  wreck  fright  all  the  nether  world. 
Such  was  the  clamour,  such  great  Jove's  surprise. 
When  by  gigantic  hands  the  mountains  rise, 
To  wrest  his'thunder,  and  invade  the  skies. 
Who  would  not  envy  Jove  eternal  life. 
And  wi$;h  for  godhead  clogif'd  with  such  a  wife  } 
If  e'er  it  be  my  wayward  fete  to-  wed, 
Avert,  ye  powers,  a  Juno  from  my  bed ! 
Jjet  her  be  foolish,  ug^y,  crooked,  old, 
Let  her  be  whore,  or  any  thing  but  scold  I 


With  prayers  inoessaiit  fisr  my  lot  I  erkve 
The  quiet  cuckdld,  not  the  ben-peck'd  dave; 
Or  give  me  peace  on  Earth,  or  give  it  id  the  gitve! 


IV  MEIfOET  OF  TBB 

REV.  MR.  MOORE. 

Op  humble  birth,  but  of  more  humble  mmdj 
By  learning  mw^  by  virtue  more  refin'd, 
A  feir  and  equal  fnend  to  all  mankind. 
Parties  and  sects,  by  fierce  divisions  torn. 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  consent  to  moom; 
Their  hearts  unite  in  undissembled  woe. 
And  m  qne  common  stream  their  sorrows  Bxm, 
Each  part  in  life  with  equal  grace  he  bore. 
Obliging  to  the  rich,  a  fether  to  the  poor* 
Prom  smfii]  riots  silently  he  fled. 
But  came  unbidden  to  the  sick  man's  bed. 
Manners  and  men  he  knew,  and  when  to  press 
The  poor  man's  cause,  and  plead  it  with  succe«> 
No  penal  laws  he  atretch'd,  but  won  by  love 
His  hearers'  hearts,  nnwiUing  to  reprove. 
When  sour  rebukes  and  hardier  language  feil. 
Could  with  a  lucky  jest,  or  merry  tale^ 
O'er  stubborn  vfoh  in  Virtne^  cause  prevail 
Whene'er  he  preach'd,  the  throog  atteojtive  slOD^ 
Feasted  with  manna,  and  celestial  food  > 
He  taught  them  how  t6  live,  and  how  to  die  ; 
Kor  did  his  actions  ^ve  his  words  the  lye. 

Go  happy  floiul!  subUmely  take  thy  flight 
Tfaroiigh  fields  of  ether,  in  long  tracks  of  light, 
The  guest  of  angels;  range  from  place  to  place, 
And  view  thy  great  Redeemer  fece  to  fece. 

Just  God  I  eternal  source  of  power  and  love  f 
Whom  we  lament  on  Barth,  give  us  above ; 
Oh  !  grant  us  our  companion  and  our  iirieni. 
In  blis  without  allojr,  and  without  end ! 


EPITAPH 

VPON  HUGH  tVMBEE,  BUSBAKDMAV. 

Ik  CotUges  and  homely  cells. 
True  Piety  neglected  dwells : 
Till  call'd  to  Heaven,  her  native  seat. 
Where  fiie  good  man  alone  is  great : 
'TIS  then  this  humble  dust  shall  rise. 
And  view  his  Jodgj^  with  joyful  eyes  ; 
While  haughty  tyrants  shrink  afraid. 
And  caU  the  mountains  to  their  aid. 


THE  HiP. 

T9  WILLIAM   COLMORB,   ESQ.       TBI  9AT  AfTtl  1 
GRBAT  MSTBOR,  IB  MABCH   1715. 

Tbis  dismal  mom,  when  east  winds  blow. 
And  every  languid  pulse  beats  km. 
With  fece  most  sorrowfiilly  grim/ 
And  head  oppress'd  with  wi^  and  wlmn, 
Grave  as  an  owl,  and  just  as  witty. 
To  thee  i  twang  my  doleful  ditty  ; 
And  in  mine  own  dull  rhymes  woold  find 
Music  to  soothe  my  restless  miod : 
^ut  oh !  my  firiend,  I  sing  in  vain. 
No  doggrsl  can  relieve  my  pain ; 
Since  thou  art  gone  my  heart's  desire, 
And  Hmtoii  and  £utii|  Bad  jSteft  conq^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


THE  BOWUNG43REEN: 


195 


Tomke  HIT  miseries  compleat ; 

Where  dMll  a  wretched  Hip  retreat  ? 

VW  dmil  a  drooping  mortal  'do. 

Who  pinei  for  tuxtfhlue  and  for  yon  ? 

If  is  the  dark  alcove  I  dream, 

And  70a,  or  Phillis,  is  my  theme, 

Whik  knre  or  fiiendship  warm  my  souly 

Mytftna  are  barmng  to  a  coal. 

]f  raised  to  qseculations  high, 

I  caze  tile  atan  and  spangled  shy, 

With  heart  devout  and  vondering  eyOj 

Anac'd  I  view  strange  ^obes  of  light. 

Meteors  with  horrid  lustre  bright^ 

My  goolty  trembling  soul  afinght. 

To  mother  Earth's  prolific  bed, 

Pen^ve  I  stoop  my  giddy  head. 

From  thence  too  aJl  my  hopes  are  fled. . 

Nor  flowers,  nor  grass,  nor  shrubs  appear. 

To  deck  the  smiling  infrnt  year ; 

But  blasts  my  tender  blossoms  wound, 

idd  desolation  reigns  around. 

Jf  iea-ward  my  dark  thoughts  I  bend, 

0 !  where  will  my  misfortunes  end  ?   . 

My  kyal  wul  distracted  meets 

Attainted  dukes,  and  Spanish  fleets.  > 

Thns  jarring  elements  unite; 

Pregnuit  with  wrongs,  and  arm'df  with  spite, 

Soccessire  mischieft  every  hour 

On  my  devDted  heaad  they  poun 

Whate'er  I  do,  wheree'er  I  go, 

n%  itill  an  endless  scene  of  woe. 

1%  thus  dasoonsolate  I  mourn, 

I  fuDt,  I  die,  till  thy  return: 

'nn  thy  brisk  wit,  and  humorous  vdn, 

Refltorc  me  to  myself  agam. 

Let  others  vainly  sedc  for  ease. 

From  Galen  and  Hippocraies, 

I  soom  sodi  nauseous  aids  as  these. 

Haste  then,  my  dear,  unbrib*^  attend. 

The  best  dizir  is  a  friend. 


TO  A  LADY, 

WBO  MAU  MS  A  PaSSEMT  OP  A  lILTSa  PEIT. 

Faol-ovb,  accept  the  thanks  I  owe, 
TIs  aQ  a  grateAil  heart  can  do. 
If  e'er  my  soul  the  Muse  mspire 
With  raptures  and  poetic  fire, 
Your  kind  munificence  Pll  praise. 
To  yon  a  thousand  altars  raise : 
Jove  AiaD  descend  in  golden  rain. 
Or  die  a  swan  j  but  sing  m  vam.     - 
Pbaebus  the  witty  and  the  gaty. 
Shall  qua  the  chariot  of  the  day. 
To  bask  in  your  superior  ray. 
Yoor  dkarms  shall  every  god  subdue, 
Aad  every  goddess  envy  you. 
Add  this  but  to  your  bounty's  store. 
This  one  great  boon,  I  ask  no  more  x 
O  gneious  nymph,  be  Iqnd  as  fair. 
Nor  with  disdain  neglect  my  prayer, 
80  dall  your  goodness  be  <»nfes8'd. 
And  1  your  slave  entirely  bless'd : 
This  pen  no  Tulgar  theme  shall  stain. 
The  DoUest  palm  your  gift  shall  gain. 
To  write  to  you,  nor  write  in  vain. 

'AanraaonfioiQ^Nua  was  then  exp^oUd. . 


PRBSEVrniG  TO  A  LADY  A  WH1T8   BOSI  AVD  A  RID  •< 
THB  TBirra  OF  JUNE. 

If  this  pale  rose  ofiend  your  sight. 

It  in  yoor  bosom  wear ; 
Twill  blush  to  find  itself  less  white. 

And  turn  Lancastrian  there. 
But,  Celia,  should  the  red  be  chose. 

With  gay  vermilion  bright; 
Twould  sicken  at  each  blush  that  glows^ 

And  in  deipair  turn  white. 
Let  politicians  idly  prate*. 

Their  Babels  build  in  Tain  ^ 
Ab  uncontrolable  as  Fate, 

Imperial  Love  shall  ragn^ 

'  Each  haughty  faction  shall  obey 
'  And  Whigs  and  Tories  join. 
Submit  to  your  despotic  sway. 
Confess  your  right  divine. 
Yet  this,  my  gracious  monarch,  own. 

They're  tjrrants  that  oppress  ^ 

Tis  mercy  must  support  your  throne, 

And  'tis  like  Heaven  to  bless. 


THE  BOrrUNG-GREEK. 

Wheeb  fiur  Sabrina's  wandering  currents  flow, 
A  large  smooth  plain  extends  its  verdant  brow. 
Here  every  mom  while  fruitful  vapours  feed 
The  swelling  blade,  and  bless  the  smoaking  mead, 
A  cruel  tjrrant  reigns :  like  Time,  the  swain 
Whets  his  unrighteous  scythe,  and  shaves  the  plam. 
Beneath  each  stroke  the  peeping  flowers  decay. 
And  all  th'  unrii>en'd  crop  is  swept  away. 
The  heavy  roller  next  he  tugs  aldng, 
Whift  his  short  pipe,  or  roars  a  rural  song. 
With  curious  eye  then  the  press'd  turf  he  views, 
And  every  rising  prominence  subdues. 

Now  when  each  craving  stomach  was  well-stoHd 
And  Church^and  King  had  travelled  round  the  boardt 
Hither  at  Fortune's  shrine  to  pay  their  court. 
With  eager  hopes  the  motley  tribe  resort; 
Attomies  spruce,  in  their  plate-button'd  frocks. 
And  rosy  parsons,  ftit,  and  orthodox : 
Of  every  sect,  whigs,  papists,  and  high-flyers, 
Comuted  aldermen,  and  heu  -peck'd  squires : 
Fox-hunters,  quacks,  scribblers  in  verse  and  prose^ 
And  half-pay  captams,  and  half-witted  beaux : 
On  the  green  cirque  the  ready  racers  stand. 
Disposed  in  pairs,  and  tempt  the  bowler's  hand ; 
Each  polish'd  sphere  does  bis  round  brother  omi. 
The  twins  disUnguish'd  by  their  marics  are  known. 
As  the  strong  rein  ffwdes  the  well-manag'd  hone. 
Here  weighty  lead  mfiis'd  directs  their  course. 
These  m  the  ready  road  drive  on  with  speed 
But  those  in  crooked  paths  niore  artfully  succeed. 
So  the  tall  ship  that  makes  some  dangerous  bay« 
With  a  side  wind  obliquely  slopes  her  vray. 
Lo !  there  the  silver  tumbler  fix'd  on  high. 
The  victor's  prize,  inviting  every  eye  ! 
The  champions,  or  consent,  or  chance  divide. 
While  each  man  thinks  his  own  the  surer  side, 
And  the  jack  leads,  the  skilful  bowler's  giude. 

Bendo  strip'd  first,  from  foi^gn  coasts  be  brought 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  and  anarchy  of  thought ; 
Where  the  tumultuous  whiijis  to  iisction  promf, 
I  Still  jostled  monarch  Baason  from  her  throm: 
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More  dangermts  than  the  porcupine's  his  quill, 

Inur'd  to  slaughter,  and  secure  to  kill. 

Let  loo<e,  jtist»Heaveu  !  each  virulent  disease, 

But  save  us  from  such  murderers  as  these : 

Wiglit  Bentlo  live  but  half  a  patriarch's  age, 

Th"  unpeopled  world  w-  uld  sink  beneath  his  rag« : 

Nor  need,  t*  appease  the  just  Creator's  ire, 

A  socfmd  deluge  or  con«?uming  fire. 

He  w'lnts  one  eye,  ami  knits  his  brow  severe, 

Thrill  fiom  his  hand  lanches  the  flying  sphere; 

Out  of  the  green  the  gtiiltless  wood  he  hurl'd. 

Swift  as  his  patients  from  this  nether  world  : 

The»n  grinrfd  mali.^iant,  but  the  jocund  crowd 

Deride  his  senseless  rasye,  and  sh  mt  aloud. 

Nf'xt,  Zadoc,  'tis  thy  turn,  imperious  priest! 
Still  Hie  at  church,  but  early  at  a  feast 
No  turkey-cock  appears  with  better  grace, 
His  garments  black,  vermilion  paints  his  face ; 
His  wattl'S  hang  upon  his  stiifeu'd  band. 
His  platter  feet  upon  the  trijrger  stand, 
He  gra.^ns  th.e  bowl  in  bis  rough  brawny  hand. 
Tlieu  sfjunttii)?  down,  with  his  grey  goggle  eyes 
He  tikes  im  aim,  and  at  the  mark  it  flies. 
Zadoc  pursues,  and  wabbles  o'er  the  plain, 
But  simkes  his  strutting  paunch,  and  ambles  on  in 
Por,  oh !  \iidc-erring  to  the  left  it  glides,       [vain; 
The  inmate  lead  the  lighter  wood  misguides. 
He  ahar^)  repry)ft  with  kind  entreaties  joins. 
Then  «n  tlie  counter  side  with  pain  reclines. 
As  if  he  meant  to  regulate  its,  course, 
By  poner  attractive,  and  magnetic  force: 
No^  almost  in  despair,  he  raves,  he  storms, 
Writl.e5  his  un^ieMy  trunk  in  various  forms : 
Unhappy  Prteus  !  still  in  vain  he  tries 
A  th9usand  shapes,  the  bowl  erroneous  flies. 
Deaf  to  his  pra\erK.  regardless  of  his  cries. 
His  puHmjT  cheeks  with  rising  rage  inflame. 
And  all  Iva  sparkling  rubies  glow  with  shame. 

Pendo's  proud  heart,pvoof  acainst  Fortune's  frown, 
Resolvi-s  once  more  to  make  the  prize  his  own: 
Cautious  he  plods,  surveying  all  the  green, 
And  measures  with  his  eye  the  space  between. 
But,  as  on  him  'twas  a  |>eculiar  curse, 
To  fall  fr  m  one  extreme  into  a  worse ; 
Con-^cioi!?  of  too  mnch  vigour^  now  for  fear 
He  shoul.l  exi'eed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  sphere. 
Soon  a<  he  ftnind  its  languid  force  decay. 
And  the  too  weak  impression  die  away ; 
Quick  after  it  he  skuds,  urges  beliind 
Step  aft»r  «tep,  and  now,  with  anxious  mind, 
Han^s  oer  the  bowl,  slow-creeping  on  the  plain, 
And  chi'Je<  its  faint  efforts,  an<l  bawls  amain. 
Tlien  on  the  guiltless  gre«in  the  blame  to  lay, 
Curse"  t:  *'  mmintiiiiis  that  i»hstruct  his  way;  . 
Erazf  us  t  out  with  an  aud  icious  face, 
His  inso!»».i»e  improving  by  di?gr4ce. 

Z.^doc,  who  now  with  three  black  mugs  had  cheer 'd 
H^s  droopin-?  luart,  and  his  sunk  spirits  rt-ar'd, 
A<'v  uiees  to  the  tritrer  wjth  solemn  pace. 
And  ruikly  Hone  s't>»  Mooming  on  his  face. 
Tiie  hos'l  he  po'sM,  with  pain  his  hams  he  bends. 
On  well  chose  grourd  u:ito  the  mark  it  t^nds : 
I'lich  a  U'et^^e  heart  pants  with  unusual  fear, 
\\  '''lioy  h'^  foilows  the  propitious  sphere; 
Al  :^ '   how  fi;Vd  is  every  mortal  scheme  ! 
W  f         I  '  tri  8;Md,  our  .ranjiness  a  dream. 
I:  H.<i'>    >lK>it  houl  s't.p^  ti.e  proud  victor's  course, 
P:v''.  •>  's  ^''  n'\  nnd   V.ulens  all  its  force. 
At  '■'■  '  i'>   "ini  f'l  h  coriH^r  of  his  eyes 
ii'i  d^its  mi.  ^ijjut  rays,  tiwu  muttering  flios 


Into  the  bower ;  there,  fiantmg  and  half  deal. 
In  thick  mundungus  clouds  he  hides  his  bead. 

Muse,  raise  thy  voice,  to  win  the  glorious  piixe^ 
Bi<l  all  the  fury  of  the  battle  rise  : 
These  but  the  Ught-arm'd  champions  of  the  fidd^ 
See  Griper  there !  a  veteran  well  skill'd  ; 
This  able  pilot  knows  to  steer  a  cause 
Through  all  the  rocks  and  shallows  of  the  lawft  : 
Or  if  tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  saves 
On  the  next  plank,  and  disappoints  the  waves. 
In  this,  at  least,  all  histories  agree, 
That,  though  he  lost  his  cause,  he  sav*d  his  fee. 
When  the  fet  client  looks  in  jovial  plight. 
How  complaisant  the  man  !  each  point  how  tights 
But  if  th'  abandoned  orphan  puts  his  case. 
And  Poverty  sits  shrinking  on  his  face. 
How  like  a  cpr  he  snarls  J  when  at  the  door 
For  broken  scraps  he  quarrels  with  the  poor. 
The  farmer's  oracle,  when  rent-day  's  near, 
^nd  landlo^s,  by  forbearance,  are  severe  ; 
When  huntsmen  trespass,  or  h\^  neighbour's  fvrin^ 
Or  tatter'd  crape  extorts  by  right  divine. 
I!im  all  the  rich  their  contributions  pay. 
Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  obey: 
He  in  his  ^iwanskin  doublet  struts  along. 
Now  begs,  and  now  rebukes,  the  pressing  tbrOQC; 
A  passage  dear'd,  he  takes  iits  aim  with  care, 
<«And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loose  the  sphere  : 
Smooth  as  a  swallow,  o'er  the  plain  it  flies. 
While  he  pursues  its  track  with  eager  eyes  ; 
Its  hopeful  course  appro^d,  he  shouts  aloud^ 
Claps  both  his  hands,  and  jostles  through  the  cronrdy 
Hovering  a  while,  soon  at  the  mark  it  stood. 
Hung  o'er  inclin'd,  and  foodly  kiss'd-the  wood  ^ 
l/iud  is  th'  applause  of  every  betting  friend. 
And  peals  of  clamorous  joy  the  concave  rend. 
But  in  each  hostile  face,  a  dismal  gloom 
Appears,  the  sad  presage  of  loss  to  come  ; 
'Mong  these,  Trebellius,  with  a  mournful  air 
Of  lived  hue,  just  dying  with  despair. 
Shuffles  about,  skrews  his  chop-fallen  face. 
And  no  whipp'd  giggso  often  shifts  his  place. 
Then  gives  his  sage  advice  with  wondrous  skilly 
Which  no  man  ever  heeds,  or  ever  will : 
Yet  he  persists,  instructing  to  confound. 
And  with  his  eane  points  out  the  dubious  ground. 

Strong  Nimrod  now,  firesh  as  the  rising  dawn 
Appears,  his  sinewy  limbs,  and  solid  brawn. 
The  ga/.ing  crowd  admires.     He  nor  in  courts 
Delights,  nor  pompous  balls ;  but  rural  sports 
Are  his  soul's  joy.  '•  At  the  horn's  brisk  alarms 
He  shakes  th'  unwilling  Phillis  from  his  arms^ 
iMounts  with  the  Sun,  begins  his  bold  career. 
To  chase  the  wily  fox,  or  rambling  deer. 
So  Hercules,  by  Juno's  dread  command. 
From  savage  beasts  and  monsters  freed  the  land* 
Hark !  fiT)m  the  covert  of  yon  gtoomy  brake. 
Harmonious  thimder  rolls,  the  forests  shake  : 
Men,  boys,  and  dogs,  impatient  for  the  chase, 
Tumultuous  transports  flush  in  every  face  ; 
With  ears  erect  the  courser  paws  the  ground. 
Hills,  vales,  and  hollow  rocks,  with  cheering  cries 

resound : 
Drive  down  the  precipice  (brave  youths)  with  speed. 
Bound  o'er  the  river  banks,and  smoke  along  the  mead. 
P.iit  wiiither  would  the  devious  Muse  pursue 
Tlie  pleasing  theme,  and  my  past  joys  renew? 
Another  labour  now  demands  thy  song, 
Strctch'd  in  two  ranks,  behold  th'  expecting  fhraof^ 
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AsNtorodpoiiMtiieflplien:  his  ann  he  drew 
BiCk  like  an  arrow  m  tl^  Paithian  yew,        (flew : 
Theo  laiich*d  the  whirlini:  globe,  and  full  as  swiftit 
Bo«L«  dash'd  on  howls  confounded  all  the  plain, 
Safe  stood  the  foe,  well-cover'd  by  his  train. 
iMiulted  tjrranlB  thus  their  guard  defends, 
Iscvpmg  by  the  ruin  of  their  friends. 
But  now,  he  stands  exposed,  their  order  broke. 
And  seems  to  dread  the  next  decisive  stroke. 
So  at  some  bloody  siege,  the  ponderous  ball 
Bitten  with  ceaseless  rage  the  cramblii^  wall, 
{A  breach  ooce  made)  soon  galls  the  naked  town, 
Rkits  in  Uood,  and  h^pe  on  heaps  are  thrown. 

Each  avenue  thus  6lear*d,  with  aching  heart 
Griper  beheld,  exerting  all  his  art ; 
Once  more  reaolves  to  check  his  furious  foe, 
"Bkxk  up  the  passage,  and  elude  the  blow^ 
With  cautious  hand,  and  with  less  force,  he  threw 
The  well-pois'd  sphere,  that  gently  circling  flew, 
Bot  stopping  short,  cover'd  the  mark  from  view. 
So  fitde  Tencer  on  the  well-fought  field, 
Securely  skulk'd  behind  his  brother's  shield. 
^  Nnnrod,  in  dangers  bold,  whose  heart  elate, 
Kor  courted  Fortune's  smiles,  nor  feared  her  hate, 
Poplex'd,  but  not  discouraged,  walk'd  around. 
With  curious  eye  examined  all  the  ground ; 
Not  the  least  opening  in  the  front  was  found. 
Sdeway  he  leans,  declining  to  the  right. 
And  marks  his  way,  and  moderates  his  might 
Smooth- gliding  o*er  the  plain,  th'  obedient  sphere 
HeU  on  its  dubious  road,  while  hope  and  fear 
Ahemate  ebb*d  and  flowed  in  every  breast : 
Nov  rolliag  nearer  to  the  mark  it  pressed ; 
Then  chang'd  its  conrse,  by  the  strong  biass  rcin'd, 
And  on  the  foe  discharg'd  the  force  that  yet  remain'd. 
Smait  was  tiMi  stroke,  away  the  rival  fled, 
The  bold  introder  triumph'd  m  his  stead. 

Victorious  Nimrod  seizM  the  glittering  prize, 
Shoots  of  outrageous  joy  invade  the  skies ; 
Hands,  tongues,  and  caps,  exalt  the  victor's  fame, 
Sibrina's  banks  return  him  loud  acclaim. 


LAMENTATION  OF  DAVID 

OVEK  SAUL  AND  JOKATHAN. 

PiomuTB  on  earth  the  bleeding  warrior  lies, 
And  IsraePs  beauty  on  the  momitaios  dies ; 
Horn  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 
Hiuh'd  be  my  sorrows,  gently  fall  my  tears, 
Lest  my  sad  tale  should  reach  the  aliens  eai-s : 
Bid  Fame  be  dumb,  and  treiflble  to  proclaim 
In  heathen  Gath,  or  Ascalon,  our  shame ; 
Iwt  proud  Philistia,  lest  our  haugl.ty  foe. 
With  impious  scorn  insult  our  solemn  woe. 

0  Giiboa !  ye  hilU  aspiring  high. 
The  last  sad  scene  of  Israel's  tragedy : 
Ko  fettening  dews  be  on  thy  lawns  ^istiird, 
Ko  kindly  showers  refresh  the  thirsty  field  ; 
No  baltow'd  fruits  thy  barren  soil  shall  raise. 
No  spotlem  kids  that  on  our  altars  blaze ; 
lAMsome  and  wild  shall  thy  bleak  summits  rise, 
Accurs'd  by  men,  and  hateAil  to  the  skies, 
On  thee  the  shiefcls  of  mighty  warriors  lay, 
Ik  ihield  of  Saul  in»  vilely  cast  away  ^ 


The  Lord's  anointed,  Saul !  his  sacred  Blood 
DIstainM  ihy  brow,  and  swell'd  tiieoummon  flood. 
How  are  the  ipierhty  fallen  ! 

Wheree'er  their  bands  the  royal  heroes  led. 
The  combat  thickened,  and  the  mighty  bled; 
The  slaughter^  hosts  bencatli  their  falchions  di^ 
And  wing'd  with  death  uiK-rrmg  arrows  fly  j 
Unknowing  to  return,  still  urge  the  foe, 
As  Fate  insatiate  and  &s  sure  the  blow. 
The  son,  who  next  his  conquerine:  fatlior  fought, 
Repeats  the  wonders  his  example  tauirht : 
Eager  his  sire's  illustriou.s  steps  to  trace. 
And  by  heroic  deeds  assert  his  race. 

The  royal  eagle  thus  her  ripening  brood 
Trains  to  the  quarry^  and  directs  to  blood : 
His  darling  thus,  the  forest  monarch  rears, 
A  firm  associate  for  his  future  wars  ; 
In  union  terrible,  they  seize  the  prey. 
The  mountains  tremble,  and  t  he  woods  obey. 

In  peace  united,  as  in  war  combin'd. 
Were  Jonathan's  and  Saul's  aflfections  join'd. 
Paternal  grace  with  filial  duty  vy'd. 
And  love  the  knot  of  nature  closer  ty'd. ' 
Ev'n  Fate  relents,  reveres  the  sacred  band. 
And  undivided  bids  their  friendship  stand.  \ 

From  Earth  to  Heaven  enlargd,  their  joys  improve, 
Still  foirer,  brighter  still  they  shine  above, 
Blest  in  a  long  eternity  of  love. 

Daughters  of  Israel,  o'er  the  royal  um 
Wail  and  lament;  the  king,  the  fother,  mourn. 
Oh  !  now  at  least  indulge  a  pious  woe, 
*Tis  all  the  dead  receive,  the  living  can  bestow. 
Cast  ofl'  your  rich  attire  and  proud  array, 
liCt  undisseinbled  sorsows  cloud  the  day  : 
Those  ornaments  victr^rious  Saul  bcstow'd. 
With  gold  your  uecks,  your  robes  with  puq^le  glowed : 
Ciu'it  crowns,  and  garlands,  for  the  sable  weed. 
To  songs  of  triumph  let  dumb  grief  succeed  i 
Let  all  our  grateful  hearts  for  our  dead  patron  bleed. 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 

Though  thus  distre&>'d,  though  thus  o^erwhelin'4 
with  gritf. 
Tight  is  the  burthen  that  admits  relief; 
My  labouring  soul  superior  woes  oppress, 
Nor  rolling  time  can  heal,  nor  Fate  redress. 
Another  Saul  yoUr  sorrows  can  remove, 
No  second  Jonathan  shall  ble^s  my  love. 
'  O  Jonathan  !  my  friend,  my  brother  dear  ! 
Eyes,  stream  afresh,  and  call  forth  every  tear : 
Swell,  my  sad  heart,  each  faultering  pulse  beat  low, 
Down  sink  my  bead  bene^ith  this  weight  of  woe : 
Hear  my  laments,  ye  hills  1  ye  woods,  return 
My  ceaseless  groans;  with  me,  ye  turtUi,  mourn! 
How  pleasant  hast  thou  been  !  each  lovely  jrrace. 
Each  youthful  charm,  sate  blooniiiig  on  tliy  face  : 
Joy  from  thine  eyes  in  radiant  clones  spre.ug, 
And  manna  dropt  froai  thy  persiiaTiivc  tongue, 
WitnesSjgrcatHeav'u!  (^fioniyou  tlu  se  ardours  came) 
How  wonderful  his  love  !  the  kiiMlei.t  dame 
Lov  d  not  like  him,  nor  felt  so  wnrm  a  flame. 
No  earthly  passion  to  such  height  a'^pirus. 
And  seraphs  only  bum  with  purer  iires. 
In  vain,  while  honour  calls  to  glorious  arms. 
And  Israel's  cause  the  pious  patriot  «  urnts  : 
In  vain,  while  deaths  promiscuo\is  tly  boIo-.r, 
Nor  youth  can  bribe,  nor  virtue  uard  tlio  blow. 
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Vrm  TBB  ILIAD  OP  HOMtt  TRANSLATCS. 

Go,  happy  volume,  to  the  (air  impart 
The  secret  wishes  of  a  woimded  heart : 
Kind  advocate !  exert  thy  utmost  zeal. 
Describe  my  passion,  and  my  woes  i^veaL 
Oft  Shalt  thou  kiss  that  hand  where  roses  bloom* 
And  the  white  lily  breathes  its  rich  perfume ; 
On  thee  her  eyes  shall  shine,  thy  iMves  employ 
Each  faculty,  and  sooth  her  aoul  with  joy. 
Watch  the  soft  hour,  when  peaceful  silence  reignf. 
And  Philomel  alone  like  me  coroplaind : 
When  envious  prudes  no  longer  haunt  the  &ir,     * 
But  end  a  day  of  ^alumny  m  prayer : 
O.'er  Quarles  or  Bunjran  nod,  in  iream»  relent. 
Without  disguise  give  all  their  passions  vent, 
^And  mourn  their  wither'd  charms,  and  youthful 

prime  mispent. 
Then  by  the  waacen  taper's  glimmering  light, 
With  thee  the  studious  mud  shall  pass  the  night; 
Shall  feel  her  heart  beat  quick  in  every  page. 
And  tremble  at  the  stem  Pelides*  rage : 
With  horrour  view  the  half-drawn  blade  appearj 
And  the  desponding  tyrant  pale  with  fear ; 
To  cabn  that  soul  untam*d,  sage  Nestor  fails. 
And  ev'n  celestial  wisdom  scarce  prevails. 
Then  lead  her  to  the  margin  of  the  main, 
And  let  her  hear  th'  impatient  chief  complain ; 
Toss'd  with  superior  storms,  on  the  bleak  shores 
He  lies,  and  louder  than  thc4}i11ows  roars. 
Kext  the  dread  scene  unfold  of  war  and  blood, 
Hector  in  arms  triumphant,  Greece  subdued ; 
The  partial  gods  who  with  their  foes  conspire. 
The  dead,  the  dying,  and  the  fleet  on  fire. 
But  tell,  oh  !  tell  the  cause  of  all  this  woe. 
The  fatal  source  from  whence  these  mischiefs  flow; 
Tell  her  twas  love  denyM  the  hero  firM, 
Deprived  of  hec  whom  most  his  heart  desir'd. 
Not  the  dire  vengeance  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
Can  match  the  boundless  rage  of  injur'd  love. 

•  Stop  the  fierce  torrent,  and  its  billows  rise. 

Lay  waste  the  shores,  invade  both  earth  and  skies : 
Confine  it  not,  but  let  it  gently  flow. 
It  k  ndly  cheers  the  smiling  plains  below. 
And  everlasting  sweets  upon  its  borders  grow. 
To  Troy's  proud  walls  the  wondering  maid  convey, 

•  With  pointed  spires  and  golden  turrets  gay, 
The  work  of  gods :  thence  let  the  fair  behold 
The  court  of  Priam,  rich  in  gems  and  gold ; 
His  numerous  sons,  his  queen's  majestic  pride, 
Th'  aspiring  domes,  th'  apartments  stretching  wide. 
Where  on  their  looms  Sidonian  virgins  wrought. 
And  weav'd  the  battles  which  their  lovers  fought. 
Here  let  her  eyes  sumey  those  fiital  charms. 

The  bbauteous  prize  that  set  the  world  in  arms ; 
Through  gazing  crowds,  bnght  progeny  of  Jove, 
She  walks,  and  every  panting  heart  beats  love. 
£v'n  sapless  age  new  blossoms  at  the  sight. 
And  views  the  fair  destroyer  with  delight  : 
Beauty's  vastpower,hence  to  the  nymph  makeknown. 
In  Helen's  triumphs  let  her  read  her  own ; 
Nor  blame  her  slaves,  but  lay  the  guilt  on  Fate, 
And  pardon  failings  which  her  charms  create. 

Rash  bard  !  forbear,  nor  let  thy  flattering  Muse, 
With  pleasing  visions,  thy  fond  heart  abuse; 


Vain  are  thy  hopes  preiiuDptiioas,  nin  tby  pnycrj 
Bright  is  her  image,  and  divinely  fidr : 
But  oh !  the  goddess  in  thy  arms  is  fleeting  sr. 
So  dreams  th'  ambitions  itaan  when  rich  likaj, 
Or  Burgundy,  refines  his  vulgar  clay : 
The  white  rod  trembles  in  his  potent  hand, 
And  crowds  obsequious  wait  bis  high  command^ 
Upon  his  breast  ha  vifews  the  radiaoit  star. 
And  gives  the  word  around  hfan,  peace  or  war: 
la  state  he  reigns,  for  one  short,  busy  nigfat. 
But  soon  conviiic*d  by  the  nest  dawning  light, 
Curses  the  foding  joys  that  vanish  from  hb  aii^ 


AV  EPISTtB 

TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

Near  fiiir  Avona's  silver  tide. 
Whose  waves  in  Mrft  meanden  glide, 
I  read,  to  the  delighted  swains, 
Your  jocund  songs  and  rural  stnins. 
Smooth  as  her  streams  yonr  numbers  floir. 
Your  thoughts  in  varied  beauties  show. 
Like  flowers  that  on  her  borders  grow. 
While  I  survey,  .with  ravi^'d  eyes, 
His^friendly  g^,i  my  valued  priie. 
Where  sister  Arts,  with  charms  divine^ 
In  their  full  bloom  and  beauty  shind.  ' 
Alternately  my  soul  is  blest. 
Now  I  behold  my  welcome  guest,, 
That  graceful,  that  engaging  air. 
So  dear  to  all  the  brave  and  fair. 
Nor  has  th*  ingenious  artist  shown 
Hm  outward  lineaments  alone, 
But  in  th'  expressive  draught  design*^ 
The  nobler  beauties  of  his  mind ; 
True  friendship,  love,  benevolence. 
Unstudied  wit,  and  manly  sense. 
Then  as  your  book  I  wander  o'er, 
And  feast  on  the  delicious  store 
(like  the  laborious  busy  bee. 
Pleased  with  the  sweet  variety) 
With  equal  wonder  and  surprise, 
I  see  resembling  portraits  rise. 
Brave  archers  inarch  in  bright  array. 
In  troops  the  vulgar  line  tlb^  way. 
Here  the  droll  figures  slyly  sneer. 
Or  coxcombs  at  ^I  length  appear. 
There  woods  and  lawns,  a  rural  scene. 
And  swains  that  gambol  on  the  green. 
Your  pen  can  act  the  pencil's  part 
With  greater  genius,  fire  and  art 

Believe  me,  bard,  no  hunted  hind 
That  pants  against  the  southern  wind, 
And  seeks  the  stream  through  Unknown  ways; 
No  matron  in  her  teeming  ^ys. 
E'er  felt  such  longings,  such  desires. 
As  I  to  view  those  lofty  spires, " 
Those  domes,  where  fair  Edina  shrouds 
Her  towering  head  amid  the  clouds. 
But  oh !  what  dangers  interpose ! 
Vales  deep  with  dirt,  and  hills  wi^  i 
ProiM  winter  floods  with' rapid  force, 
Fort>id  the  pleasing  intercourse. 
But  sure  we  bards,  whose  purer  clay. 
Nature  has  mixt  with  less  allay. 
Might  soon  find  out  an  easier  way. 

>  Locd  Somervile  was  pleased'to  send  me  )a»^ 
pi^re,  and  Mr.  Bamsqy'a  wodd.        SoiotTi^ 
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^Mt  nge  fluAiODS moont  on  big^» 

ind  nritcfa  tfadr  broom-fiticfcs  through  the  ^ 

Ride  po6l  o^er  hilb,  and  woods,  and  teaf, 

Fhn  Thule  to  tii>  Hesperides  3  ? 

And  y«t  the  men  of  Greaham  own, 

That  this  ud  stranger  fieats  are  done» 

Br  a  waim  fimcy's  power  alone. 

Ituigianted;  why  cant  yon  and  I 

Stretch  forth  our  wings,  and  cleave  the  sky  f 

Shoe  oar  poetic  hnax»,  you  know, 

Tbia  theirs  must  more  intensely  glow, 

Did  not  the  Theban  swan  take  wing, 

SobUmeiy  soar,  and  sweetly  smg  ? 

And  do  not  we»  of  fanmbler  vem, 

Stm»Mimn^  attempt  a  kAkr  strain, 

MooDt  ahecr  out  of  the  reader's  sight, 

Obsorely  kist  in  donds  and'night? 

Then  dimb  your  Pegasus  with  speed, 
FU  meet  thee  on  the  banks  of  Tweed? 
Not  as  our  fiithers  did  of  yore, 
T»  sveil  the  flood  with  crimscm  gore  $ 
Ifte  the  Osdmean  murdering  brood. 
Each  thirsting  for  his  brother's  blood« 
For  now  all  hostile  rage  shall  cease  |^ 
Lnll'd  in  the  downy  arms  of  Peace, 
,Oar  honest  hands  and  hearts  shall  join, 
<Ver  jovial  banquets,  spariding  wine. 
Let  Peggy  at  thy  elbow  wait, 
ind  I  shall  bring  my  bonny  Kate. 
Bntbold— ohi  take  a  qpeoal  care, 
V  admit  no  prying  kirkman  there; 
I  dread  the  penitratial  diair. 
What  a  strsnge  figure  should  I  make, 
A  poor  abondon'd  English  rake ; 
A  squire  well  bom,  and  sfac  foot  high, 
Percb'd  in  that  sacred  {Mllory  ? 
Let  Spleen  and  Zeal  be  banish'd  thence, 
ittl  troabiesome  Impertinence, 
That  tdls  his  story  o'er  again  : 
fD-mamen,  and  his  saucy  train, 
And  Setf-^xmoeit,  and  stiff-rampt  Pride, 
That  grin  at  all  the  world  beside; 
Tool  Scandal,  with  a  toad  of  lies. 
Intrigues,  renoounteTS,  prodigies, 
Fame's  busy  hawker,  light  as  air. 
That  foods  on  irailties  of  the  fair  : 
Aify,  Hypocri^,  Deceit, 
Fierce  Party-rage,  and  warm  Debate ; 
And  all  the  heUrhounds  that  tfre  foes 
To  Ffiendship  and  the  world's  repose. 
But  Mhrth  hasfcead,  and  dnnpling  smiles. 
And  Wit,  that  gloomy  Care  beguiles ; 
And  joke,  and  pun,  and  merry  tale. 
And  toasts,  that  round  the  table  sail : 
While  Laughter,  bursting  through  the  crowd 
la  Tollies,  tells  our  joys  aloud. 
Haric !  the  shrill  piper  mounts  on  high, 
The  woods,  the  streams,  the  rooks  reply. 
To  his  &r-60undnig  melody. 
Sehold  each  labouring  squeeze  prepare 
Sopplies  of  modulated  air. 
Observe  Croodero's  active  bow. 
His  head  still  noddling  to  and  ho. 
Bis  eyes,  his  cheeks,  with  raptures  glow, 
6as,  see  the  bashful  nymphs  advance. 
To  lead  the  regulated  dance ; 
nymg  stiU,  the  swains  pursuing, 
Yet  with  backward  glances  wooing. 
STheSdUy  islands  were  so  called  by  the 


This,  this  shall  be  the  joyous  scene; 
Nor  w^ton  elves  that  skim  the  green 
Shall  be  so  blest,  so  blythe,  so  gay. 
Or  less  regard  what  dotards  say. 
My  Rose  shall  then  your  Hustle  greet. 
The  Union  shall  be  more  complete  ! 
And,  in  a  bottle  and  a  friend. 
Each  national  dispute  shall  end. 


AMSWBE  TO  TH«  ABOVE  BPI8TL1, 

BY  ALLAN  R4MSAY. 

8ia,  I  had  your's,  and  own  my  pleasure. 

On  the  receipt,  exceeded  measure. 
You  write  with  so  much  spirit  and  glee, 
Sae  smooth,  sae  strong,  correct  and  free; 
That  any  he  (by  you  allow'd  ^ 
To  have  some  merit)  niay  be  proud. 
If  that's  my  fault,  bear  you  the  blame, 
Wha've  lent  me  sic  a  lift  to  fame.  ^ 

Your  ain  tours  high,  and  widens  far. 
Bright  glancing  like  the  first-rate  staK, 
And  all  the  world  bestow  due  praise 
On  the  collection  of  yter  lays ; 
Where  various  arti  and  turns  oombine. 
Which  even  in  parts  first  poets  shine  t 
like  Mat  and  Swift  ye  smg  with  ease. 
And  can  be  Waller  when  you  please. 
Continue,  sir,  and  shame  tne  crew 
That 's  plagu'd  with  having  nought  to  do, 
^Arham  Fortune  in  a  merry  mood 
Has  overcharg'd  with  gentle  blood. 
But  has  deny'd  a  genius  fit 
For  action  or  aspiring  wit ;  ^ 

Such  kenna  how  t'  employ  their  time. 
And  think  activity  a  crime : 
Aught  they  to  either  do,  or  say, 
Or  walk,  or  write,  or  read,  or  pray ! 
When  money,  their  Facotum,  *8  able 
To  furnish  them  a  numerous  rabble, 
Who  will,  for  daily  drink  and  wages, 
Be  chairmen,  chaplains,  clerks,  and  pag^ : 
Could  they,  like  you,  employ  their  hours 
In  planting  these  delightful  flowers, 
Which  carpet  the  poetic  fields. 
And  lasting  funds  of  pleasure  yields ; 
Nae  mair  they  'd  gaunt  and  gove  away, 
Or  sleep  or  loiter  out  the  day, 
Or  waste  the  night  damning  their  sauls 
In  deep  debauch,  and  bawdy  brawls  ; 
Whence  pox  and  poverty  proceed 
An  early  eild,  and  spirits  dead. 
Reverse  of  you ;— and  him  you  love, 
Whose  brighter  spirit  tours  above 
The  mob  of  thoughtless  lords  and  beaux^ 
Who  in  his  ilka  action  shows 
«*  True  friendship,  love,  benevolence, 
Unstudy*d  wit,  and  manly  sense." 
Allow  here  what  you  've  said  your  sell, 
fought  can  b*  exprest  so  just  and  well :. 
To  him  and  her,  worthy  his  love. 
And  every  blessinsr  from  above, 
A  son  is  given,  God  save  the  l>n3% 
For  theirs  and  eveiy  Som*ri!*s  joy. 
Ye  wardins  round  him  take  your  uhrc. 
And  raise  him  with  each  manly  grace  * 
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Make  his  meridian  Tiitnes  sbme. 
To  add  fresh  lustres  to  his  line : 
And  many  may  the  mother  see 
Of  such  a  lovely  progeny. 

Now,  sir,  when  Boreas  nae  mair  thuds 
Hail,  snaw  and  sleet,  frae  blackeo'd  clouds; 
While  Caledonia's  hills  are  green, 
And  af*  her  straths  delight  the  een ; 
While  ilka  flower  with  fragrance  blows. 
And  a'  the  year  its  beauty  shows  ; 
Before  again  the  winter  lour, 
What  binders  then  your  northern  tour  } 
Be  sure  of  welcome :  nor  believe 
Those  wha  an  ill  report  woi^d  give 
To  Edinburgh  and  the  land  of  cakes. 
That  nought  what 's  necessary  lacks. 
Here  pleiity*s  goddess  frae  her  horn 
Pours  fish  and  cattle,  claith  and  cdm. 
In  bl3rth  abundance  ."—and  yet  mair. 
Our  men  are  brave,  our  ladies  fair. 
Nor  will  North  Britain  yield  for  fbuth 
Of  ilka  thing,  and  fellows  couth. 
To  any  tut  her  sister  South. — 

True,  rugged  roads  are  cursed  driegh. 
And  speats  aft  roar  frae  mountains  high : 
The  body  tires — ^poor  tottering  clay. 
And  likes  with  ease  at  hame  to  stay  ; 
While  Sauls  stride  warlds  at  ilka  stcnd. 
And  ^n  their  widening  views  extend.  ■ 
Mine  sees  you,  while  you  cheerfu'  n^m 
On  sweet  Avona's  flowery  howm, 
Tliere  recollecting,  with  full  view. 
Those  follies  which  mankind 'pursue; 
While,  conscious  of  superior  merit. 
You  rise  with  a  correcting  spirit ; 
And,  as  an  agent  of  the  gods. 
Lash  them  with  sharp  satyric  rods : 
Labour  divine  !— Next,  for  a -change. 
O'er  hill  and  d&le  I  see  you  range, 
After  the  fox  or  whtdding  hare. 
Confirming  health  in  purest  air ; 
While  joy  frae  heights  and  dales  resounds, 
Kais^d  by  the  hola,  horn  and  hounds : 
Fatigu'd,  yet  pleas'd,  the  chase  out-run, 
I  see  the  friend,  and  setting  Sun, 
Invite  ycXi  ».o  the  tenii)erpte  bicquor, 
Which  makes  the  blood  and  wit' flow  quicker. 
The  clock  strikes  twelve,  to  rest  you  hound. 
To  save  your  health  by  sleeping  sound. 
Thus  with  cool  head  and  heal  some  breast 
You  see  new  day  stream  frae  the  east : 
■   Then  all  the  Muses  round  you  shine. 
Inspiring  every  thought  divine ; 
Be  long  their  aid — Your  years  and  Messes, 
Your  servant  Allan  Ramsay  wishes. 


ALLAN  RAMSAY, 

WFOK  MIS  PVBLISflING  A  SECOND  TOLUME  OP  POlMS. 

Hail,  Caledonian  bard  !  whose  rural  strains 
J>el1ght  the  listening  hills,  and  cheer  the  plains  \ 
Already  polish'd  by  some  hand  divme. 
Thy  purer  ore  what  furnace  can  refine  } 
Careless  of  censure,  like  the  Sun,  shine  fortb^ 
In  native  lustre,  and  intrinsic  wgrtb. 


To  follow  Nature  is  by  rales  to  write, 
She  led  the  way,  and  taught  the  Stagirite. 
From  her  tlie  critic's  tiiiste,  the  poet's  fire. 
Both  drudge  in  vain  till  she  from  Heaven  i 
By  the  same  guide  instructed  how  to  soar^ 
Allan  is  now  what  Homer  was  before. 

Ye  chosen  youths !  who  dare  like  him  i 
And  touch  with  bolder  hand  the  golden  l3nre  I 
Keep  Nature  still  in  view ;  on  her  intent. 
Climb  by  her  aid  the  dangeruus  steep  ascent 
To  lasting  fame.     Perhaps  a  little  art 
Is  needful,  to  plane  o^er  some  rugged  part; 
But  the  most  labour'd  elegance  and  care, 
T'  arrive  at  full  perfection  must  despain 
Alter,  blot  out,  and  write  all  o*er  again, 
Alas  !  some  venial  sins  will  yet  remain* 
Indulgence  is  to-  human  frailty  due, 
Ev'n  Pope  has  faults,  and  Addison  a  few; 
But  those,  like  mists  that  cloud  the  morning  raj. 
Are  lost  and  vanish  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Though  some  intruding  pimple  find  a  place 
Amid  the  glories  of  Ciarinda's  face. 
We  still  love  on,  with  equal  zeal  adore. 
Nor  think  her  less  a  goddess  than  before.    . 
Slight  wounds  in  no  disgraceful  scars  shall  end, 
Heal'd  by  the  balm  of  some  good-natur*d  friend. 
In  vain  shall  canker'd  Zoilus  assail. 
While  Spence  presides,  and  Candour  hoMs  the  scale. 
His  generous  breast,  nor  envy  sours,  nor  spite. 
Taught  by  his  founder*s  motto  ^  how  to  wnte. 
Good-manners  guides  his  pen.   Leam*d  without  pride. 
In  dubious  points  not  forward  to  decide. 
If  here  and  there  uncommon  beauties  rise. 
From  flower  to  flower  he  roves  with  glad  surprise. 
In  faihngs  no  malignant  pleasure  takes. 
Nor  rudely  triumphs  over  small  mistakes. 
No  nauseous  praise,  no  biting  taunts  offend, 
W  expect  a  censor,  and  we  find  a  firiend. 
Poets,  improved  by  his  correcting  care. 
Shall  fiaice  their  foes  with  more  undaunted  ur. 
Stripped  of  their  rags,  shall  like  Ulysses  shine, 
With  more  heroic  port,  and  grace  ^ivine. 
No  pomp  of  learning,  and  no  fund  of  sense, 
Can  eVr  atone  for  lost  benevolence. 
May  Wykeham's  sons,  who  in  each  ait  excd. 
And  rival  antient  baixis  in  writing  well. 
While  firom  their  bright  examples  taught  they  sag, 
And  emulate  their  flights  with  bolder  wing. 
From  their  own  frailties  learn  the  humbler  part. 
Mildly  to  judge  in  gentleness  of  heart ! 

Such  critics,  Ramsay,  jealous  for  our  fame, 
Will  not  with  malice  insolently  blame. 
But  lur*d  by  praise  the  haggard  Muse  reclaim. 
Retouch  each  line  till  all  is  just  and  neat, 
A  whole  of  proper  parts,  a  work  almost  complete. 

So  when  some  beauteous  dame,  a  reigning  toas^ 
The  flower  of  Forth,  and  proud  £dina's  boast. 
Stands  at  her  toilet  in  her  tartan  plaid. 
In  all  her  nchest  head-geer  trimly  clad. 
The  curious  hand-maid,  with  observant  eye. 
Corrects  the  swelling  hoop  that  hangs  awry  ; 
Through  every  plait  her  busy  fingers  rove. 
And  now  she  plies  below,  and  then  above. 
With  pleasing  tattle  entertains  the  fair, 
&ch  ribbon  smooths,  adjusts  each  rambling  bair» 
Till  the  gay  nymph  in  her  full  lustre  shine. 
And  Homer's  Juno  was  pot  half  so  fine. 

^  William  of  Wykeham, "  Manners  maketh  bsh*" 
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Wai  ctct  woA  to  such  perffection  wmxight ; 
H'  w  el<^nt  the  diction  !  pure  the  thought ! 
N'  t  Kparinply  aJ.»rnM  with  scattered  rays, 
But  one  brijfht  Ivauty,  one  colWted  blaze  : 
So  bn>ak<  th*«  day  upon  Che  shades  of  ui^ht, 
Enlivmiai?  all   .  itb  ooe  unbounded  light 

To  humble  man's  proud  heart,  thy  gieat  design; 
But  who  can  read  this  wondrous  work  diinne, 
So  justly  plannM,  and  ao  politely  writ, 
AnH  not  be  pn  ud,  ami  boast  of  human  wit  \ 

Yet  Mist  to  theo,  and  to  thy  precepts  true, 
Ltt  itfknow  man,  and  give  to  God  his  due; 
Uis  image  we,  bat  mix'd  with  coarse  allay. 
Our  ha(>|Mne8  to  love,  adore,  obey ; 
To  pri.se  him  for  each  grac  ous  boon  bestow'd. 
For  Ih*  thy  woHt,  for  overy  lesser  j^x)d. 
With  pfObtratc  hearts  before  his  thr-  ue  to  fall, 
iul  own  the  grvat  Creator  all  in  all. 

The  Muse,  which  >houl«'  instruct,  now  entertains, 
On  tr  Sine:  subjicts,  in  enervate  strains ; 
Be  .t  lliy  ti«k  to  see  the  wanderer  right, 
?oiut  "lit  her  wiy  In  her  aerial  flight; 
Her  noble  mien,  her  honours  Kjst  restore, 
AdI  bid  her  deenly  think,  and  proudly  soar. 
Thy  theme  lubhme,  and  easy  verse,  will  prove 
Her  high  d-scent,  and  mission  from  above. 

Let  others  no«  translate ;  thy  abler  peo 
Shall  vindk^ate  the  ways  of  Hod  to  men ; 
In  Virtue's  cause  shall  gloriously  prevail, 
When  the  bench  frowns  in  vain,  and  pulpits  fail. 
Made  wise  by  thee,  who>e  happy  style  conveys 
The  porest  morals  in  the  sorest  lays, 
As  aogeis  once,  so  now  we  mortals  hold 
Shall  climb  the  ladder  Jacob  >-iew*d  of  old ; 
Thy  kind  refiMrming  Muse  shall  had  the  way 
To  the  blight  r^ns  of  eternal  day. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

on  TBI  FIRST  BOmoH  OP  HIS  SBASONS. 

So  bright,  80  dark,  upon  an  April  day,x 

The  Sun  darts  forth,or  hides  his  various  ray  ; 

So  high,  so  low,  the  lark  aspiring  sings. 

Of  driips  to  earth  again  with  folded  wings ; 

So  smooth,  so  rough,  the  sea  that  laves  our  shores, 

Smiles  in  a  calm,  or  in  a  tempest  roars. 

Believe  me,  Thomson,  tis  not  thus  1  write, 

Severely  kind,  by  envy  soared  or  spite : 

Kor  would  1  rob  thy  brows  to  grace  my  own  ; 

Soch  arts  are  to  my  honest  soul  unknown. 

I  read  thee  over  as  a  friend  should  read, 

Criev'd  when  you  fail,  o'cijoy'd  when  you  succeed. 

Why  should  thy  Muse,  bom  so  divinely  fair. 

Want  the  reforming  toilet's  daily  care  ? 

Bn-s*  the  gay  maid,  improve  each  native  grace. 

And  call  forth  all  the  glories  of  her  face : 

Studiously  plain,  and  elegantly  clean. 

With  unaffected  speech,  and  easy  mien, 

Th'  acoomplish'd  nymph,  in  all  her  best  attire. 

Courts  shall  applaud,  and  prostrate  crowds  admire. 

Discreetly  daring,  with  a  stiffened  rein, 

Finn  in  thy  leat  the  flying  steed  restraia. 


Though  frw  thy  fhnlts,  who  can  perfection  boast } 

Spots  iu  the  Sun  »r?  m  l^is  lustre  lost : 

Yet  ev'n  those  spots  expunge  with  patient  care. 

Nor  fondly  the  minutest  errour  spare. 

For  kind  and  wise  the  parent,  who  reproves 

The  KligUtest  blemish  in  the  ohild  he  lu\'es. 

Head  Philips  much,  consider  Milton  more  ; 

But  from  their  dross  extract  the  purer  ore. 

To  coin  new  words,  or  to  restore  the  old. 

In  southern  bards  is  dangerous  and  bold  ; 

But  rarely,  very  wrely,  will  succeed. 

When  minted  on  the  other  side  of  Tweed. 

l/st  perspicuity  o'er  all  preside — 

&x)n  Shalt  tho«i  !)e  the  nation's  joy  and  pride. 

The  rhiming,  jingling  tribe,  with  bells  and  song. 

Who  drive  their  limping  Pegasus  along. 

Shall  learn  from  thee  in  boldor  flghts  to  rise 

To  scorn  the  beaten  road,  and  range  the  skies. 

A  genius  so  refin'd,  so  just,  so  great. 

In  Britain's  isle  shall,  tix  the  Muse's  seat. 

And  new  Parnassus  shall  at  home  create  : 

Rules  from  thy  W(»rks,  each  future  bard  shall  draw. 

Thy  works,  above  the  critic's  nicer  law. 

And  rich  in  brilliant  gems  without  a  flaw. 


TO  TBI  aiOHT  HONOUtABLB 

LADYANSE  COVENTRY. 

UPON  TIEWINO   BCR    FINE   CRIMNBY-FIBCE   09 
SHELL-WORK. 

Thr  greedy  merchant  ploughs  the  sea  for  gaia. 
And  rides  exulting  o  er  the  waterj*  plain : 
While  howling  tempests,  fr'.»m  their  rocky  bed. 
Indignant  bre:i^  around  his  careful  head. 

The  royal  fleet  the  li(|uid  waste  explores, 
And  speaks  in  thunder  to  the  trembling  shores ; 
The  voice  of  wrath  awak'd  the  nations  hear. 
The  vanquish 'd  hope,  and  the  proud  victors  fear  ; 
Those  quit  their  chain,  and  these  resign  their  palm. 
While  Britain's  awful  flag  commands  a  calm. 

The  curious  8;ige,  noriB^in  nor  fame  pursues, 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  be  views ; 
Hangs  o'er  the  cliff  inquisitive  to  know 
The  secret  causes  of  its  ebb  and  flow  : 
Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  ruffle  its  smooth  face. 
Or  ranks  in  classes  all  the  fishy  race. 
From  those  enormous  monsters  of  the  main, 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign. 
To  the  poor  ctjckle-tribe,  that  bumble  band. 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  strand. 
Yet  ev'n  their  shells  the  forming  hand  divine 
Has,  with  distinguished  lustre,  taught  to  shine. 
^^Tiat  bright  enamel !  and  what  various  dyes  ! 
What  lively  tints  delight  our  wondering  eyes  ! 
Th'  Almighty  painter  glows  in  every  line  : 
How  mean,  alas  !  is  liaphael's  bold  design, 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compar'd  to  thine ! 
Justly  supreme  !  let  us  thy  power  revere. 
Thou  fiU'st  all  space  !  all-beauteous  every  where  I 
Thy  rising  Sun  with  blushes  paints  the  Mom, 
Thy  shining  lamps  the  face  of  Night  adorn  ; 
Thy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hills ^ 
The  vales  thy  pastures  green,  and  bubbling  rills ; 
Thy  coral  groves,  thy  rocks  that  amber  weep. 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  mansions  of  the  deep ; 
Thy  yellow  sands  distinct  with  golden  ore. 
And  theie  thy  variegated  shells  the  shore. 
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To  all  thy  works  sucb  graqdeur  hast  thou  lent. 
And  such  extravagance  of  ornament. 
For  the  felse  traitor,  man,  this  pomp  and  show ! 
A  scene  so  gay,  for  us  poor  worms  below  ! 
No-r-for  thy  glory  all  these  beauties  rise. 
Yet  may  improve  the  good,  instruct  the  wise. 

You,  madam,  spnmg  iirom  Beaufort's  royal  line, 
Who,  lost  to  courts,  can  in  your  closet  shine, 
Best  know  to  use  each  blessing  he  bestows, 
Best  know  to  praise  the  power  from  whence  it  flows. 
Shells  in  your  hand  the  Parian  rock  defy. 
On  agat,  or  Egyptian  porphyry- 
More  glossy  tbey,  their  viensof  brighter  dye. 
See !  where  your  rising  pyramids  aspire. 
Your  guests  surpris'd  the  shining  pile  admire  ! 
In  future  times,  if  some  great  Phidias  rise. 
Whose  chissel  with  his  mistress  Nature  vies. 
Who,  with  superior  skill,  can  lightly  trace 
In  the  hard  marble  block  the  softest  face : 
To  crown  this  piece,  so  elegantly  neat, 
Your  well-wrought  busto  shall  the  whole  complete; 
O'er  your  own  work  from  age  to  age  preside, 
|tB  author  once,  and  then  its  greatest  pride. 


ADDRESS  TO  BIS 

ELBOW-CHAIR^ 

MEW   CLOATflED. 

Mr  dear  companion,  and  my  faithful  friend  I 
If  Orpheus  taught  the  listening  oaks  to  bend : 
If  stones  and  rubbish*,  at  Amphion's  call,   / 
Danc'd  into  form,  and  built  the.Theban  wall ; 
Why  should  not  thou  attend  my  humble  lays. 
And  hear  my  grateful  harp  resound  thy  praise  ? 

True,  thou  art  spruce  and  fine,  a  very  beau  j 
But  what  are  trappings  and  external  show  } 
To  real  worth  alone  I  make  my  court; 
Knaves  are  my  scorn,  and  coxcombs  are  my  sport 
Once  I  beheld  thee  far  less  trim  and  gay ; 
Bagged,  dis.iointed,  and  to  worms  a  prey  ; 
The  safe  retreat  of  every  lurking  mouse; 
Derided,  shunn'd ;  the  lumber  of  my  house  ! 
Thy  robe  how  chang'd  from,  what  it  was  before  ! 
Tliy  velvet  robe,  which  pleased  my  sires  of  yore ! 
Tis  thus  capricious  Fortune  wheels  us  round  ; 
Aloft  wfe  mount — ^then  tumble  to  the  ground. 
Yet  grateful  then,  my  constancy  I  prov'd ; 
1  know  thy  worth  j  my  friend  in  rags  I  lov»d ; 
I  lov'd  thee  more ;  nor,  like  a  courtier,  spum'd 
]My  benefactor,  when  the  tide  was  turiiM. 
With  conscious  sliamc,  y-et  frankly,  I  confess, 
That  in  my  youthful  days — I  lov'd  thee  less. 
Where  vanity,  where  pleasure  callM,  I  strayed  j 
And  every  i^nywartl  appetite  obey'd. 
TUit  sage  Experience  taught  mc  how  to  prize 
Myself;  and  how,  this  world  :  she  bade  me  rise 
To  noljler  fligiits  regardless  of  a  race 
0,f  factions  emmtvs ;  pointed  where  to  place 
My  bliss,  and  lodg'd  mc  in  thy  soft  embrace. 

Here  on  tliy  yielding  down  I  sit  secure ; 
And,  patiently,  what  Heaven  has  sent,  endure  ; 
From  all  the  fitile  cares  of  business  fVee ; 
Not  fond  of  life,  but  yet  content  to  be :    . 
Here  mark  the  fleeting  hours ;  regret  the  past; 
And  seriously  prepare  to  meet  the  last. 

So  safe  on  shore  the  pensioned  sailor  lies  i 
i^nd  all  the  malice  of  th«  stprra  defies : 


With  ease  of  body  bt«it,  and  peacfl  of  mia^ 
Pities  the  restless  crew  he  left  behind; 
Whilst,  m  his  cell,  he  meditates  alone 
On  his  great  ypyage,  to  the  vorid  i 


SONG. 


As  o'er  Asteria*s  fields  I  rove. 

The  blisful  seat  of  peace  and  love. 

Ten  thousand  beauties  round  me  rise^ 

And  mingle  pleasure  with  surprise. 

By  Nature  blest  m  eveiy  part. 

Adorned  with  every  grace  of  Art, 

This  Paradise  of  blooming  jojrs 

Each  raptur'd  sense,  at  once,  enq>loyB. 

But  when  I  view  the  radiant  queen. 

Who  form*d  this  fair  enchanting  scene  ; 

Pardon,  ye  grots !  ye  crystal  floods ! 

Ye  breathing  flowers !  ye  shady  woods ! 

Your  coolness  now  no  more  invites  ; 

No  more  your  murmuring  stream  •delights  ; 

Your  sweets  decay,  your  verdure  *8  flown  ; 

My  soul 's  int^t  on  her  alone. 


VfARAraRASE  V^K  A 

FRENCH  SONG. 

Venge  mm  dHme  ingrate  maitresseii 
Dieu  du  vin,  j'impkire  bon  yvrosse* 

Kind  relief  in  all  my  pain. 
Jolly  Bacchus !  hear  my  prayer. 
Vengeance  on  th'  ingrate&l  fair ! 
In  thy  smiling  cordial  bow], 
Drown  the  sorrows  of  my  son!. 
All  thy  deity  employ. 
Gild  each  gloomy  thought  with  joy*  • 
Jolly  Bacchus !  save,  oh  save. 
From  the  deep  devouring  grave, 
A  poor,  despairing,  dying  twain* 

H.asle  away. 

Haste  away. 
Lash  thy  tigers,  it  not  stajf, 
Vm  imdone  if  thou  delay. 
If  I  view  those  eyes  once  more. 
Still  shall  love,  and  still  adoie. 
And  be  more  wretched  than  before. 
See  the  glory  round  her  face  ! 

See  her  move ! 

With  what  a  grace  !— 

Ye  go^s  above ! 
Is  she  not  one  of  your  immortal  race  ?^- 
Fly,. ye  winged  Cupids,  fly, 
Daft  like  lightning  through  the  sky : 
Wonld  ye  in  marble  temples  dwell. 
The  dear-one  to  my  arms  compel ; 
Bring  her  in  bands  of  myrtle  tied  ; 
Bid  her  forget,  and  bid  her  hide. 
All  her  scorn,  and  all  her  pride. 
Would  ye  that  your  slave  repay 
A  smoakmg  hecatomb  each  day ; 

O  restore 
The  beauteous  goddess  I  adore  ;    . 
O  restore,  with  all  her  charms, 
Th«  faithless  vagrant  to  my  amu  ( 
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UCONCILSD. 


TO  SIR  ADOLPHUS  OUOffPOUt 

fi  fractus  iOabator  ovbis, 
Impttvidum  ferient  runue* 


Bor. 


PiAft  kniglity  hov  gre^t  a  drudge  is  M 
l¥ho  would  eaocel  m  poetry  ! 
And  jet  how  few  have  learot  the  art, 
T*  mfbrm  the  head,  or  touch  the  heart  I 
^ome,  vith^  dry  and  harreD  brain. 
Poor  rogues*  like  costive  lap-dogs  strain  ; 
While  others  with  a  flux  of  wit, 
The  reader  axid  their  friends  boh-t.      * 
Woold  yoa  (sir  Knight)  my  judgement  know  ? 
He  stin  writes  worst  who  writes  jo-«e>. 
In  this  the  mighty  aecret  lies. 
To  elevate  and  to  sarprise ; 
Thos  for  my  pen  at  random  run,' 
The  fire  wis  out,  the  clock  struck  one, 
When,lo!  strange  boUow  murmurs  fr<Mn  witfaoo^ 
Invade  my  eart    In  every  quarter  rouz*d. 
The  warring  winds  rush  from  their  rocky  caves 
Tomuknoas;  the  vapours  dank  or  dry, 
Beneath  their  standsirds  rang'd,  with  lowering  front 
Darken  the  welkin.    At  each  dreadful  shock 
Oaks,  pines,  and  elms,  down  to  their  mother  Earth 
Bend  low  their  suppliant  heads :  the  nodding  towers 
Menace  destruction,  and  old  Edrick's  house 
Fipom  its  foundation  shakes.    The  bellying  clouds 
Burst  hito  rain,  or  gild  their  sable  skirts 
With  flakes  of  ruddy  fire ;  fierce  elements 
In  ruin  reconciFd  !  redoubled  peals 
Of  ceaseless  thunder  roar.    Convulsions  rend 
The  firmament    The  whole  creation  stands 
Mute  and  appall'd,  and  trembling  waits  his  dooqL 
And  now  perhaps,  dear  friend,  you  wonder 
In  this  dread  scene  of  wind,  rain,  thunder^ 
What  a  poor  gpiilty  wretch  could  do ; 
Then  hear— (for,  fiuth,  I  tell  you  true) 
I  w«ter>d,  shook  my  giddy  head,     . 
Gravely  broke  wind,  and  went  to  bed. 


VPON  MHUNDJPS 

LEAvnro  THE  couirrar. 

Tax  Sun  deputing  hides  his  head^ 
The  hiy  and  the  rose  are  dead. 

The  birds  fbiget  to  sing  ; 
Ihe  ooomg  turtles  now  no  more 
Eepeat  their  amorous  ditties  o*er. 

But  watch  th*  approaching  tpnog, 

Per  soon  the  iperry  month  of  May 
Besfcoies  the  bright  all-cheering  ray  ; 

Soft  notes  charm  every  grove : 
The  flowers  ambrosial  incense  breathe, 
ApA  all  above,  and  all  beneath. 

Is  (ragraiice,  joy,  and  love. 
So  when  Mhanda  henoe  retires. 
Each  shepherd  only  not  expires : 

How  rueful  is  the  icene ! 


How  the  dun  iVMients  creep  along ! 
No  sportive  dance,  nor  rural  song. 

No  gambols  on  the  green. 
Yet,  when  the  radiant  nymph  appears. 
Each  field  its  richest  livery  wears, 

AU  nature  's  blith  and  gay ; 
The  swains  transported  with  delight, 
After  a  long  and  gloomy  night. 

Bless  the  reviving  day. 
While  thos,  indulgent  to  our  prayer, 
Kind  Heaven  penhitted  us  to  share 

A  blessing  so  divine ; 
While  smiling  Jbope  gave  some  relief, 
And  joys  alternate  sooth*d  our  grief^  / 

What  shepherd  oould  repine  I 
But  now— her  £atal  loss  we  mourn. 
Never,  oh  !  never  to  return 

To  these  deserted  plains! 
Undone,  abandoned  to  despair, 
Alas!  '^is  winter  all  the  year 

To  us  unhappy  swains. 

Ye  little  Loves,  lament  around ; 
With  empty  quivers  strew  the  ground. 

Your  J  bows  unbent  lay  down ; 
Harmless  your  wounds,  pobtless  your  darts, 
Apd  frail  your  empire  o'er  our  hearts, 

TiU  she  your  triumphs  crown. 
Ye  Nsrmphs,  ye  Fawns,  complaming  sighj 
Ye  Graces,  let  your  tresses  fly. 

The  sport  of  every  wind : 
Ye  mimic  Echoes,  tell  the  woods. 
Repeat  it  to  the  murmuring  floods,  • 

She's  gone!  she's  gone!  unkind?, 

Break,  shepherds,  break  each  toneless  reed, 
Let  all  your  flocks  at  random  feed, 

Each  flowery  garland  tear ; 
Since  Wit  and  Beauty  quit  the  plain. 
Past  pleasures  but  enhance  our  pain. 

And  life  's  not  worth  our  care. 


TO  PHYLLIS. 

Though  close  immur'd,  poor  captive  maid ! 

Young  Danae  play'd  a  wanton's  part ; 
The  gold  that  in  her  lap  was  laid. 

Soon  found  a  passage  to  her  hearL 

Ambitious  Semele,  •  beguil'd 

By  Juno's  unrelenting  hate. 
Amid  the  bright  destruction  smil'd, 

Enjoy'd  her  god,  and  dy'd  in  state. 
The  swan  on  Leda's  whiter  breast. 

Artful  deceiver  !  nestling  lay,       ' 
With  joy  she  clasp'd  her  downy  guest. 

Fond  of*  a  bird  so  soft  and  gay. 
What  boon  can  foithful  merit  share,. 

Where  interest  reigns,  or  pride,  or  show  i 
Tis  the  rich  banker  wins  the  feir. 

The  garter'd  knight,  or  foather'd  beau. 
No  more  my  panting  heart  shall  beat. 

Nor  Phyllis  claim  one  parting  gtoan, ; 
Her  tears,  her  vows,  are  all  a  cheat, 

For  woman  loves  l^eiself  alone. 
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TO  TIE  ftlOHT  BOHOOtABlS 

THE  EARL  OF  HALIFAX, 


WITH  TH£  FABLE  OP  TB^  TWO  8PEI1I08. 

O  Halifax  !  a  name  for  ever  dear 
To  Phoebus,  and  which  all  the  Nine  revere  } 
Accept  this  humble  pledge  of  my  esteem. 
So  justly  thine,  benevolence  my  theme. 
In  mystic  tales,  and  parables,  of  old 
Grave  eastern  seers  instructive  letaoos  told  ; 
Wise  Greece  finom  them  receiv'd  the  happy  plan. 
And  taught  the  brute  to  pedagogue  the  man. 
The  matron,  Truth,  appears  with  better  grace, 
When  well-wrought  feibles  veil  her  reverend  face : 
Dry  precept  may  instruct,  but  can^t  delight. 
While  pleasing  fictions  all  our  powelv  excite. 
Our  busy  minds  each  faculty  employ. 
And  range  aroqnd,  and  start  their  game  with  joy  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  chiase,  make  the  rich  prey  their  own. 
And  glory  in  the  conquests  they  have  won. 
Fable  alone  can  crown  the  poet's  brow,       * 
Upon  his  works  immortal  charms  Wstow : 
And  Hwere  a  sin  that  method  to  disprove. 
Which  Heaven  has  iix*d  by  sanctions  from  above. 
My  humble  Muse  in  calm  retirement  roves 
Near  mossy  fountains,  and  near  shady  groves : 
Yet  there,  ev'n  there,  her  loyal  hands  would  raise 
Some  rural  trophy  to  her  monarch's  praise ; 
Instruct  those  fountains  and  those  groves  to  show. 
What  copious  blessings  from  his  bounty  flow ; 
While  flowers  and  shrubs  bless  his  propitious  aid. 
His  i^m  refreshing,  or  protecting  shade. 
Great  friend  of  human  kind !  thy  pious  hand 
Nor  wounds  to  kill,  nor  conquers  to  command. 
Let  haughty  tyrants  of  false  glory  dream, 
Without  remorse  pursue  the  bloody  sclieme ; 
To  fiune  forbidden  tread  the  lawless  way, 
And  o'er  the  ravag'd  world  extend  their  s«ay : 
Tis  thine,  great  George,  to  guard  thy  favourite  isle 
From  open  force,  and  every  secret  wile, 
To  raise  th'  oppressed,  to  make  the  captives  smile ; 
To  pay  jnst  Heaven  what  righteous  monarchsowe, 
And,  like  that  Heaven,  to  bless  the  world  below : 
To  build  new  temples,  to  repair  the  old. 
To  briug  the  straggling  sheep  into  the  fold. 
And  by  wise  laws  re^ture  an  age  of  gold. 
Ye  blissfui  seats  where  Thame  and  Isis  join. 
Lovely  retirement  of  the  sacred  Nine, 
Parent  of  arts,  and  once  my  sweet  abode. 
Can  ye  forget  the  blessings  he  bestowM  ? 
Can  sophistry  prevail  against  that  prince, 
Whose  mercy  and  bene&cence  convince } 
Oh  !  touch  each  tuneful  string,  let  every  Musa 
From  all  her  stores  her  noblest  Partus  chube  j 
Pay  what  she  can  in  tributary  lays. 
And  to  lijs  virtue  grant  supplies  of  praise. 
To  all  tlic  world'yaur  graceful  hearts  make  known. 
And  in  your  monarch's  fame  record  your  own. 
His  fdmer— which  Envy's  broath  can  never  blast. 
But  ages  yet  to  come  shall  join  the  past. 
And  Bmoswick's  glory  with  the  workl  shall  last. 


A  SONG  FOR  THE  LUTE. 

Gently,  my  lute,  move  every  stringy 
^-'oft  as  my  sighs,  reveal  my  pain  ; 

While  I,  in  plaintive  numbers,  sing 
Of  sligatad  vows,  and  cold  disdam. 


In  vain  her  airs,  in  vain  her  art. 

In  vain  she  frowns  when  I  appear; 
Thy  notes  shall  melt  her  frozen  heart ; 

She  cannot  hate,  if  she  can  hear. 
And  see  she  smiles !  through  all  the  groves 

Triumphant  Id-Pseans  sound: 
Clap  all  your  wipgs,  ye  little  Loves ; 

Ve  sportive  Graces,  dance  around. 
Ye  listening  oaks,  bend  to  my  song; 

Not  Orpheus  playd  a  nobler  lay : 
Ye  savages,  about  me  throng  ; 

Ye  rocks,  and  htodet  hearts,  obey. 
She  comes,  she  eomes,  relenting  fair  f 

To  611  with  joy  my  longing  arms  ; 
What  faithful  lover  can  despair. 

Who  thvs  with  verse  and  mii»c,  chanasf 


THE  COSUET 


Wbbv  tortnr'd  by  the  cruel  fair 
And  almost  mad  whh  wild  despair. 

My  fleeting  spirits  rove; 
One  cordial  glance  restores  her  slave, 
lledeems  me  horn  the  gapmg  grave. 

And  soothes  my  soul  to  love. 
Thus  in  a  sea  of  doubt  I'm  tossed. 
Now  sunk,  now  thrown  upon  the  coast  ^ 

Wliat  wretch  can  long  endure 
Such  odd,  perplexing  pangs  as  these,. 
When  neither  mortal  the  disease. 
Nor  yet  complete  the  cure  ? 

Proud  tyrant !  since  to  save,  or  kill, 
Dei)ends  on  thy  capricious  will. 

This  milder  sentence  give ; 
R^ene  my  strange,  untoward  fate,. 
Oh  !  let  me  perish  by  thy  hate. 
Or  by  thy  kindness  live ! 


THE  SUPERANUATED  LOrER. 

Dbad  to  the  soft  delights  of  love. 

Spare  me,  O  !  spare  me,  cruel  boy  ; 
Nor  seek  in  vain  tliat  heart  tu  move, 

Which  pants  no  more  with  amorous  joy. 
Of  old,  thy  faithful  hardy  swain, 

(When  smit  with  fair  Pastora's  charms) 
I  serv'd  tliee  many  a  long  campaign. 

And  wide  I  spread  thy  conquering  arms. 
Now,  mipbty  god,  dismiss  tliy  slave. 

To  feeble  age  let  youth  succeed  ; 
Becruit  among  the  strong  and  brave,. 

And  kindly  spare  an  invalid. 
Adieu,  fond  hopes,  fantastic  cares, 

Ye  killing  joys,  ye  pleasing  pains  ? 
My  soul  for  better  guests  prepares. 

Reason  restor'd,  and  virtue  reigns. 
But  why,  my  Cloe,  tell  me  why  ? 

Why  trickles  down  this  silent  tear  ? 
Why  do  these  blushes  rise  and  die  ? 

Why  stand  1  mute  when  thou  art  here? 
Ev'n  sleep  affords  my  soul  no  rest 

Thee  bathing  in  the  stream  I  view ; 
With  thee  I  dance,  with  thee  I  feast, 

Th«e  through  the  gloomy  grove  pursue* 
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Triamphant  god  of  gay  desires ! 

Thy  x'assal's  racing  pains  remore; 
Ibttm,  I  bum,  with  eercer  fires. 

Oh!  take  my  life,  or  crown  ray  love. 


ADVICE  TO  THE  LADIES. 

Wbo  iwwTCgafdsChloris,  hertcars,  and  her  whining. 
Her  sighs,  and  fond  wishes,  and  aukwaid  repining  ? 
\\Tiat  B  pother  is  here,  with  her  amorous  glances, 
Soft  fragments  of  Ovid,  and  scrapes  of  romances ! 
A  nice  prude  at  fifteen !  and  a  romp  in  decay  ! 
Cold  Decertiber  affecto  the  sweet  blossoms  of  May; 
To  fewn  hi  her  dotage,  and  in  her  bloom  spurn  us, 
bto  quench  Love's  bright  torch^and  with  touchwood 

to  bum  us. 
Believe  me,  dear  maids,  there 's  no  way  of  evading ; 
While  ye  pish,  and  cry  nay,  your  roses  are  fading : 
Though  your  passion  survive,  your  beauty   will 

dwuidle, 
Avl  OUT  languishing  embers  can  never  rekindle. 
^\'bcn  bright  in  your  zeniths  we  prostrate  before  ye, 
When  ye  set  in  a  cloud,  what  fool  will  adore  ye  ? 
Then, veto,  be  advis'd,and  snatch  the  kind  blessing. 
And  show  your  good  conduct  by  timely  possessing. 


ANACREONTIC. 

10   CLOt   tttlNKINa. 

Whki,  my  dear  Cloe,  yon  resign 
One  happy  hour  to  mirth  and  wine, 
Kach  glass  you  drink  still  paints  your  fc«t 
With  some  new  victorious  grace : 
Channs  in  reserve  my  soul  surprise. 
And  by  fresh  wounds  your  lover  diet. 
Who  cab  resist  thee,  lovely  fiiir ! 
That  wit !  that  soft  engaging  air  I 
Kach  paotmg  heart  its  homage  pays. 
And  all  the  vassal  world  obeys. 
Gud  of  the  grape,  boast  now  no  moi« 
Tby  triumphs  on  far  Indus'  shore  : 
Each  useless  weapon  now  lay  down. 
Thy  tigers,  car,  and  ivy-crown  5 
Oive  but  this  juice  in  fiill  supplies. 
And  tnut  thy  fame  to  Clocks  eyes. 


TO  A 


DISCARDED  TOAST. 

Ceiu,  confess  'tis  all  in  vain. 

To  patch  the  ruins  of  thy  face  j 
Nor  of  ill.naturM  Time' complain, 

Tbat  robs  it  of  each  blooming  grace. 
If  I^  no  more  shall  bend  his  bow, 

^'«  point  his  arrows  from  thine  eye. 
If  nolac'd  fop,  nor  featherM  heap, 

^^^spairing  at  thy  feet  shall  die : 
Yet  still,  my  charmer,  wit  like  thine   ■ 
^^^  triumph  over  Age  and  Fate ; 
^y  setting  beams  with  Instre  shine, 

And  rivAl^hcir  mwidian  height 


Beauty,  fair  fiower  i  soon  fades  away, . 

And  transient  are  the  joys  of  love; 
But  wit,  and  virtue,  ne'er  decay, 

Ador'd  below,  and  bless'd  above. 


THE  Perjured  mistress. 

raOM  HORACE  BPOD.  XV.  AD  NEARAM. 

TwAs  night,  ahd  Heaven  intent  with  all  its  eye* 
Gaz'd  on  the  dear  deceitful  maid ; 
A  thousand  prcitv  things  she  said, 
A  thousand  artful  tricks  she  play*d, 

From  me,  deluded  me,  ^er  falsehood  to  disguise. 
She  clasp'd  me  in  her  soft  encircling  arms, 
She  press*d  her  glowing  cheek  to  mine. 
The  clinging  ivy,  or  the  curling  vine. 
Did  never  yet  so  closely  twine  j 

Who  could  be  man  and  bear  the  lustre  of  her  charms } 
And  thus  she  swore :  "  By  all  the  powers  above. 
When  winter  stonns  shall  cease  to  roar, 
Wlien  summer  suns  shall  shine  no  more. 
When  wolves  their  cruelty  give  o'er, 

Neaera  then,  and  not  till  then,  shall  cease  to  love." 
Ah!  false  Neiera!  peijur'd  fair  !  but  know, 
I  have  a  soul  too  great  to  bear 
A  rival's  proud  insulting  air, 
Another  may  be  found  as  fair,  [yo«« 

As  fair,  ungrateful  nymph  !  and  feir  more  just  than 
Shouldst  thou  repent,  and  at  my  feet  be  laid. 
Dejected,  penitent,  forlorn. 
And  all  thy  former  follies  mourn, 
Thy  profTer'd  passion  I  would  scorn  : 

The  gods  shall  do  me  right-on  that  devoted  head. 
And  you,  spruce  sir,  who  insolently  gay, 
Exulting,  laugh  at  my  disgrace. 
Boast  with  vain  airs,  and  stiff  grimace. 
Your  large  estate,  your  handsome  face. 

Proud  of  a  fleeting  bliss,  the  pageant  of  a  day : 
You  too  shall  soon  repent  this  haughty  scorn  ; 
When  fickle  as  the  sea  or  wind. 
The  prostitute  shall  change  her  mind, 
To  such  another  coxcomb  kind ; 

Then  shall  I  clap  my  wings,  and  triumph  in  my  turn^ 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WHO   SPINT  TBB   KlOHt   IW  TEARS,    UPON    A    RSrOKT 

THAT  HSa  BROTHER  WAS  TO   FIGHT  A  DUBI.TJII 

NEXT  MORMINO. 

pASTORA  weeps,  let  every  lover  mourn, 
Her  grief  is  no  less  fatal  than  her  scom : 
Those  shining  orbs  inflict  an  equal  pain, 
Overflown  witli  tears,  or  pointed  with  disdain. 
When  doubts  and  fears  invade  that  tender  breast. 
Where  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  should  ever  rest; 
As  flowers  deprived  of  the?  Sun's  genial  ray. 
Earthward  we  bend,  and  silently  decay  ; 
In  spight  of  all  philosophy  can  do. 
Our  hearts  relent,  the  bursting  torrents  flow,. 
We  feel  her  pains,  and  propajate  her  woe. 
Each  mournful  Muse  laments  the  weeping  fidr, 
The  Graces  all  their  comely  tresses  tear. 
Love  drags  his  wings,  and  droops  his  little  bead. 
And  Venus  mourns  as  for  Adonis  dead. 
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Patifiiice,  dear  maid,  abr  without  dmae  oomplaiOy 
O  lavMh  not  those  precious  drops  in  Tain : 
Under  the  shield  of  your  pievailing  cbaims. 
Your  happy  brother  lives  secare  from  hArms, 
Your  bright  resembbmce  all  my  rage  disaims. 
Your  influence  unable  to  withsUnd, 
The  conscious  steel  drops  finom  my  tremblidg  hand; 
Low  mt  your  feet  the  guilty  weapon  lies. 
The  foe  repents,  and  the  fond  lover  dies; 
Aneas  thus  by  men  and  gods  pursued. 
Feeble  with  wounds,  defil'd  with  dust  and  Mood; 
Beauty's  bright' goddess  interpos'd  her  charms. 
And  sav'd  the  hopes  of  Troy  from  Grecian  anns. 


TO  DR,  M 

ElUOING   MATHBMATICS. 

Vain  our  pursuits  of  koowlodge,  vam  our  care. 
The  cost  and  labour  we  may  justly  spare. 
Death  from  this  coarse  alloy  refines  the  mind. 
Leaves  us  at  large  t'  expatiate  unconfin'd  ; 
All  science  opens  to  our  wondering  eyes, 
And  the  good  man  is  in  a  moment  wise. 


FROM  MARTIAL. 

BPIG.    ZLTII. 

Would  you,  my  friend,  find  out  the  true  receipt. 
To  live  at  ease,  and  stem  the  tide  of  Fate  ; 
'i*he  grand  elixir  thus  you  must  infuse. 
And  these  ingredients  to  be  happy  chuse: 
First  an  estate,  not  got  with  toil  and  sweat. 
But  unencumber'd  left,  and  free  from  debt : 
For  let  that  be  your  doll  forefether*s  care. 
To  pinch  and  drudge  for  his  deserving  heir ; 
Fruitful  and  rich,  in  land  that 's  sound  and  good. 
That  fills  your  barns  with  com,your  hearth  with  wood ; 
That  cold  nor  hunger  may  your  house  infest. 
While  flames  invade  the  skies,  and  pudding  crowns 
A  quiet  mind,  serene,  and  free  from  caro,   [the  feast 
Kor  puzzlmg  on  the  bench,  nor  noisy  at  the  bar  ^ 
A  body  sound,  that  physic  cannot  mend; 
And  the  best  physic  of  the  mind,  a  friend. 
Equal  in  birth,  in  humour,  and  in  place. 
Thy  other  self,  distinguish'd  but  by  fisoe ; 
Whose  sympathetic  soul  takes  equal  share 
Of  all  thy  pleasure,  and  of  all  thy  care. 
A  modest  board,  adom*d  with  men  of  sense. 
No  French  ragouts,  nor  French  impertinence, 
A  merry  bottle  to  engender  wit, 
Not  over-dos*d,  but  quantum  tt{fficil: 
Equal  the  errour  is  in  each  excess, 
Nor  dulness  less  a  sin,  tlian  drunkennen. 
A  tender  wife  dissolving  by  thy  side. 
Easy  and  chaste,  free  from  debate  and,  pride. 
Each  day  a  mistress,  and  each  night  a  bride. 
Sleep  uudisturbM,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
The  merry  horn,  that  chides  thy  tedious  stay  ; 
A  horse  that 's  clean,  sure-footed,  swift,  and  sound. 
And  dogs  that  make  the  echbiog  clifts  resound ; 
That  sweep  the  dewy  plains,  out-fly  the  wind. 
And  leave  domestic  sorrows  far  behind. 
PleasM  with  thy  present  lot,  nor  grudging  at  the  past, 
Not  fearing  when  thy  time  shall  come,  nor  hoping 
for  thy  last. 


TO  A  OlimiSllAK^ 

WHO  MARRIED  HIS  CAST  MISTRgSS. 

WtLOU  BOtACB,  BOOK   III.  ODB  IX. 

D.    Whilb  I  was  yours,  and  yoors  alone, 

Proud,  and  transported  with  your  obainH^ 
I  envy'd  not  the  Persian  throne. 
But  reign'd  more  glorious  in  yoor  anns; 
B,    While  you  were  tme,  nor  Suky  fiur 

Had  chas'd  poor  Bnmy  from  yoor  bietst/ 
Not  Ilia  could  with  me  compare. 
So  fom'd,  or  so  divinely  blest 
D,    In  Suky's  arms  entranc'd  I  lie, 

So  sweetly  sings  the  warbling  fair ! 
For  whom  most  wrllingly  I'd  die. 
Would  Fate  the  gentle  Syren  sparr* 
R,    Me  Billy  bums  with  mutual  fire. 

For  whom  I  'd  die,  in  whom  I  live^ 
For  whom  each  moment  I  'd  expire. 
Might  be,  my  better  part,  survive. 
D,    Should  I  once  more  my  heart  resign, 
Would  you  the  penitent  receive? 
Would  Suky  soom*d  atone  my  crime; 
And  would  my  Bruny  own  her  sUve  f 
B.    Though  brighter  he  than  blazing  star. 
More  fickle  thou  than  wind  or  sea^ 
With  thee,  my  kind  returning  dear, 
I  'd  live,  contented  die  with  thee. 


A  DAINTY  NEW  BALLAD 

OCCASIOMBD  BY  A  CLBBGTMAS's   WIDOW  OF  CBVIFri 

YBABS   OP  AGB,  SEIKO  MABBIEn  TO  A  T0U2M 

XXCISBMAN. 

Thbbb  Wd  in  our  good  t^wn, 
A  relict  of  the  gown, 

A  chaste  and  humble  dame  j[ 
Who,  when  her  man  of  Ood 
Was  cold  as  any  clod, 

Dropt  many  a  tear  in  vain. 
But  now,  good  people,  learn  all. 
No  grief  can  be  eternal ; 

Nor  is  it  meet,  I  ween. 
That  folks  should  always  whhnper. 
There  is  a  time  to  simper. 

As  quickly  shall  be  seen. 
For  Love,  that  little  nrohm. 
About  this  widow  lurching,   - 

Had  slilyfix'd  his  dart; 
The  silent  creeping  flame 
Boird  SOTO  in  every  vein. 

And  glow'd  about  her  heaiL 
So  when  a  pipe  we  smoke. 
And  from  the  flint  provoke 

The  sparks  that  twinkling  play  ; 
The  touchwood  old  and  dry 
With  heat  begins  to  fry,     , 

And  gently  wastes  away. 

With  art  she  patched  up  Nature, 
Belbrming  every  feature. 

Restoring  ^ery  grace : 
To  gratify  her  pnde. 
She  stopped  each  cranny  wide. 

And  painted  o^er  hec  fact.  ^ 
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Mar  red,  nor  eke  the  wMHe, 
Was  mntiag  to  invitey 

Nor  ooral  lips  that  pout  $ 
But,  oh!  in  vain  she  tries. 
With  darU  to  aim  those  eyes 

That  dimly  squmt  ahout. 
With  Older  and  with  car^ 
Her  pyramid  of  hair 

SoUimely  moimts  the  sky; 
And,  that  she  might  prevail, 
fte  bobter'd  up  her  tail. 

With  ramps  three  stories  high. 
With  many  a  rich  perfomey 
flie  porifyM  her  room, 

Ai  there  was  need,  no  doabt; 
for  on  these  warm  occasions, 
Ofepsive  exhalations 

Are  apt  to  fly  about 
On  beds  of  roses  lying. 
Expecting,  wishing,  dying, 

Hius  languished  for  her  love 
The  Cyprian  queen  of  olA, 
As  merry  bards  have  toM, 

All  in  a  myrtle  grove, 
k  pale  of  mother  church. 
She  fbndly  hop'd  to  lurch. 

But,  ah  me  !  hop^d  in  vain^ 
Ko  doctor  could  be  found, 
Who  this  her  case  profound 

Iknt  venture  to  explain. 
At  leqgth  a  youth  full  smarts 
Who  oft  by  magic  art 

Had  div'd  in  many  a  hole  ; 
Or  kilderiEin,  or  tun,  - 
Or  hogshead,  'twas  all  one. 

He  *d  sound  it  with  his  pole 
Ha  ait,  and  eke  bis  foce, 
So  suited  to  her  case, 

£ogag*d  her  love-sk;k  heart; 
Qooth  she,  my  pretty  Diver, 
WHh  thee  I  'U  live  for  ever. 

And  finom  thee  never  part. 
For  thee  my  bloom  reviving, 
For  thee  finnh  charms  arising. 

Shall  melt  thee  into  joy  $ 
Nor  doubt,  my  pretty  sweeting. 
Ere  nine  months  are  compleating. 

To  see  a  bonny  boy. 
As  ye  have  seen,  no  doubt, 
A  candle  when  just  out,  - 

In  flames  break  forth  again  5 
So  shone  this  widow  bright, 
AU  blazmg  in  despight 

Of  threescore  years  and  ten. 


CANWWS  EPiTHALAMaUM. 

UPON  THB  SAMS. 

Tim  as  malevolent,  as  old. 

To  blast  Csnidia's  face, 
(Which  once  'twas  raptoure  to  behold) 

With  wrinkles  and  disgrace. 
Kot  80  m  blooming  beauty  bright, 

lach  envying  virgin's  pattern. 


She  reign'd  with  undisputed  right 

A  priestess  of  St.  Cattem  K 
Each  sprightly  soph,  each  brawny  thrum. 

Spent  his  first  runnings  here; 
And  hoary  doctors  dribbling  come. 

To  languish  and  despair. 
Low  at  her  feet  the  prostrate  arts 

Their  humble  homage  pay ; 
To  her  the  tyrant  of  their  hearts. 

Each  bard  directs  his  lay.. 
But  now,  when  impotent  to  please, 

Ahu !  tjie  would  be  doing  $ 
Reversitag  Nature's  wise  decrees,         ^ 

She  goes  herself  a-wooing. 
Though  brib'd  with  aU  her  pelf,  the  swain 

Most  aukwardly  complies; 
Press'd  to  bear  arms,  he  serves  in  pain. 

Or  from  his  colours  flies. 
So  does  an  ivy,  green  when  old. 

And  sprouting  in  decay, 
In  jiiiceless^  joyless  arms  infold 

A  sapling  young  and  gay. 
The  thriving  plant,  if  better  join'd. 

Would  emulate  the  skies ; 
But,  to'that  withered  trunk  confined. 

Grows  sickly,  pines,  and  dies. 


HUNTING-SONG. 

BsBOLD,  my  friend,  the  rosy-flnger'd  Mom, 

With  blushes  on  her  face 

Peeps  o'er  yon  azure  hill ;  ' 

Rich  gems  the  trees  enchase. 

Pearls  from  each  bush  distil. 
Arise,  arise,  and  hail  the  light  new-bom. 

Haifc!  baric !  the  merry  horn  calls,  come  away: 

Quit,  quit  thy  downy  bed ; 

Break  from  Amynta's  arms ; 

Oh !  let  it  ne'er  be  said, 

That  all,  that  all  her  charms. 
Though  she  's  as  Venus  fair,  can  tempt  thy  stay. 
Perplex  thy  soul  no  more  with  cares  below. 

For  what  will  pelf  avail ! 

Thy  courser  paws  the  ground. 

Each  beagle  cocks  his  tail, 

They  spend  their  mouths  around. 
While  health,  and  pleasure,  smiles  on  every  brow. 

Try,  huntsmen,  all  the  brakes,  spread  all  theplaii^ 

Now,  now,  she  *s  gone  away. 

Strip,  strip,  with  speed  pursue ; 

The  jocund  god  of  day, 

Who  fain  our  q^rt  would  view, 
See,  see,  he  flogs  his  fiery  steeds  in  vain. 

Pour  down,  like  a  flood  from  the  hilb,  brave  boyi. 

On  the  wings  of  the  wind 

The  merry  beagles  fly; 

]>ull  Sorrow  lags  behind : 

Ye  shrill  echoes,  r^ply ; 
Catch  each  flying  sound,  and  double  our  joys. 
Ye  rocks,  woods,  and  caves,  our  music  repeat : 

The  bright  spheres  thus  above, 

A  gay  refulgent  tram, 

>  She  was  bar-keeper  at  the  Cattera-wbeel  in  Ox- 
ford* 
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Harmonioinly  more, 

O'er  jron  celestial  plain 
Like  us  whjri  along,  in  conceit  so  sweet. 
Kow  Piiss  threads  the  brakes,  and  heavily  flies. 

At  the  head  of  the  pack 

Old  Fidjer  beors  the  bell. 

Every  foil  he  hunts  ba?k, 

And  aloud  rings  her  knell, 
Till,  forced  into  rieW,  she  pants,  and  she  dies. 
In  liie*»  dull  round  thus*we  toil  «ind  we  sweat; 

Diseases,  grief,  and  pain. 

An  implacable  crew, 

l^'liile  we  double  in  vain, 

Unrelentinjr  pursue. 
Till,  quite  bunted  down,  we  yield  with  regret 

This  moment  is  ours,  come  live  while  je  may. 

What  '8  decreed  by  dark  Fate 

Is  not  in  our  own  power, 

Since  to  morrow  's  too  late. 

Take  the  prefsent  kind  hour : 
With  wine  cheer  the  night,  as  sports  bless  the  4&y« 


A  TRANSLATION  OF  HORACE,  bp.  x. 

HORACE  RECOMMENDS  A  COUNTRY  LIFE,  AND  DiSSUADBi 
HIS  FRIEND  FROM  AMBITION  AND  AVARICE. 

Health  to  my  friend  lost  in  the  smoky  town. 

From  him  who  breathes  in  country  air  alone. 

In  all  things  else  thysoul  and  mine  are  one ; 

And  like  two  aged  long  acquainted  doves,      [loves. 

The  same  our  mutual  hate,  the  same  our  mutual 

Close,  and  secure,  you  keep  your  lazy  nest, 

IVly  wandering  thoughts  won't  let  my  pinions  rest : 

O'er  rocks,  seas,  woods,  I  take  my  wanton  flif  ht. 

And  f  ach  new  object  charms  with  new  delight 

To  say  no  more,  my  friend,  I  live,  and  reign, 

lord  of  myself:  I  've  broke  the  servile  chain. 

Shook  off  with  scorn  the  trifles  you  desire. 

All  the  vain  empty  nothings  fops  admire.  * 

Thu*?  the  lean  slave  of  some  fet  pamper*d  priest 

With  greedy  eyes  at  first  views  each  luxurious  feast ; 

But,  quickly  cloy'd,  now  he  no  more  can  eat 

Tlioir  goflly  viands,  and  their  holy  meat : 

Wisely  ambitious  to  be  free  and  i>oor, 

Longs  for  the  homely  scraps  he  loath 'd  before. 

Seek'stthou  a  place  Vhere  Nature  is  observed. 

And  cooler  Reason  may  be  Piildly  heard; 

To  rural  shades  let  thy  calm  sf  ul  retreat. 

Those  are  th'  Elysian  fields,  ths  is  the  happy  seat, 

Pr(X)f  against  winter"?  coH,  and  sumnior's  heat 

Here  no  invidious  cnrr  thy  i)eace  annf>ys. 

Sleep  nndistu'b'd,  iminterrnpted  joys  ; 

Your  marb'e  pavement'  with  fli -rracemust  yield 

To  oach  snio<Jth  pbi"   i*rv\  cny  enamel'd  field  : 

Your  mu<^^H'  a^-'^cfliM  ts  C9\\  rseVr  compare 

With  :  r.iirt,  y  str^-i^ms,  more  pure  than  city  air  ; 

Our  yew  and  bays  e  "JclosM  in  pots  ye  prize. 

And-  mimic  little  beauties  we  despise. 

Tbe  ros'^.nnd  wondWne  marble  walls  support, 

Holly  ai.  I  ivT  deck  the  gaudv  court: 

V'Vt  yrt  in  vain  oil  ^^hifts  the  artist  tries, 

Tho  divv  Dtepied  twi<r  but  nmes  away  and  dies. 

Th<*  hoMse  y<^  pr-^'^f  that  a  Irrgp  |»r(>spc"t  yields, 

And  view  with  longing  eyes  the  pleasure  of  the  fields  ; 


Tis  thus  ye  own,  thm  tBcitly  confess,' 
Th'  inimitable  channs  the  peacefnl  country  Uea. 
In  vain  from  Nature's  roles  we  blindly  stray. 
And  push  th'  uneasy  monitrix  away  : 
Still  she  returns,  nor  lets  our  conscience  rest, 
But  night  and  day  inculcates  what  is  best,  % 
Our  truest  firicnsd,  though  an  unwelcome  gi^est. 
As  soon  tb*  unskilful  fool  that's  blind  enough, 
Tr>  cnll  rich  Indian  damask  Norwich  stuff, 
Shall  become  rich  by  trade ;  as  he  be  wise, 
V^liose  partial  soul  and  undisceming  eyes 
Can't  at  first  sight,  and  at  each  transient  view, 
OiKtinguish  good  .from  bad,  or  iaise  from  true. 
He  that  too  hijjh  exalts  his  giddy  head 
When  Fortune  smiles,  if  the  jilt  frowns,  is  dead: 
Th'  aspiring  fool,  big  with  his  haughty  boasf. 
Is  the  most  abject  wretch  when  all  his  hopes  are  lost 
Sit  loose  to  all  the  world,  nor  aught  adoure, 
These  worthless  t•^ys  too  fondly  we  desre; 
Since  when  the  darling's  ravished  from  our  beirt, 
The  pleasure's  over-balanc'd  by  the  smart 
Confine  thy  thoughts,  and  bound  thy  loose  deiiiab 
For  thrifty  Nature  no  great  cost  requires: 
A  healthful  body,  and  thy  mistr^R  kind. 
An  humble  cot,  and  a  more  humble  mind: 
These  once  enjoy'd,  the  world  is  all  thy  own, 
From  thy  poor  cell  despise  the  'ottering  throne. 
And  wakefol  monarchs  in  a  bed  of  down. 
The  s^ag  well  arm'd,  and  with  unequal  force, 
From  fruitful  meadows  chas'd  the  conquer'dhonej 
The  haughty  beast  that  stomach'd  the  disgrace, 
In  meaner  pastures  not  content  to  graze. 
Receives  the  bit,  and  man's  assistance  prays. 
The  conquest  (rain*d,  and  many  trophies  won. 
His  false  confederate  still  rode  boldly  on ; 
In  yain  tlje  beast  curs'd  his  perfidious  aid. 
He  plung'd,  he  rear'd,  but  nothing  could  perauadt 
7'he  rider  finom  his  back,  or  bridle  from  his  head. 
Just  so  the  wretch  that  greedily  aspires, 
ITnable  to  content  his  wild  desires ; 
Dreading  the  fatal  thougrht  of  being  jmot. 
Loses  a  prize  worth  all  his  golden  ore. 
The  happy  freedom  he  enjoy'd  before. 
About  him  still  th'  uneasy  load  he  bears, 
Spurr'd  on  with  fruitless  hopes,  and  curbed  with  ans< 

ious  fears. 
The  man  whose  fortune?  fit  not  fo  his  mind. 
The  way  to  true  content  shall  never  find; 
If  the  shoe  pinch,  or  if  it  prove  too.wide. 
In  that  he  walks  m  pain,  in  this  he  treads  aside. 
But  you,  my  friend,  in  calm  contentment  live, 
Always  well  pleas'd  with  what  the  pods  shall  gire; 
!/-t  not  base- shining  pflf  thy  mind  deprave. 
Tyrant  mf  fools,  the  wise  man's  drudge  and  slave; 
And  me  reprove  if  I  s;  all  crave  for  more. 
Or  seetn  the  least  uneay  to  be  p<X)r. 
Tbns  much  T  write,  m«  rry,  and  free  from  car^ 
And  nothing  covet,  but  thy  presence  here. 


THE  MISER'S  SPEECH 

FROM  HORACB,  SPOD.  lU 

Happy  the  man,  who,  free  from  care^ 
Manures  his  own  paternal  fields, 

Content,  as  his  wise  fathers  were. 
T'  enjoy  the  crop  his  labour  yieMK 
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Kor  nsQiy  torments  his  breast, 

That  barters  happin.'»s«;  for  s^ain, 
Kor  war's  alarms  d;->     -l  ^!s  rest. 

Nor  hazards  uf  t'^ '  f:i«*  ••   s.  oiain : 
Nor  at  the  laud  tun  .   11       j^t, 

Vnth  cgotly  no.s4 ,  .  . .  .       .lebate^ 
ProcbiiDt  an  e%*cria»tinii;  •*  tr  ; 

Nor  hwm  on  viUal^is  ouseiy  great. 
But  fn-  the  vine  select**  a  spuust, 

Chaste  emblem  of  .bt  mairiacre-be^, 
Or  prunes  the  too  lu:;u.  ^ai.t  bouuhs. 

And  graftt  more  happy  in  their  steadi 
Or  hears  the  lowinsr  herds  irom  far. 

That  fatten  on  the  fniitful  plains. 
And  ponders  with  delightful  care, 

The  ppjspect  of  bis  future  gains. 
Or  shears  his  sheep  that  round  him  graze, 

And  drcK^  beneath  their  curling  loads  ; 
Or  plundera  his  laborious  bees 

Of  boliny  nectar,  drink  of  gods  ! 
His  chearfnl  head  when  Autumn  rears, 

And  bending  boughs  reward  his  pains. 
Joyous  be  plucks  the  luscious  pears. 

The  purple  grape  his  finger  stains. 
Esch  honest  heart  *s  a  welcome  guest. 

With  tempting  fruit  his  tables  glow, 
Ihe  gods  are  bidden  to  theftast, 

TosbnretlK  blessings  they  bestow. 

Coder  an  oak*s  protecting  shade, 

In  flowery  meads  profusely  gay, 
Sopine  he  leans  his  peaceful  head. 

And  gently  loiters  life  away. 
The  vocal  streams  that  murmuring  flow. 

Or  from  their  springs  complaining  creep. 
The  birds  that  chirp  on  every  bough, 

brite  his  yielding  eyes  to  sleep. 
But,  when  bleak  storms  and  lowering  Jove 

Now  sadden  the  declining  year, 
lliroogh  every  thicket,  every  grove. 

Swift  he  parsues  the  flying  deer. 
With  deep-hung  boonds  he  sweeps  the  plains  j 

The  hHls,  thevallies,  smoak  around  : 
The  woods  repeat  his  pleasing  pains. 

And  Echo  propagates  the  sound. 
Or,  posb'd  by  his  victorious  spear, 

The  grisly  hoax  before  him  flies, 
Betrsy*d  by  his  prevailhig  (ear 

Into  the  toils,  the  monster  dies. 
His  towermg  falcon  mounts  the  skies. 

And  cuts  through  clouds  his  liquid  way  ; 
Or  else  with  sly  deceit  he  tries 

To  make  the  lesser  game  his  prey. 
Who,  thus  povessM  of  solid  joy. 

Would  Love,  that  idle  imp,  adore  ? 
Cloe  *i  coquet,  Myrtilla  's  coy» 

And  Phyllis  is  a  peijur'd  whore. 
Adieu,  fantastic  idle  flame  ! 

Give  me  a  profitable  wife, 
A  carefd,  but  obligmg  dame. 

To  soften  all  the  toils  of  life: 

Who  shall  with  tender  care  pnyvide. 
Against  her  weary  spouse  return. 

With  plenty  see  his  board  supply'd. 
And  make  the  cnckliDgbUlets  buni : 
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And  while  his  men  and  maids  repair 

To  fold  his  sheep,  to  milk  his  kine. 
With  unbought  dainties  feast  her  dear^ 

And  treat  him  with  domestic  wme. 
I  view  with  pity  and  disdain 

The  costly  trifles  coxcombs  boast. 
Their  Boutdeaux,  Burgundy,  Champaign, 

Though  sparkling  with  the  brightest  taut* 
PleasM  with  sound  manufacture  more. 

Than  all  the  stum  the  knaves  impose^ 
When  the  vain  colly  treats  his  whore. 

At  Brawn's,  the  Mitre,  or  the  Rose. 
Let  fops  their  sickly  palates  please. 

With  luxury's  expensive  store. 
And  feast  each  virulent  disease 

With  dainties  rrom  a  foreign  shores 
I,  whom  my  little  farm  supplies. 

Richly  on  Nature^s  bounty  live  ; 
The  only  happy  are  the  wise. 

Content  is  all  the  gods  can  give. 
While  thus  on  wholesome  catcs  I  feast^ 

Oh  !  with  what  rapture  I  behold 
My  flocks  in  comely  order  haste 

V  enrich  with  scnl  the  barren  fold  I 
The  languid  ox  approaches  slow. 

To  share  the  food  his  labours  earn  ; 
Painfiil  he  tugs  th'  inverted  plough. 

Nor  hunger  quickens  his  return. 
My  wanton  swains,  uncouthly  gay. 

About  my  smiling  hearth  delight. 
To  sweeten  the  laborious  day. 

By  many  a  merry  tale  at  night. 
Thus  spoke  old  Gripe,  when  bottles  thre« 

Of  Burton  ale,  and  sea-coal  (ire, 
UnlockM  his  breast :  resolved  to  be 

A  generous,  honest,  country  squire. 
That  very  night  his  money  lent. 

On  bond,  or  mortgage,  he  caird  in. 
With  lawful  use  of  six  per  cent : 

Next  morn,  he  put  it  out  at  ten* 


FABLE  L 

TBE   CAFTrVB   TRUMP£TSK. 

— Quo  non  praestantior  alter 
JEre  ciere  viros,  Martemque  aocendere  cantu. 

Virg. 
A  PARTY  of  hnssan  of  late 

For  prog  and  plunder  scour'd  the  plains. 
Some  French  Gens  d*Armes  surprised,  and  beat^ 

And  brought  their  trumpeter  in  chains. 
In  doleful  plight,  th'  ui^appy  hard 

For  quarter  begg*d  on  bended  knee, 
**  Pity,  Messieurs  !  In  truth  tis  hard 

To  kill  a  harmless  enemy. 
<<  These  hands,  of  slaughter  innocent. 

Ne'er  brandished  the  destructive  sword. 
To  you  or  yours  no  hurt  I  meant, 

O  take  a  poor  musician's  word.'* 
But  the  stem  foe,  with  generous  rage, 

«  Scoundrel  >"  reply'd,  **  thou  first  shalt  die. 
Who,  urging  others  to  engage. 

From  fame  and  danger  basaly  fly, 

P 
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*'  The  brave  by  law  of  anns  we  spare, 

Thou  by  the  hangman  shalt  expire ; 
*Ta  just,  and  not  at  all  severe, 

To  stop  the  breath  that  blew  the  Bre. 

FABLE  II. 

THE  BAIJ>-PAT£D  WELSHMAN,  AND  THE  FLY. 

— Qui  non  moderabitnr  ire, 
InfSectum  rolet  esse,  dolor  quod  suaserit  k,  mens, 
Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  festinat  inoltOk         Hor. 

A  SQUIRE  of  Wales,  whose  blood  ran  higher 

Than  that  of  any  other  squire, 

Hasty  and  hot ;  whose  peevish  honour 

KevengM  each  sljght  was  put  upon  her, 

Upon  a  mountain's  top  one  day 

Expos'd  to  sirs  meridian  ray ;  >  .* 

He  fumM,  he  rav'd,  he  cursed,  he  swore,  ! 

Exhal'd  a  sea  at  every  pore : 

At  last,  such  insults  to  evade. 

Sought  the  next  ti^'s  protecting  shade ; 

Where,  as  he  lay  dissolved  in  sweat. 

And  wip'd  oft*  many  a  rivulet. 

Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flies. 

And  flaxen  wig,  Time's  best  disguise. 

By  which,  fo'ks  of  maturer  a^cs 

Vie  with  smooth  beaux,  and  ladies'  pages : 

Though  *twas  a  secret  rarely  known, 

llUnatur'd  Age  had  cropt  his  crown, 

GrubbM  all  the  covert  up,  and  now 

A  large  smooth  plain  extends  Kts  brow. 

Thus  as  he  lay  with  numskul  bife. 

And  courted  the  refreshing  air, 

yew  persecutions  still  appear,    ■ 

A  noisy  fly  offends  his  eac^.. 

Alas  !  what  man  of  parts  and  sense 

Could  bear  such  vile  impertinence  ? 

Yet  so  discourteous  is  our  iate. 

Fools  always  buz  about  the  great 

This  insect  now,  whose  active  spite,  .  ! 

Teaz'd  him  with  never-ceasin?  bite,  '.  • 

With  so  much  judfirment  plav'd  his  part,  ; 

He  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart :  ^ 

In  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 

To  guard  his  ears,  his  nose,  his  eyes ; 

For  now  at  last,  fkmdiar  grown. 

He  perch 'd  upon  his  worship's  crown. 

With  teeth  and  claws  his  skin  he  tore. 

And  stuff 'd  himself  with  human  gQi^, 

At  last,  in  manners  to  excel, 

TJntruss'd  a  point,  some  authors  telL 

But  now  what  rhetoric  could  assuage 

The  furious  squire,  stark  mad  with  rage  } 

Impatient  at  the  foul  disgrace. 

From  insect  of  so  mean  a  race ; 

And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  foe. 

With  double  fist  he  aims  a  blow  : 

Tlie  nimble  fly  escap'd  by  flight, 

And  skipM  from  this  unequal  fight 

Th'  impend  in?  stroke  with  all  its  weight 

Fell  on  his  own  beloved  pate. 

Thus  much  he  gain'd  by  this  adventurous  deed, 

He  fbul'd  his  fingers,  and  he  broke  his  head. 

MORAb 

I^t  senates  hence  learn  to  preserve  their  state. 
And  scorn  the  fool,  below  their  grave  debate. 
Who  by  th'  unequal  strife  grows  popular  and  great 


Let  him  buz  os,  with  senaeleai  rant  defy 
The  wise,  the  good ;  yet  still  *tis  but  a  fly. 
With  puny  foes  the  toil 's  not  worth  the  cost. 
Where  nothing  can  be  gain'd,  much  may  be  loit : 
Let  cranes  and  pigmies  in  mock-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  generous  eagle's  rage. 
True  honour  o'er  the  clouds  sublimely  wings ; 
Young  Ammon  scorns  to  run  witb  less  than  kaqgi* 

FABLE  in. 

THE  ANT  AND  THE  FLT. 

Quern  res  plus  nimio  delectav&re  secunds, 

Mutats  quatient— •  Hoiu 

The  careful  ant  that  meanly  fares. 

And  labours  hardly  to  supply, 
Willi  wholesome  cates  and  homely  tares, 
'     His  numerous  working  family ; 
Upon  a  visit  met  one  day 

His  cousin  fly,  hvall  hJapride, 
A  courtier  insolent  and  gay, 

By  Goody  Maggot  near  ally'd : 
Tlie  humble  insect  Iv^mbly  bow'dy 

And  all  his^lowest  congees  paid» 
Of  an  alliance  wondrous  proud 

To  such  a  6uflPiiig  tearing  blade. 
The  haughty  fly  look'd  big>  apd  swore 

He  knew  him  not,  nor  wtieik^  be  came  j 
Huff 'd  much,  ai^d  with  impai^^ice  bore 

The  scandal  of  so  mean  a  aaim. 
"  Friend  Ciodp^^  know,  'tis  not  tiie  mod* 

At  court,  taown  sufili  clowns  as  thee,^ 
Nor  is  it  civil  to  intrude 

On  flies  of  rank  and  quality. 
"  I — ^who,  in  joy  and  indolence. 

Converse  with  monarchs  and  grandeev 
Begaling  every  nicer  sense 

With  olios,  soups,  and  fricassees; 
"  Who  kiss  each  beauty's  balmy  lip. 

Or  gently  buz  into  her  ear, 
,  About  her  snowy  bosom  skip. 

And  sometimes  creep  the  lord  knoMS  where  ."* 

Tlie  ant,  who  could  no  longer  bear 

His  cousin's  insolence  anid  pride, 
Toss'd  up  his  head,  and  with  an  air 

Of  conscious  worthy  he  thus  reply'd ; 
"  Vain  insect !  know,  the  time  will  come. 

When  the  court-sun  no  more  shall  shine. 
When  frosts  thy  gaudy  limbs  benumb, 

And  damps  about  thy  wings  shall  twine; 

'*  When  some  dark  nasty  hde  shall  hide 

And  cover  thy  neglected  head, 
When  all  this  lofty  swelling  pride 

Shall  burst,  and  shrink  into  a  shade : 
«  Take  heed,  lest  Fortune  c^ge  the  scene : 

Some  of  thy  brethren  I  remember. 
In  June  have  mighty  princes  been. 

But  begg'd  their  bread  before  December." 

MORAL* 

This  precious  oflspring  of  a  t — d 
Is  first  a  pimp,  and  then  a  lord  ; 
Ambitious  to  be  great,  ncyt  good. 
Forgets  his  own  dear  flesh  aad  blood. 
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%WgoddeMt  irliodciiglit*rtmjoke, 
O  fix  him  oo  thy  loirett  spoke ; 
And  smoe  the  flcoanclrel  is  so  Taio, 
Sadnoe  him  to  his  filth  sigaiiu 

FABLE    IV. 

THB  WOLF,   THB  FOX,  AKD  THX    AFB. 

Qodius  aocnsat  Moeehos,  Ctttilina  Getbegam. 


Juv. 


Tbk  wolf  impeadi'd  the  fox  of  theft. 

The  foK  the  chAi^ge  deny^d; 
To  the  grave  ttpe  the  case  was  left^ 

In  justice  to  decide. 
Wise  Pug  with  comely  buttocks  sate. 

And  nodded  o'er  the  laws, 
Distmgnish'd  well  through  the  debate. 

And  thus  adjodg'd  the  cause: 
'*  Hie  goods  are  stole,  but  not  fix>m  thee^ 

Two  pickled  rogues  well  met. 
Thou  Shalt  be  hang'd  for  peijury. 

He  lor  an  anaat  cheat** 


HsBg  both,  judicious  brute,  twas  bravely  said, 
May  villuns  always  to  their  ruin  plead ! 
When  knaves  fiill  oat,  and  spitefully  accuse. 
There's  nothiog  like  the  reconciUng  noose. 
O  hemp !  the  noblest  gift  propitious  Heaven 
To  mdrtals  with  a  bounteous  hand  has  gtveh,    ' 
To  stop  malicioas  b(«atb,  to  end  debate. 
To  pn^  the  shaking  throne,  and  purge  the  state* 

PABLE    V. 

THB  BOO  AND  THB  BBAH. 

•^Delimit  reges,  plectantur  Achivi, 
Seditioae,  .dolu,  soelere,  atque  libidine  &  irA   * 
Bisoos  intra  muros,  peccatur,  &  extra.    Hor* 

TowsxB,  of  right  Hockleian  sire, 

A  dog  of  mettle  and  of  fijfe. 

With  Ursin  grim,  an  errant  bear. 

Maintained  a  long  and  dubious  war  2 

Oft  Ursin  on  his  back  was  tost. 

And  Tovser  many  a  collop  lost; 

Capricioiis  Fortune  would  declare. 

Now  fw  the  dog,  then  for  the  bear. 

Thus  having  try*d  their  courage  fairly, 

Bnve  Ursin  first  desir'd  a  pariy ; 

"  Sioot  combatant"  (quoth  he)  ^  whose  might 

Tve  felt  in  many  a  bloody  fight. 

Tell  me  the  cause  of  all  this  po&er. 

And  why  we  worry  one  another  f 

**  That's  a  moot  point,"  the  cur  reply'd, 

''  Our  masters  only  can  decide. 

While  thee  and  1  our  hearts  blood  spill. 

They  prudently  their  pockets  fill  ; 

Halloo  ns  90  with  all  their  might. 

To  tiira  a  penny  by  the  fight.*' 

'*  If  that's  the  case,"  retumM  the  bear, 

*<  Tis  time  at  last  to  end  the  war  ; 

ThoQ  keep  thy  teeth,  and  I  my  claws. 

To  combat  in  «  nobler  cause ; 

Sleep  in  a  whole  skin,  I  advise. 

And  let  them  Uced,  who  gain  th«  prize." 


llOKAt. 


Parties  enrag'd  on  one  another  fall. 

The  butchei-  and  the  bear-ward  pocket  aH* 

FABLE    VL 

THE  WOt^NDED  MAN,  AKD  THB  SWARM  OF  FLIBS* 

£  malis  minimum — 

Squalid  with  wounds,  and  many  a  SpEtping  sore, 

A  wretched  Lazar  lay  distressed ; 
A  swarm  of  flies  his  bleeding  uloers  tore. 

And  ou  his  putrid  carcass  feast 
A  courteous  traveller,  who  passM  that  way. 

And  saw  the  vile  Harpeiau  brood, 
Offered  his  h<lp  the  monstrous  crew  to  slay. 

That  rioted  on  human  blood. 
"  Ah  !  gentle  sir,"  th'  unhappy  wretch  rtply'd, 

"  Your  welNmeant  charity  refrain ; 
The  angry  G6ds  have  that  redress  deny'd. 

Your  goodness  would  increase  my  pain. 
'*'  Fat,  And  full-fed,  and  with  abundance  cloy'd. 

But  now  and  then  these  tyrants  feed  ; 
But  were,  alas  !  this  pamperM  brood  destroyed. 

The  lean  and  hungry  woifld  succeed." 


The  body  politic  must  soon  decay. 
When  swanns  of  insects  on  its  vitals  prey  5 
When  blood-suckers  of  state,  a  greedy  brood. 
Feast  on  our  wounds,  and  fatten  with  our  blood* 
What  must  we  do  in  this  severe  distress  ? 
Come,  doctor,  give  the  patient  some  redress: 
The  quacks  in  politics  a  change  advise. 
But  cooler  counsel  should  direct  the  wise. 
'Tis  hard  indeed ;  but  better  this,  than  worse  j 
Mistaken  blessings  prove  the  greatest  curS«i. 
Alas  !  what  would  our  bleeding  country  gain. 
If,  when  this  viperous  brood  at  last  is  slain. 
The  teeming  Hydra  pullulates  again ; 
Seizes  the  prey  with  more  voracious  bite. 
To  satisfy  his  hungry  appetite  ? 

FABLE    VII. 

THB  WOLP  AKD  THE  DOG. 

Hunc  ego  per  S3rrtes,  Libyssqueextrematrimnpbum 
Ducere  maluerim,  quam  ter  capitolia  curru 
Scandere  Pompeii/  quam  frangere  colla  Jugurtbie. 

Lac 

A  nowLiHO  wolf  that  scour'd  the  plains. 
To  ease  his  hunger's  griping  pains; 
Ragged  as  courtier  in  disgrace. 
Hide-bound,  and  lean,  and  out  of  case ; 
By  chance  a  well-fed  dog  espy'd. 
And  being  kin,  and  near  allyM, 
He  civilly  salutes  the  cur, 
"  How  do  you,  cuz  ?  Your  servant,  sir  I 
O  happy  friend  !  how  gay  thy  mien  ! 
How  plump  thy  sides,  how  sleek  thy  skiu  t 
Triumphant  plenty  shines  all  o'er. 
And  the  fat  melts  at  every  pore  ! 
\Vhile  I,  alas  !  decayed  and  old, 
With  hunger  pin'd,  and  stiff  with  oold. 
With  many  a  howl,  and  hideous  groan , 
Tell  the  releaUesi  woods  my  o^au. 
P2 
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Ih-'ythee,  my  happy  IHomI  !  impart 

Thy  wondrous,  ^cunning,  thmiDg  art." 

*'  Why,  faith,  Pll  tell  thee  as  a  friend, 

But  firtt  thy  surly  manners  mend  | 

Be  complaisant,  obliging,  kind; 

And  leave  the  wolf  for  coce  behind." 

The  wolf,  whose  mouth  began  to  water. 

With  joy  and  rapture  galloped  after, 

When  thus  the  dog  :  <<  At  bed  and  board, 

I  share  the  plenty  of  my  lord ; 

From  every  guest  I  claim  a  fee. 

Who  court  my  lord  by  bribing  me  : 

In  mirth  I  revel  all  the  day, 

And  many  a  game  at  romps  I  play : 

I  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o*er  sticks. 

And  twenty  such  diverting  tricks." 

«  Tis  pretty,  fiiith,"  the  wolf  reply»d. 

And  on  his  neck  the  collar  spy*d : 

He  starts,  and  without  more  ado 

He  bids  the  abject  wretch  adieu : 

"  Enjoy  your  dainties,  friend ;  to  me 

The  noblest  feast  is  liberty. 

The  famish'd  wolf  upon  these  desert  plains. 

Is  happier  than  a  &wning  cur  in  chains. 


Thus  bravely  spoke  the  nurse  of  ancient  Rome, 
Thus  the  starved  Swiss,  and  hungry  Grisons  roam^ 
On  barren  hills,  clad  with  eternal  snow, 
And  look  with  scorn  on  the  prim  slaves  below. 
Thus  Cato  scap'd  by  death  the  tyrant's  chains. 
And  walks  unshackled  in  th'  Elysian  plains. 
Thus.  Britons,  thus,  your  great  forefathers  stood 
For  liberty,  and  fought  in  seas  of  blood. 
To  barren  rocks,  and  gloomy  woo^s  confin'd. 
Their  virtues  by  necessity  refinM, 
Kor  cold,  nor  want,  nor  death,  could  dmke  their 

stcady^nind. 
No  saucy  Druid  then  durst  cry  alond, 
And  with  his  slavish  cant  debauch  the  crowd  : 
No  passive  legions  in  a  scoundrel's  cause 
Pillage  a  city,  and  affront  the  laws. 
The  state  was  quiet,  happy,  and  serene. 
For  Boadicea  was  the  Britons'  queen  ^ 
Her  subjects  their  ,iu8t  liberties  maintained. 
And  in  her  people's  hearts  the  happy  monarch 
reign'd. 

FABLE  VIIL 

THE  OYSTER. 

— Injm 
Acres  procarmnt,  magnum  spectacuhun  titerque. 

Hor. 
Two  comrades,  as  grave  authors  say, 
(But  in  wl^at  chapter,  page,  or  lina^ 
Ye  critics,  if  ye  please,  define) 
Had  found  an  03rstcr  in  their  way. 

Contest  and  foul  debate  arose, 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes. 
Both  challeng'd  the  delicious  prize. 

And  high  words  soon  improv'd  to  blows, 

Actions  on  actions  hence  succeed, 
FjBch  hero's  obstinately  stout. 
Green  bags  and  parchments  fly  about, 

Plca^ing^  are  drawn^  and  counsel  fee*d. 


The  parson  of  the  pla6»,  goddirintt 
Whose  kind  and  charitaUe  beut 
In  human  ills  still  bore  a  part. 

Thrice  shook  his  head,  and  Chna  h^gm^ 

"  Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 
This  doughty  matter  in  dispute, 
I  '11  soon  decide  th'  important  suit. 

And  finish  all  without  a  fbe. 

*  *  Give  me  the  oyvter  then— 'tit  irett— '» 

He  opens  it,  and  at  one  sup 

Gulps  the  OQBtested  trifie  up» 
And  smiling  gives  to  each  a  shelL 
<*  Henceforth  let  foolish  diacoid  cease. 

Your  oyster's  good  as  e'er  #aB  eat; 

I  thank  you  for  my  dainty  trcatr 
God  bless  you  both,  and  live  in  peace. 


Ye  men  of  Norfolk  and  of  Wales, 
From  this  learn  common  sense; 

Nor  thrust  your  neighbours  into  goelSf 
For  every  slight  offence. 

Banisli  those  vermin  of  debate. 
That  on  your  substance  feed ; 

The  knaves,  who  now  are  serv'd  m  platen- 
Would  starve,  if  fools  agreed. 

FABLE    IX. 

TH£  8BEBP  AlTD  THB  MIS. 

Laetus  sorte  tii&  vivea  s^Mentb;—  Har* 

A  SHEEr)  well-meaaing  bntte!  <wb 

Ketii'd  beneath  a  spreadBng  thoM, 

A  pealing  storm  to  shun  i 
Escaped  indeed  both  rain  and  wind. 
But  left,  alas  I  his  deece  behind : 

Was  it  not  wiaely  done  ? 


Beneath  the  blast  while  pliant  osiers  bend, 
Tlie  stubborn  oak  each  mrious  wind  shaB  rend; 
Discreetly  yield,  and  psitiently  endme. 
Such  common  evils  as  admit  no  cure. 
These  fate  ordains,  md  HeaWahigh  will  hufh  soi 
In  humble  littleness  submit  cenceiiL 
But  those  thy  folly  brings,  is 


FABLE   X. 

THE  frog's  choice. 

£|  nfum  ya^  ^m^i  um»*  tfAfOfmt'  «i  2i  sm  «i 
'S^tartf  a/ra04a.\mfn  wv%f  fu^  m}^  9jff0n, 

In  a  wild  state  of  nature,  long  • 

The  frogs  at  imndom  liv'd. 
The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  strong. 
With  anarchy  oppressed  and  grievM. 

At  length  the  lawless  root. 
Taught  by  their  sufferings,  grewdevoutt 
An  embassy  to  Jove  they  sent, 
And  begg'd  his  highness  would  bestow 
Some  settled  form  of  government, 
A  king  to  rule  the  fens  below. 
Jove,  smiling,  grants  their  odd  reqfaeBt^ 
A  king  th'  indulgent  power  beilow'd, 
(Such  as  might  suit  their  geoinA  best) 
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A  beam  of  a  pradigioaB  ds«, 

^fkh  all  its  cambcrous  load, 

Cbme  tumbUog  horn  the  skieg. 
Hie  vaten  daih  agaimt  the  sbore^ 

The  hoUow  caverns  roar ; 
The  rocks  retum  the  dieadftd  soond, 

Coavolfloiift  shake  the  ground. 
The  multitiide  with  honour  fled. 

And  in  his  oozy  bed 
Efecfa  fkolking  eoward  hid  his  head. 

When  all  as  now  grown  calm  again,  , 

Jknd  smoothly  glides  the  liquid  plain, 

A  frog  more  resolute  and  bold,. 

Peeping  with  caution  from  his  bold  ; 

Becover'd  from  his  first  surprize. 

As  o*er  the  wave  his  head  he  popt. 

He  saw— hut  scarce  believed  his  eyes. 

On  the  same  bank  where  first  he  dropt, 
Th'  imperial  lubber  lies, 

Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  careless,  content : 

**  Is  this  the  monarch  Jove  has  sent,'' 

(Said  he)  **  our  warlike  troops  to  lead  ? 

Ay !  tis  a  glorious  prince  indeed ! 

liy  such  an  active  general  led, 

The  rooted  mice  our  arms  shall  dread. 
Subdued  shall  quit  their  claim : 

OU  Hom^r  shall  recant  his  layn. 
For  us  new  trophies  raise. 
Sag  our  victorious  aims,  and  justify  our  &me,*' 

Then  laughing  impudently  loud. 

Be  seoo  alarm'd  the  dastard  crowd. 

The  croaking  nations  with  contempt 

Behold  the  worthless  indolent. 

On  wings  of  winds,  swift  scandal  flies, 
libels,  lampoons,  and  lyes. 

Hoarse  treasons,  tuneless  blasphemies. 
With  active  leap  at  last  upon  his  back  they  stride. 
And  on  the  royal  kiggerhead  in  triumph  ride. 

Once  more  to  Jove  their  prayers  addrest. 

And  once  more  Jove  grants  their  request: 

A  stork  he  sends  of  monstrous  size. 

Bed  lightning  flashing  in  bis  eyes ; 

Rut'd  by  no  block,  as  heretofore. 

The  gazing  crowds  pressed  to  his  court ; 

Admire  his  stately  mien,  his  haughty  port. 
And  only  not  adore. 

Addresses  of  congratulation, 

Sent  from  each  loyal  corporation. 
Full-freight  with  truth  and  sense, 

Esthausted  all  their  eloquence. 
But  now,  alas!  twas  night  i  kings  must^have  meat; 

The  Grand  Vizier  first  goes  to  pot, 

Three  Bassas  next,  happy  their  lot ! 

Gain*d  t^aradise  by  being  eat 

"  And  this,"  said  he,  "  and  this  is  mine. 
And  this,  by  right  divine  :'^ 

In  short,  'twas  all  for  public  weal. 
Be  swallowed  half  a  nation  at  a  meal. 

Again  they  beg  Almighty  Jove, 

This  cruel  tyrant  to  remove. 

With  fierce  resentment  in  his  eyes. 

The  frowning  Thunderer  replies ; 

"  Those  evils  which  yourselves  create. 

Rash  fools !  ye  now  repent  too  late  ; 

Hade  wretched  by  the  public  voice. 

Not  through  necessity,  but  choice  ! 
Be  gooe  !— Nor  wrest  finom  Heaven  some  heavier 
fetter  ben  this,  tla>  stork,  than  worse."  [curse. 


OppressM  with  hairiness,  and  sick  with  ease, 

Not  Heaven  itself  our  fickle  min  is  can  please. 

Fondly  we  wish,  cloy'd  with  celestial  store. 

The  leeks  and  onions  wiiich  we  loath'd  before  : 

Still  roving,  still  desiring,  never  pleased, 

With  plenty  starv'd,  and  ev»n  with  health  diseased. 

With  partial  eyes  each  present  good  we  view^ 

Nor  covet  what  is  best,  but  what  is  new. 

Ye  powers  above,  who  make  mankind  your  care. 

To  bless  the  supplicant,  reject  his  prayer ! 

FABLE    XI. 

LIBBRTY  AND  LOVB  ;    OS,  THE  TWO  SPARROWS. 


—Dos  est  uxoria,  lites. 

A  SPARROW  and  his  mate, 
(Believe  me,  gentle  Kate) 

Once  lov'd  like  land  you; 
With  mutual  ardour  join'd. 
No  turtles  e'er  so  kind. 

So  constant,  and  so  true. 
They  hoppM  from  spray  to  spray. 
They  bill'd,  they  chirp'd  all  day. 

They  cuddled  close  all  night]  . 
To  bliss  they  wak'd  each  morn. 
In  every  bush  and  thorn. 

Gay  scenes  of  new*  delight. 
At  length  the  fowler  came, 
(The  knave  was  much  to  blame) 

And  this  dear  pair  trepanned  ; 
Both  in  one  cage  confin'd. 
Why,  faith  and  troth,  'twas  kind  ; 

Nay,  hold — that  must  be  scana'd. 
Fair  liberty  thus  gone,      ^ 
Aud  one  coop'd  up  with  one, 

*"  was  aukward,  new,  and  strange  3 
For  better  and  for  worse, 
O  dismal,  fatal  curse  ! 

No  more  abroad  to  range. 
No  carols  now  they  sing. 
Each  drqops  his  little  wing. 

And  mourns  his  cruel  fate  : 
Cloudd  on  eacb  brow  appear. 
My  honey,  and  my  dear, 

Is  now  quite  out  of  date. 
They  pine,  lament,  and  moan, 
Twould  melt  an  heart  of  intone. 

To  hear  their  sad  complaints 
Nor  he  supply*d  her  wants. 
Nor  she  refrain'd  from  taunts,    . 

That  might  provoke  a  saint. 
Hard  words  improve  to  blows. 
For  now,  grown  moital  foes, 

They  peck,  they  scratch,  they  scream  | 
The  cage  lies  on  the  floor. 
The  wires  are  stain'd  with  gore. 

It  swells  into  a  stresUn.  ' 

Dear  Kitty,  would  you  know 
The  Cause  of  all  this  woe, 

It  is  not  hard  to  guess  ; 
Whatever  does  constrain. 
Turns  pleasure  into  pain, 

T'n  choice  alone  can  ble*. 


Ovid^ 
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When  both  no  more  are  free, 
Insipid  I  mqiit  be. 

And  you  lose  all  your  channs 
My  sroother'd  passion  dies. 
And  even  3rour  bright  eyes. 

Necessity  disamu. 

ITien  let  ua  love,  my  fair. 
But  unconstrained  as  air, 

Each  join  a  willing  heart ; 
Let  free-born  souls  disdain 
To  wear  a  tyrants  chain, 

And  act  a  nobler  part. 

FABLE    XIL 

THE  TWO  SPKING8. 

«— Errat  long^  meft  quidem  sententiA 
Qui  imperium  credat  gravius  esse  aut  stabilius 
Vi  quod  fit,  qnkm  illud  quod  amicitid  adjuogitur. 

Ter. 

Two  sister  springs,  from  the  same  parent  hill. 

Bom  on  tfie  same  propitious  day, 

Through  the  cleft  rock  distil :  * 
Adown  the  reverend  mountain's  side. 

Through  groves  of  myrtle  glide, 
Or  through  the  violet  beds  obliquely  stray. 

The  !aurel,  each  pryud  victor's  crown, 

From  them  receives  her  high  renown, 
From  them  the  curling  vine 

Her  clusters  big  with  racy  wine. 
To  them  her  oil  the  peaceful  olive  owes. 

And  her  vermillion  blush  the  rose. 
The  gracious  streams  in  smooth  meanders  flow. 

To  every  thirsty  root  dispense 

Their  kindly  cooling  influence. 
And  Paradise  adorns  the  mountain's  brow. 

But  oh  !  the  sad  effect  of  pride ! 

These  happy  twins  at  last  divide. 
*  **  Sister"  (exclaims  th'  ambitious  spring) 

What  profit  do  these  labpurs  bring  ? 
Always  to  give,  and  never  to  enjoy, 

A  fruitless  and  a  mean  employ  ! 

Stay  here  inglorious  if  you  please. 
And  loiter  out  a  life  of  indolence  and  ease  t/ 

Go,  humble  drudge,  each  thistle  rear. 

And  nurse  each  shrab,  your  daily  care. 
While,  pouring  down  from  this  my  lofty  source, 

.    I  deluge  all  the  plain. 

No  dams  shall  stop  my  course. 

And  rocks  oppose  in  vain. 

See  where  my  foaming  billows  flow. 

Above  the  hills  my  waves  aspire, 

The  shepherds  and  their  flocks  retire. 
And  tallest  cedars  as  they  pass  in  sign  of  homage  bow. 

To  me  each  tributary  spring 

Its  supplemental  stores  shall  bring, 

With  me  the  rivers  shall  unite. 

The  lakes  beneath  niy  banners  fight, 

Till  the  proud  Danube  and  the  Rhine 

Shall  own  their  fame  cclipe'd  by  mine  j  ' 

Both  gods  and  men  shall  dread  my  watery  sway, 
Nor  thfse  in  cities  safe,  nor  in  their  temples  they," 

Away  the  haughty  boaster  flew 
Scarce  bade  her  sister  stream  a  cool  adieu. 

Her  waves  grow  turbulent  and  bold. 

Not  gently  munnuxmg  as  of  old, 


But  roughly  dash  against  the  shore, 
And  toss  their  spumy  heads,  and  proudly  rosr. 
The  careful  fiumer  with  surprise. 
Sees  the  tumultuous  torrent  rise  i 
With  busy  looks  the  rustic  band  appear,  ^ 
To  guard  their  growing  hopes,  the  promise  of  the 
All  hands  unite,  with  dams  they  bound      [yesr. 
The  rash  rebellious  stream  around ; 
In  vain  she  foams,  in  vain  she  raves. 
In  vain  she  curls  her  feeble  waves, 
Besieg'd  at  last  on  every  side. 
Her  source  exhausted  and  her  channel  dryM, 
(Such  is  the  fote  of  impotence  and  pride !) 
A  shallow  pond  she  stands  confin'd, 
The  refuge  of  the  croaking  kind. 
Rushes  and  sags,  an  inbrdl  foe, 
Choak  up  the  muddy  pool  below ; 

The  tyrant  Sun  on  high 
Exacts  his  usual  subsidy ; 
And  the  poor  pittance  that  remains. 
Each  gaping  cranny  drains. 
Too  late  the  fool  repents  her  haughty  boast, 
A  nameless  nothing,  in  oblivion  lost 
Her  sister  spring,  benevolent  and  kind. 

With  joy  sees  all  around  her  blest. 
The  good  she  does,  into  her  generous  mind 
Returns  again  with  interest 
Tlie  farmer  oft  invokes  her  aid 
When  Sinus  nips  the  tender  blade  ; 
Her  streams  a  sure  elixir  bring, 
Oay  plenty  decks  the  fields,  and  a  perpetual  qprii^. 
Wheree'r  the  gardener  smooths  her  easy  way. 
Her  ductile  streams  obey. 
Courteous  she  visits  every  bed. 
Narcissus  rears  his  drooping  head. 
By  her  diffusive  bounty  fed. 
Reviv'd  from  her  indulgent  urn. 
Sad  Hyacinth  forgets  to  mourn. 
Rich  in  the  blessings  she  bestows. 
All  nature  smiles  wheree'er  she  flows. 
Enamour'd  with  a  nymph  so  foir. 
See  where  the  river  gods  appear. 
A  nymph  so  eminently  good. 
The  joy  of  all  the  neighbourhood; 
They  clasp  her  in  their  liquid  arms. 
And  riot  in  th'  abundance  of  her  charms.  [  joiu'd, 
Like  old  Alpheus  fond,  their  wanton  streams  thef 
Like  Arethusa  she,  as  lovely,  and  as  kind. 
Now  swell'd  into  a  mighty  flood. 

Her  channel  deep  and  wide. 
Still  she  persists  m  doing  good. 
Her  bounty  flows  with  every  tide, 
A  thousand  rivulets  in  her  treui 
With  fertile  waves  enrich  the  plain : 
The  scaly  herd,  a  numerous  throng. 
Beneath  her  silver  billows  glide  along* 
Whose  still-increasing  shoals  supply 
The  poor  man's  wants,  the  great  one's  luniy : 
Here  all  tlie  feather'd  troops  retreat, 
Securely  ply  their  oary  feet. 
Upon  her  floating  herbage  gaze. 
And  with  their  tuneful  notes  resound  her  praise. 
Here  flocks  and  herds  in  safety  feed. 
And  fiitten  in  each  flowery  mead : 

No  beasts  of  prey  appear 
The  watchful  shepherd  to  beguile. 
No  monsters  of  the  deep  inhabit  here. 
Nor  the  voracious  siiark^  nor  wily  crocodile  ^ 
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Bat  Delia  and  her  nymf^bs,  chaste  sylvan  queen. 

By  mortals  prymg  eyes  unseen,         [green. 

Bs&e  m  her  flood,  and  sport  apon  her  borders 

Here  merchants,  catefiil  of  their  store. 
By  angry  billows  tost, 

Anchor  secure  beneath  her  shore. 
And  bless  the  friendly  coast. 

Soon  mighty  fleets  in  all  tlieir  pride 

Triumphftut  on  her  surface  ride  : 
Ihe  busy  trader  on  her  banks  appears, 

An  hundred  di&rent  tongues  she  hears, 

At  last,  with  wonder  and  surprise, 

She  sees  a  stately  city  rise; 

With  joy  the  happy  flood  admires 

The  lotty  domes,  the  pointed  spires; 
The  porticoe,  magnificently  great. 

Where  all  the  crowding  nations  meet; 

The  bridges  that  adorn  her  brow, 
From  bank  to  bank  their  ample  arches  stride, 
Throogh  which  her  curling  waves  in  triumph  glide. 

And  in  melodious  murmurs  flow.  ' 

Now  grown  a  port  of  high  renown, 

ITie  treasure  of  the  world  her  own. 

Both  Indies,  with  their  precious  stores. 

Pay  yearly  tribute  to  her  shores. 
HoDonr'd  by  all,  a  rich,  well-peopled  stream, 
Kor  lather  Thames  himself  of  more  esteem. 


The  power  of  kings  (if  rightly  understood) 
b  bat  a  grant  from  Heaven  of  doing  good  ; 
Piood  tyrants,  who  maliciously  destroy. 
And  ride  o'er  rums  with  malignant  joy. 
Humbled  in  dust,  soon  to  their  cost  shall  know 
Heaven  our  avenger,  and  mankind  their  foe ; 
Whfle  gracious  monarchs  reap  the  good  they  sow : 
Bteaang,  are  blessed;  far  spreads  their  just  renown, 
Consenting  nations  their  dominion  own, 
And  joyful  happy  j^rowds  support  their  throne. 
la  vaio  the  powers  of  Earth  and  Hell  combine. 
Each  guardian  angel  shall  protect  that  line. 
Who  1^  their  virtues  prove  their  right  divine. 

FABLE    Xni. 

TBS  BALO  BATCHELOR : 

ItIKO  A    PARAPHKASB   UPON    THE    SECOND   PABLE   IN 
THE  SECOND  BOOK  OF  PBJBDEU8. 

Fr^us  m  Venerem  senior,  friistraque  laborem 

logiatttm  trahit :  &  si  quando  a^rsslia  ventum  est, 

Ut  qnondam  in  stipulis  magnus  sine  viribus  ignis, 

Incassum  furit  Ergo  animos  asvumque  notabis 

Pracipufe.—  Virg.  Oeorg.  lib.  iii^ 

A  BATCBBioa,  who,  past  his  prime, 

Had.been  a  good  one  in  his  time. 

Had  sconWd  the  streets,  had  whor'd,  got  drunk. 

Had  fought  his  nnan,  and  kept  his  punk, 

Was  sometimes  rich,  but  oilener  poor. 

With  early  duns  about  his  door, 

Being  a  little  oft' his  mettle, 

Thought  it  convenient  now  to  settle; 

Grew  wondrous  wise  at  forty  -five, 

Besotvingto  be  grave,  and  thrive. 

By  chance  he  cast  his  roguish  eye 

Upon  a  dame  who  liv'd  bard  by ; 

A  widow  debonair  and  gay, 

Octo^  in  the  dress  of  May ; 


Artful  to  lay  both  red  and  white, 
Skiird  in  repairs,  and,  ev'n  in  spite 
Of  time  and  wrinkles,  kept  all  tight. 
But  he,  whose  heart  was  apt  to  rove. 
An  arrant  wanderer  in  love ; 
Besides  this  widow,  had  Miss  Kitty, 
Juicy  and  young,  exceeding  witty : 
On  her  he  thought,  serious  or  gay, 
His  dream  by  night,  his  toast  by  day; 
He  thought,  but  not  on  her  alone, 
For  who  would  be  confined  to  one  ^ 
Between  them  both  strange  work  he  made ; 
Gave  this  a  ball  or  masquerade ; 
With  that,  at  serious  ombre  play*d : 
The  self-same  compliments  he  spoke. 
The  self-same  oaths  he  swore,  he  broke; 
Alternately  on  each  bestows 
Frail  promises  and  short-liv'd  vows. 
Variety !  kind  source  of  joy  ! 
Without  whose  aid  all  pleasures  cloy  ; 
Without  thee,  who  would  ever  prove 
The  painful  drudgeries  of  love  ? 
Without  thee,  what  indulgent  wight 
Would  read  what  we  in  garreto  write  ? 
But,  not  to  make  my  tale  perplex'd. 
And  keqi  more  closely  to  my  text ; 
Tis  fit  the  courteous  reader  know 
This  middle-aged  man  had  been  a  beau. 
But,  above  all,  his  head  of  hair 
Had  been  his  great  peculiar  care  ; 
To  which  his  serious  hours  he  lent. 
Nor  deem'd  the  precious  time  mispent. 
nVas  long,  and  curling,  and  jet  black. 
Hung  to  the  middle  of  his  back; 
Black,  did  1  say  ?  Ay,  once  *twas  so. 
But  cruel  Time  had  smok'd  the  beau. 
And  powder'd  o^er  his  head  with  snow. 
As  an  old  horse  that  had  been  hard  rid. 
Or  from  his  master's  coach  discarded^ 
Foro*d  in  a  tumbril  to  go  filler, 
Or  load  for  some  poor  rogue  a  miller; 
On  his  grave  noddle,  o'er  his  eyes, 
Black  hairs  and  white  promiscuous  rise  ; 
Which  chequer  o'er  his  reverend  pate. 
And  prove  the  keffel  more  sedate  : 
So  with  this  worthy  squire  it  far'd. 
Yet  he  nor  time  nor  labour  spar'd. 
But,  with  excessive  cost  and  pains. 
Still  made  the  best  of  his  remains. 
Each  night  beneath  his  cap  he  fuHM  it. 
Each  mom  in  modish  ringlets  curl'd  it ; 
Now  made  his  comely  tresses  shine. 
With  orange -butter,  jessamine ; 
Then  with  sweet  powder  and  perfumes 
He  purify*d  his  upper  rooms. 
So  when  a  jockey  brings  a  maVe, 
Or  horse,  or  gelding,  to  a  fair. 
Though  she  be  spavin'd,  old,  and  blind. 
With  foundered  feet,  and  broken  wind  ; 
Yet,  if  he's  master  of  his  trade, 
He'll  curry  well,  and  trim  the  jade. 
To  make  the  cheat  g  >  glibly  down. 
And  bubble  some  unwary  clown. 
What  woman  made  uf  flesh  and  blood. 
So  sweet  a  gallant  e'er  withstood  ? 
They  melt,  they  yield,  both,  br Ah  are  smitten^ 
The  good  old  puss,  and  the  young  kitten; 
And,  being  now  familiar  grown, 
I  Each  look'd  upon  him  as  her  own; 
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Ko  longer  talked  of  dear,  or  honey, 

But  of  plain  downright  matrimony. 

At  that  dread  vvord  his  worship  started, 

And  was  (we  may  suppose)  faint-hearted ; 

Yet,  being  rcsolv'd  to  change  his  state, 

Winks  both  his  eyes,  and  trusts  to  Fate. 

But  now  new  doubts  and  scruples  rise. 

To  plague  him  with  perplexities ; 

He  knew  not  which,  alas  !  to  chuse, 

'iTiis  he  must  take,  and  that  refuse.  . 

As  when  some  idle  country  lad 

Swuigs  on  a  gate,  his  wooden  pad  ; 

To  right,  to  left,  he  spurs  away. 

But  neither  here  nor  there  can  stay  ; 

Till,  by  the  catch  surprised,  the  lout 

His  journey  ends,  where  he  set  out : 

Ev'n  80  this  dubious  lover  stray'd. 

Between  the  widow  and  the  maid  | 

And,  after  swinging  to  and  fro, 

Was  just  in  cpquUiln-io. 

Yet  still  a  lover's  warmth  he  shows. 

And  makes  his  visits  and  his  bows ; 

Domestic  grown,  both  here  and  there, 

Kor  Pug,  nor  Shock,  were  half  so  dear : 

With  bread  and  butter,  and  with  tea, 

And  madam's  toilet,  who  but  he  ? 

TTiere  fix'd  a  patch,  or  broke  a  comb ; 

At  night,  the  widow's  drawing  room. 

O  sweet  vicissitude  of  love ! 

Who  would  covet  Heaven  above, 

Were  men  but  thus  allowM  to  rove  } 

But  alas !  some  curs'd  event. 

Some  miexpected  accident, 

Humbles  our  pride,  and  shows  the  odds 

Between  frail  mortals  and  the  gods: 

This  by  the  sequel  will  appear 

A  truth  most  evident  and  clear. 

As  on  the  widow's  panting  breast 

He  laid  his  peaceful  head  to  rest, 

Dreaming  of  pleasures  yet  In  store, 

And  joys  he  ne'er  had  felt  before  j 

His  grizly  locks  appear  displayed, 

III  all  their  pomp  <^  light  and  shade. 

*'  Alas!  my  future  spouse,*'  said  she, 

"  What  do  mine  eyes  astonish'd  see  ? 

Marriage  demands  equality. 

What  will  malicious  neighbours  say. 

Should  I,  a  widow  young  and  gay. 

Marry  a  man  both  old  and  grey  ? 

Those  hideous  hairs  !" — with  that  a  tear 

Did  in  each  crystal  sluice  appear^ 

She  fetch'd  a  deep  sigh  from  her  heart. 

As  who  should  say,  Best  friends  must  part ! 

Then  mus'd  a  while  :  "  There  is  but  one. 

But  this  expedient  left  alone. 

To  save  that  dear  head  from  disgrace ; 

Here,  Jenny,  fetch  my  tweaser-case." 

To  work  then  went  the  treacherous  feir. 

And  grubbM  up  here  and  there  a  hair : 

But,  as  she  meant  not  to  renew 

His  charms,  but  set  her  own  to  view. 

Add  by  this  foil  more  bright  appear, 

fk  youthful  bloom  when  he  was  near. 

The  cunning  gipsy  nipt  away 

The  Hack,  but  slily  left  the  grey. 

O  Dalllah  !  perfidious  fair  ! 

O  sex  ingenious  to  ensare  ! 

How  faithless  all  your  doingis  are  ! 

Whom  Nature  formed  your  lord,  your  guide. 

Yen  his  precarious  po^er  deride^ 


Tool  of  your  vanity  and  pride. 

The  squire,  who,  thus  deccivM,  ne'er  dreflttft 

What  the  deceitful  traitress  meant ; 

Thrice  kiss'd  her  hand,  and  then  retir'd. 

With  more  exalted  thoughts  inspired  : 

To  his  fair  Fdly  next  repairs. 

With  statelier  port,  and  youthfid  airs. 

"  Lord  !  sir" — (said  she)  "  you're  mighty  gtf. 

But  I  must  tell  you  by  the  way, 

That  no  brood  goose  was  e'er  so  grey. 

Here,  let  this  hand  eradicate 

Those  foul  dishonours  of  your  pate." 

For  she,  poor  thing  !  whose  virgin  heart, 

Unskill'd  in  every  female  art. 

In  pure  simplicity  believ'd 

His  youth  mght  this  way  be  retrieved  ; 

At  least  his  age  disguisM,  and  she,  ^ 

From  spiteful  prudes,  and  censure  free; 

With  earnest  diligence  and  care, 

Grubb'd  by  the  roots  each  grizzled  hair  ; 

Some  few  black  hairs  she  left  behind. 

But  not  one  of  the  silver  kind. 

But  when  she  saw  what  work  she'd  made. 

His  bald  broad  front,  without  a  shade. 

And  all  bis  hatchet  face  display'd. 

With  scarce  six  hairs  upon  a  side. 

His  large  out-spreading  luggs  to  hide  ; 

She  laugh'd,  she  scream'd  \  antji  Nan  and  Bcai, 

In  concert  laugh'd,  and  scream'd  no  less. 

Home  skulk'd  the  squire,  and  h*d  his  face. 

Sore  smitten  with  the  foul  disgrace : 

Softly  he  knock'd,  but  trusty  John, 

WTio  knew  his  hour  was  twelve,  or  one, 

Rubb'd  both  his  eyes,  and  yawTi'd,  and  swore. 

And  quickly  blunder'd  to  the  door. 

But  starting  back  at  this  disaster, 

Vow'd  that  old  Nick  had  hagg'd  his  master: 

The  landlady,  in  sore  affright. 

Fell  into  fits,  and  swoon'd  out -right  j 

The  nei.7hbourhood  was  rai^'d,  and  call'd. 

The  maids  miscarry 'd,  child i-en  bawPd, 

The  cur,  whom  oft  his  lx)unty  fed. 

With  many  a  scrap  and  bit  of  bread  ; 

Now  own'd  him  not,  but  in  the  thhmg 

Growl'd  at  him  as  he  sneak'd  along. 

To  bed'  he  went,  tis  true,  but  not 

Or  clos'd  his  eyes,  or  slept  one  jot| 

Not  Nisus  was  in  such  despair, 

SpoiPd  of  his  kingdom  and  liis  hair: 

Not  ev'n  Belinda  made  such  moan, 

Whf»n  her  dear  favourite  lock  was  gone. 

He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd  amain. 

And  all  his  past  life  ran  o'er  again  | 

Damn'd  every  female  bite  to  Tyburn, 

From  mother  Eve  to  mother  Wybura  ; 

Each  youthful  vanity  abjui-*d, 

Whores,  box  and  dice,  and  claps  ill-cnr'd: 

And,  having  lost  by  female  art 

This  darling  idol  of  his  heart. 

Those  precious  locks,  that  might  out-vie 

The  trim-curl'd  god  who  lights  the  sky  ; 

Resolv'd  to  grow  devout  and  wise. 

Or  what 's  almost  the  same — precise  ,* 

Canted,  and  whin'd,  and  talk'd  most  odiy. 

Was  very  slovenly  and  godly 

(For  nothing  makes  devotion  keen. 

Like  disappointment  and  chagriii) : 

In  fine,  he  set  his  house  in  order^i 

And  piously  put  on  a  bosder, 
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To  ytn^  gay  spnks,  who  waste  yonr  yoatfalal  prime, 

OU  JEaop  sendB  this  monitory  rhyme ; 

Leave,  leaye,  for  shame  your  trulls  nt  Sh— er  hall^ 

And  marry  in  good  time  or  not  at  alK 

Of  all  the  monstefs  Smithfield  e'er  could  show. 

There's  none  so  hideous  as  a  botterM  beau. 

That  not  the  noon  of  life,  but  take  the  mom ; 

Will  Honeycomb  is  every  female^s  scorn. 

Let  him  be  rich,  high-born,  book-leam'd,  and  wise. 

Believe  me,  friends,  in  every  woman's  eyes,  ^ 

lis  back,  and  brawn,  and  sinew,  wins  the  prize. 

FABLE    XIV. 

THE  FORTVNE-HUirrBR. 

Vovtuna  ssero  lasta  negotio,  & 
Lodum  msolentem  ludere  pertinaz 
Tkun&Butat  incertos  honores.  Hor. 

CANTO    I. 

Some  authors,  more  abstruse  than  wise. 
Friendship  confine  to  stricter  ties. 
Require  exact  conformity, 
hi  person,  age)  and  quahty ; 
Tbetr  humours,  principles,  and  wit. 
Must,  like  exchequer  tallies,  hit. 
Others,  less  scrupulous,  opine 
That  hands  and  hearts  in  lore  may  jom. 
Though  different  inclinations  svay, 
For  Nature 's  more  in  fault  than  they. 
Whoe'er  would  sift  this  point  more  fully. 
May  read  St.  Evremond  and  TuUy ; 
WiUk  me  the  doctrine  shall  prevail 
That 's  i  propos  to  form  my  tale. 

Two  brethren  (whether  twins  or  no 
haportsnot  very  much  to  know) 
Together  bred ;  as  iamM  their  love 
At  Leda*s  brats  begot  by  Jove : 
Ai  various  too  their  tempers  were  ; 
Tliat  brisk,  and  ffolick,  detonair  ; 
This  more  considerate  and  severe. 
While  Boh,  with  diligence  would  pore 
And  con  by  heart  his  battle-door 
Frank  play'd  at  romps  with  John  the  groom. 
Or  switch'd  his  hobby  round  the  room. 
The  striplings  tiow  too  bulky  grown, 
To  make  dirt-pies,  and  lounge  at  home. 
With  aching  hearts  to  school  are  sent, 
IVeir  humours  still  of  various  bent : 
The  silent,  serious,  solid  boy. 
Came  on  apace,  was  daddy's  joy. 
Construed,  and  parsed,  and  said  his  part. 
And  got  QwS'genns  all  by  heart. 
While  Franky,  that  unlucky  rogue. 
Fell  in  with  every  whim  in  vogue. 
Valued  not  Lilly  of  a  straw, 
A  rook  at  chuck,  a  dab  at  taw. 
His  bum  was  often  brush'd,  you'll  ?>ay, 
T»  true,  now  twice,  then  thrice  a  day : 
So  leeches  at  the  breech  are  fud. 
To  cure  vertigos  in  the  head. 
But,  by  your  leave,  good  doctor  Freind, 
Let  me  this  maxim  recommend ; 
•*  A  genius  can't  be  forc'd  j"  nor  can 
You  make  an  ape  an  alderman ; 
The  patch-irork  doublet  well  may  suit, 
Ivt  how  would  f  i^n  become  the  brute  f 


In  short,  the  case  "b  v*ry  plkih, 
When  maggots  once  are  in  the  braWi, 
Whole  loads  of  birch  are  spent  in  vaim 

Now  to  pursue  this  hopeful  pair 
To  Oxford,  and  the  Lord  knows  where. 
Would  take  mqre  ink  than  1  can  spare* 
Nor  shall  I  here  minutely  score 
The  volumes  Bob  tum'd  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  laundresses  tum'd  up  by  Frank, 
With  many  estrange  diverting  prank ; 
'Twould  jade  my  Muse,  though  better  fed. 
And  kept  in  body-clothes  and  bread. 
When  bristles  on  each  chin  began 
To  sprout,  the  promise  of  a  man, 
Tlie  good  old  gentleman  expir'd. 
And  decently  to  Heaven  retir'd : 
The  brethren,  at  their  country  seat^ 
Enjoy'd  a  pleasant,  snug  retreat ; 
Their  cellars  and  their  bams  well  stor'd. 
And  plenty  smoaking  on  their  board  s 
Ale  and  tobacco  for  the  vicar, 
For  gentry  sometimes  better  liquor. 
Judicious  Bob  had  read  all  o^ 
Each  weighty  stay'd  philosopher. 
And  therefore  rightly  understood 
The  real  from  th'  apparent  good  j 
Substantial  bliss,  intrinsic  joys. 
From  bustle,  vanity,  and  noise; 
Could  his  own  happiness  create. 
And  bring  his  mind  to  his  estate ; 
liv'd  in  the  same  calm,  easy  round. 
His  judgment  clear,  his  body  sound  ; 
Good  humour,  probity,  and  sense. 
Repaid  with  peace  and  indolence  : 
While  rakish  Frank,  whose  active  soul 
No  bounds,  no  principle  control. 
Flies  o'er  the  world  where  pleasure  calls. 
To  races,  masquerades,  and  balls ; 
At  random  roves,  now  here,  now  there, 
Drinks  with  the  gay,  and  toasts  the  fair. 
As  when  the  foll-fod  resty  steed 
Breaks  from  his  groom,  he  flies  with  speed; 
His  high-arch'd  neck  he  proudly  rears. 
Upon  his  back  his  tail  he  bears. 
His  main  upon  his  shoulders  curls. 
O'er  every  precipice  he  whirls, 
He  plunges  in  the  cooling  tides,' 
He  laves  his  shining  pampered  sides. 
He  snufis  the  females  on  the  plain. 
And  to  his  joy  he  springs  amain. 
To  this,  to  that,  impetuous  flies. 
Nor  can  the  stud  his  lust  suffice; 
Till  nature  flags,  his  vigour  spent. 
With  drooping  tail,  and  nerves  unbent. 
The  humble  beast  returns  content, 
Waits  tamely  at  the  stable  door. 
As  tractable  as  e'er  before. 
This  was  exactly  Franky's  case ; 
When  blood  ran  high  he  liv'd  apace  ; 
But  pockets  drain'd,  and  every  vein, 
Look'd  silly,  and  came  home  again. 
At  length  extravagance  and  vice. 
Whoring  and  drinking,  box  and  dice. 
Sunk  his  exchequer ;  cares  intrude. 
And  duns  grow  troublesome  and  rude. 
What  measures  shall  poor  Franky  take 
To  manage  wisely  the  last  stake, 
With  some  few  pieces  in  his  purse. 
And  half  a  dozen  brats  at  nurse  ? 
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Pensive  he  walked,  ky  long  a-bed, 
Now  bit  hk  nails,  then  scratcb'd  bis  head. 
At  last  resoWd :  **  ResolvM  !  on  wbat  ? 
There  's  not  a  penny  to  be  got ; 
The  question  now  remains  alone, 
TVheUier  'tis  best  to  hang  or  drown." 

.  "  Thank  you  for  that,  good  friendly  Devil ! 

Yon  *re  very  courteous,  very  civil  j 
Other  expedients  may  be  try*d. 

The  man  is  young,  the  world  is  wide^ 

>And,  as  judicious  authors  say, 
*  Every  dog  shall  have  his  day  ;' 

"What  if  we  ramble  for  a  while  ? 

Seek  Fortune  out,  and  court  her  smile^ 

Act  every  part  in  life  to  win  her. 

First  try  the  saint,  and  then  the  smner  i 

Press  boldly  on;  slighted,  pursue; 

Repuls'd,  again  the  charge  renew : 

Giye  her  no  rest,  attend,  entreat. 

And  stick  at  nothing  to  be  great.*' 

FSr'd  with  these  thoughts,  the  youth  grew  vain, 

look'd  on  the  country  with  disdain ; 

Where  Virtue's  fools  her  laws  obey. 

And  dream.a  lazy  life  away ; 

Thinks  poverty  the  greatest  sin. 

And  walks  on  thorns  till  he  begin : 

But  first  before  his  brother  laid 

The  hopeful  scheme,  anid  begg'd  his  aid. 

Kind  Bob  was  much  abash'd,  to  see 

His  brother  in  extremity, 

Iteduc'd  to  rags  for  want  of  thought, 

A  beggsir,  and  not  worth  a  groat. 

He  grieVd  full  sore,  gave  good  advice, 

Quoted  his  authors  g^ve  and  wise. 

All  who  with-wliolesome  morals  treat  us. 

Old  Seneca  and  Epictetus. 

*'  What  '&  my  unhappy  brf>ther  doing  ? 

Whither  rambling  ?  whom  pursuing  ? 

An  idle,  tricking,  giddy  jade, 

A  phantom,  and  a  fleeting  shade ; 

Orasp'd  in  this  coxcomb's  arms  a  while. 

The  false  jilt  fawns,  tlien  a  fond  smile  ; 
On  that  she  leer^,  he,  like  the  rest. 

Is  soon  a  bubble  and  a  jest ; 
But  live  with  me,  just  to  thyself. 
And  scorn  the  bitch,  and  all  her  pelf; 
Fortune  's  ador'd  by  fools  alone, 
The  wise  man  always  makes  his  own." 
But  'tis,  alas  f  in  vain  t'  apply 
Fine  sayings  and  philosophy, 
Where  a  poor  youth's  o'erheated  brain. 
Is  sold  to  interest  and  gain, 
And  pride  and  fierce  ambition  reign. 
Bob  found  it  so,  nor  did  he  strive 
To  work  the  nail  that  would  not  drive  ; 
Content  to  do  the  best  he  could. 
And  as  became  his  brotherhood. 
Gave  him  what  money  he  could  spare, 
And  kindly  paid  his  old  arrear. 
Bought  him  his  equipage  and  clothes. 
So  thus  supply'd  away  he  goes. 
For  London  town  he  mounts,  as  gay 
As  tailors  on  their  wedding-day. 

Not  many  miles  upon  the  road, 
A  widow's  stately  mansion  stood : 
"  What  if  dame  Fortune  should  be  there  ?" 
(Said  Frank)  "  ,'tts  ten  to  one,  I  swear : 
I  '11  try  to  find  her  in  the  crowd. 
She  loves  the  wcSaltby  and  the  proud," 


Away  he  spun,  and  at  (he  door 
Stood  gallant  gentiy  many  a  score, 
Penelope  had  never  more. 
Here  tortur'd  cats-gut  squeals  amaia^ 
Goittars  in  softer  notes  complain. 
And  lutes  reveal  the  lover's  pain. 
Frank,  with  a  careless,  easy  mien. 
Sung  her  a  song,  and  was  let  in. 
The  rest  with  envy  burrt,  to  see 
The  stranger's  odd  felicity. 
Low  bow'd  the  footman  at  the  stain, 
The  gentleman  at  top  appean : 
"  And  is  3rour  lady,  sir,  at  home  ?" 
"  Pray  walk  into  the  drawing  room." 
But  here  my  Muse  is  too  well  bred. 
To  prattle  what  was'done  or  said ; 
She  lik'd  the  youth,  his  dress,  his  face. 
His  calves,  his  back,  and  every  grace : 
Supper  was  serv'd,  and  down  they  sit. 
Much  meat,  good  wine,  some  little  wit. 
The  grace-cup  drunk,  or  dance  or  play  ^ 
Frank  chose  the  last,  was  very  gay. 
Had  the  good  luck  the  board  to  strip. 
And  punted  to  her  ladyship. 
The  clock  strikes  one,  the  gentry  bow'd. 
Each  to  his  own  apartment  sbow'd  ; 
But  Franky  was  in  piteous  mood. 
Slept  not  a  wink ;  1^  raves,  he  dies, 
Smit  with  her  jointure  and  her  eyes. 
Restless  as  in  a  lion's  den, 
He  sprawl'd  and  kick'd  about  till  ten  s 
But,  as  he  dreamt  of  future  jojrs. 
His  ear  was  startled  with  a  noise. 
Six  trumpets  and  a  kettle-drum  ; 
Up  in  a  hurry  flies  the  groom; 
"  Lord,  sir  !  get  dress'd,  the  colonel 's  i 
Your  horse  is  ready  at  the  door. 
You  may  rvach  Uxbridge,  sir,  by  four." 
Poor  Franky  ipost  in  haste  remove. 
With  disappointment  vex'd,  and  love; 

To  dirt  atwndoo'd  and  despair. 

For  lace  and  feather  won  the  fair. 
Now  for  the  town  be  jogs  apaoe. 

With  leaky  boots  and  sun-burnt  &ce; 

And,  leaving  Acton  in  his  rear. 

Began  to  breathe  sulphureous  air. 

Arriv'd  at  length,  the  table  spread. 

Three  bottles  drunk,  he  reels  to  bedf 

Next  mom  bis  biisy  thoughts  begun, 

To  rise  and  travel  with  the  Sun ; 

Whims  heap'd  on  whims  his  head  tum'd  nnmd, 

But  how  dame  Fortune  might  be  found. 

Was  the  momentous  grand  afiBur, 

His  secret  wish,  his  only  care. 

"  Damme,"  thought  Franky  to  himself, 

"  I'll  find  this  giddy  wandering  elf; 

1*11  hunt  her  out  in  every  quarter,  * 

Till  she  bestow  the  staff  or  garter: 

I  '11  visit  good  lord  Sunderland, 

Who  keeps  the  jilt  at  his  command ; 

Or  else  some  courteous  dutchess  may 

Take  pity  on  a  runaway." 

Dress'd  to  a  pink  to  court  he  flies, 

At  this  levee,  and  that,  he  plies ; 

Bows  in  his  rank,  an  humble  slave. 

And  meanly  fawns  on  every  knave ; 

With  maids  of  honour  Icams  to  chat. 

Fights  for  thj^  lord,  and  pimps  for  that, 
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fotoMlie  foufaifram  phoe  to  place, 

Sbe  led  him  0t2u  a  wild-goose  cbase  ; 

iUways  prepai'd  wHh  some  excuse. 

The  hopdfiil  younker  to  amuae  i 

W»  busy,  indispos'd,  was  gone 

To  Hampton-courtj  or  Kensingtod ; 

And,  ailer  all  her  wiles  and  dodgings, 

Sbe  sUpp'd  clear  <M,  and  bilkM  her  lodgmgs. 

Jaded,  and  almost  in  despair, 

A  camester  whisper'd  in  his  ear  j 

"  Who  would  seek  Fortune,  sir,  at  court  ? 

At  H— rs  is  her  chief  resort ; 

Tb  tiiere  her  midnight  hours  she  spends, 

Ii  >'ery  gracious  to  her  friends ; 

Shows  h^Miest  men  the  means  of  thriving, 

TTie  best,  good-natur'd  goddess  living." 

Away  he  trudges  with  his  rook, 

Throws  many  a  main,  is  bit,  is  broke ; 

With  dirty  knuckles,  aching  head, 

BnoDSolate  he  sneaks  to  bed. 

CANTO  II. 

How  humble,  and  how  complaisant, 

b  a  proud  man  reduc'd  to  want ! 

With  what  a  siUy,  hanging  face. 

He  bears  his  unforeseen  disgrace ! 

H'b  spirits  flag,  his  pulse  beats  tow. 

The  gods,  and  all  the  world  his  foe  ; 

To  thriving  knaves  a  ridicule, 

A  butt  to  every  wealthy  fool. 

For  where  is  courage,  wit,  or  sense. 

When  apoor  rake  has  lost  his  pence  ? 

Let  all  the  leam'd  say  what  they  can, 

lis  ready  money  makes  the  man ; 

Commands  respect  wheree'er  we  go, 

And  gives  a  grace  to  all  we  do. 

With  such  reflections  Ynaik  distressed. 

The  honours  of  his  soul  ejtpress'd. 

Contempt,  the  basket,  and  a  jail. 

By  tarns  his  restless  mmd  a^aU ; 

Aghast  the. dismal  scene  he  flies. 

And  Death  grows  pleasing  in  his  eyes : 

For  since  his  rhino  was  all  flown. 

To  the  last  solitary  crown, 

Who  would  not,  like  a  Roman,  dare 

To  leave  that  world  he  could  not  share  ? 

The  pistol  on  his  table  lay. 

And  Death  fled  hovering  o*er  his  prey  ; 

There  wanted  nothing  now  to  do. 

But  touch  the  trigger,  and  adieu. 

As  he  was  saying  some  short  prayers. 

He  beard  a  wheezing  on  the  stairs. 

And  looking  out,  his  aunt  appears ; 

Who  from  Moorficlds,  breathless  and  lame. 

To  see  her  graceless  godson  came  ; 

The  salutations  being  past. 

Coughing,  and  out  of  wind,  at  last 

In  his  great  chair  she  took  her  place, 

"  How  does  your  brother  ?  is  my  nieoc 

Well  marry'd  ?  when  wiU  Robin  settle  ?» 

He  answer'd  all  things  to  a  tittle ; 

^  Gave  such  content  in  every  part,    . 

*  He  gam^d  the  good  old  beldam's  heart 
''  Godson,''  said  she,  **  alas  !  I  know 
Matters  with  you  are  but  so>so : 
You  're  come  to  town,  'I  understand, 
^6  loake  yoQT  fortiuK  out  of  hand; 


Your  time  and  pattimoDT  lost. 

To  beg  a  place,  or  buy  a  post 

Believe  me,  godson,  I  'm  your  friend ; 

Of  this  great  town,  this  wicked  end 

Is  ripe  for  judgment;  Satan's  seat,  , 

The  sink  of  Sin,  and  Hell  compleat 

In  every  street  of  trulls  a  troop. 

And  every  cook-wench  wears  a  hoop  ; 

Sodom  was  less  deform'd  with  vice, 

Lewdness  of  all  kinds,  cards  and  dice." 

Frank  blush*d  (which,  by  the  way,  was  mora 

Than  ever  he  had  done  biefore) ; 

And  own'd  it  was  a  wretched  place. 

Unfit  for  any  child  of  grace. 

The  good  old  aunt  o'eijoy'd  to  sec 

These  glimmerings  of  sanctity ; 

"  My  dear,"  said  she,  "  this  purse  is  yours. 

It  cost  me  many  painful  hours; 

Take  it,  improve  it,  and  become 

By  art  and  industry  a  plumb. 

But  leave,  for  shame,  this  impious  street^ 

All  over  mark'd  with  cloven  feet; 

In  our  more  holy  quarter  live. 

Where  both  your  soul  and  stock  may  thrive; 

Where  righteous  citizens  repair. 

And  Heaven  and  Earth  the  godly  share. 

Gain  this  by  jobbing,  that  by  prayer. 

At  Jonathan's  go  smoke  a  pipe. 

Look  very  serious,  dine  on  tripe  ; 

Get  early  up,  late  close  your  eyes. 

And  leave  no  stone  untum'd  to  rise : 

Then  each  good  day  at  Salter's-Hali 

Pray  for  a  blessing  upon  alL" 

Lowly  the  ravish'd  Franky  bows^ 
While  joy  sat  smiling  on  his  brows; 
And  without  scruple,  in  a  trice, 
He  took  her  money  and  advice. 
Not  an  extravagant  young  heir. 
Beset  with  duns,  and  in  despair. 
When  joyful  tidings  reach  his  ear. 
And  dad  retires  by  Heaven's  commands. 
To  leave  his  chink  to  better  hands; 
Not  wandering  sailors  almost  lost. 
When  they  behold  the  wish'd-ibr  coast; 
Not  culprit  when  the  knot  is  placed. 
And  kind  reprieve  arrives  m  haste; 
E'er  felt  a  joy  in  such  excess. 
As  Frank  relier'd  from  this  distress 
A  thousand  antic  tricks  he  play'd. 
The  purse  he  kiss'd,  swore,  curs'd,  and  pray'd. 
Counted  the  pieces  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  hugg'd  his  unexpected  store; 
Built  stately  castles  in  the  air, 
Supp'd  with  the  great,  enjoy'd  the  fair ; 
Pick'd  out  his  title  and  his  place. 
Was  scarce  contented  with  Your  Grace. 
Strange  visions  working  in  his  head. 
Frantic,  half  mad,  he  stroles  to  bed  ; 
Sleeps  little  ;  if  he  sleeps,  he  dreams 
Of  sceptres,  and  of  diadems. 
**  Fortune,'*  said  he,  "shall  now  no  mora 
Trick  and  deceive  me  as  of  yore : 
This  passport  shall  admittance  gain. 
In  spite  of  all  the  jilt's  disdain : 
nris  this  the  tyrant's  pride  disarms. 
And  brings  her  blushing  to  my  arms  ; 
This  golden  bough  my  wi^  shall  speed. 
And  to  tb'  Elysiaa  fields  shall  lead." 
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The  mom  Marce  pccp'd,  kit  up  he  rose, 

Impatient  huddled  on  his  ct()the8 ; 

Call'd  the  next  coach,  gave  double  pay. 

And  to  »ChaDge-Alley  whifl'd  away. 

*Tis  here  dame  Fortune  every  day 

Opens  her  hooth,  and  shows  her  play; 

Here  laughing  sits  hehind  the  scene, 

Dances  her  poppets  here  unseen, 

And  turns  her  whimsical  machine. 

Powel,  with  all  his  wire  and  wit. 

To  her  great  genius  must  submit: 

Exact  at  twelve  the  goddess  shows, 

And  Fame  aloud  her  trumpet  blows ; 

Uarrangues  the  mob  with  shams  ana  tyei^ 

And  bids  their  actions  fall,  or  rise. 

Old  Chaus  here  his  throne  regains  ; 

And  here  in  odd  confusion  reigns  ; 

AH  order,  all  distinction  lost, 

Vow  high,  now  low,  the  fools  are  toct. 

Here  lucky  coxcombs  vamly  rear 

Their  giddy  heads,  there  iu  despair 

Sits  humbled  Pride,  with  down-caftt  look. 

Bankrupts  restored,  and  misers  broke. 

Strange  figures  here  our  eyes  invade. 

And  the  whole  wgrid  tn  masquerade  ; 

A  carman  in  a  hat  and  feather, 

A  lord  in  frieze,  his  breaches  leather : 

Tom  Whiplash  in  his  coach  of  state. 
Drawn  by  the  tits  he  drove  of  late : 

A  colonel  of  the  bold  train-bands. 

Selling  his  equipage  and  lands. 

Hard>by  a  cobler)^  bidding  fair 

For  the  gold-chain,  and  next  lord  mayor: 

A  butcher  blustering  in  the  crowd. 

Of  his  late  purchased  *scutcheon  proud, 

Ketains  his  cleaver  for  bis  crest. 

His  motto  too  beneath  the  rest, 

*'  Virtttc  and  merit  is  a  jest." 

Two  toasts  with  all  their  trinkets  gone. 

Padding  the  streets  for  half-a-crown : 

Adaggled  countess  and  her  maid. 

Her  house-rent  and  her  slaves  uKpaid, 

A  tailor's  wife  in  rich  brocade. 

All  sects,  all  parties,  high  and  low. 

At  Fortune's  shrine  devoutly  bow  ; 

Kought  can  their  ardent  zeal  restrain. 

Where  each  nu^n's  godliness  is  gain. 

From  taverns,  meeting-houses,  stews. 

Atheists  and  Quakers,  bawds  and  Jews, 

Statesmen  and  tidlers,  beaux  and  porters. 

Blue  aprons  here,  and  there  blue  garters. 

As  human  race  of  old  began 

From  stones  and  clods,  transfbrmM  to  man. 

So  from  each  dunghUl,  strange  surprise ! 

In  troops  the  recenj  gentry  rise. 

Of  mushroom  growth,  they  wildly  stare. 

And  ape  the  great  with  awkwaid  air : 

So  Pinkethman  upon  the  stage, 

Mounting  his  ass  in  warlike  rage, 

With  simpering  Dicky  for  his  page. 

In  Lee's  mad  rant,  with  monkey  faice, 

Burlesques  the  prince  of  Ammon's  race. 

Industrious  Frank,  among  the  rest, 

Bought,  sold,  and  cavill'd,  bawl'd  and  press'd  ; 

Lodg'd  in  a  garret  on  the  spot, 

FoUow'd  instructions  to  a  jot. 

The  praying  part  alone  forgot 

Learnt  every  dealing  term  of  art, 

And  all  th'  ipgenious  cant  by  heart; 


Nor  doubted  bat  he  Mon  should  fSni 
Dame  Forttme  complaisant  and  kind* 
After  her  oft  he  caird  aloud. 
But  stil  she  vanishM  in  the  crowd  ; 
Now  with  smooth  looks  and  tempting  i 
The  faithless  hypocrite  beguiles;; 
Then,  with  a  coot  and  scornful  air. 
Bids  the  deluded  wretch  despwr ; 
Takes  pet  without  the  least  pretence^ 
And  wonders  at  his  in<%olence. 
Thus  with  her  fickle  humour*  vex*d. 
And  between  hopes  and  fears  perplec'd  ; 
His  patience  quite  worn  out  at  lai^ 
Resolves  to  throw  one  desperate  cast 
"  Tis  vain,"  said  he,  "  to  whine  and  woo<^ 
'Tis  one  brisk  stroke  the  work  most  do. 
Fortune  is  like  a  widow  won. 
And  truckles  to  the  bold  alone  ; 
I  Ml  push  at  once  and  venture  alT, 
At.least  I  shall  with  honour  fell.'* 
But,  curse  upon  the  treacherous  jade. 
Who  thus  his  services  repaid ; 
When  now  he  thought  the  world  Ufl  cma^ 
He  bought  a  bear,  and  was  usdone. 


CANTO    m. 

As  there  is  something  in  a  fiioe. 

An  air,  and  a  pecuUar  grace. 

Which  boldest  painters  cannot  .traoe ;  ^ 

That  more  than  features,  shape,  or  bair^ 

Distinguishes  the  happy  fair ; 

Strikes  every  eye,  and  makes  her  known 

A  rulmg  toast  throuj^  all  the  town: 

So  in  each  action  'tisfiucceag 

That  gives  it  all  its  comeliness ; 

Guards  it  from  censure  and  from  blarney 

Brightens  and  burnishes  our  fiune. 

For  what  is  virtue,  courage,  wit. 

In  all  men,  but  a  lucky  hit  ? 

But,  vke  versa  y  where  this  fails. 

The  wisest  conduct  nought  avails  ; 

The  man  of  merit«oon  shall  find 

The  world  to  prosperous  knaves  incUn'd, 

Himself  the  last  of  all  mankind. 

Too  true  poor  Frank  this  thesis  found. 

Bankrupt,  despoil'd,  and  run  agroand^ 

In  durance  vile  detained  and  lost. 

And  all  his  mighty  projects  crost : 

With  grief  and  shame  at  once  Of^rest, 

Tears  swell  his  eyes,  and  sighs  his  breast; 

A  poor,  forlorn,  abandoned  rake. 

Where  shall  he  turn  ?  what  measures  take  i 

Betray'd,  decciv'd,  and  ruin'd  quitei. 

By  his  own  greedy  appetite ; 

He  mourns  his  fatal  lust  of  pelf. 

And  curses  Fortune  and  himself: 

In  limbo  pent,  would  fain  get  free. 

Importunate  fur  liberty. 

So  when  the  watchful  hungry  mome. 

At  midnight  prowling  round  the  hoos^ 

Winds  in  a  comer  toasted  cheese. 

Glad  the  luxurious  prey  to  seize ; 

With  whiskers  curl'd,  and  round  black  eyes, 

He  meditates  the  luscious  prize. 

Till  caught,  trepaim'd,  laments  too  latt 

The  rigorous  decree*  of  Fate  i 
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lie  bites  the  wire,  and  cUnibt  m  vnv 

The  wrelclied  CBfidte  thus  dkbtn'd* 

Ha  biuy  thongMs  allov  M>  ntt: 

Fond  on  each  proy^ct  to  depnAy 

find  Hope  hii  only  fiuthftJ  frieni  ; 

Odd  wfaimsies  Honking  in  luf  bnan. 

He  ploli,  contrivog,  bat  all  in  vain, 

ApprofCK,  rejects,  and  thinka  again. 

At  aim  «Mdii|i«reck*d  wretch  IB  toit 

From  wave  to  imve,  and  almott  loat. 

Beat  by  the  biUowa  from  the  ihore, 

Ketorns  half  drown'd,  and  hags  onee  moan 

The  friendly  plank  he  grasp'd  before : 

So  Frank,  when  all  enpedients  fu\. 

To  save  his  carcaasfrom  a  gaol, 

£■1  up  wiUi  Teinim  and  with  eare. 

And  almost  sinking  in  despair, 

KenTres  onee  BMre  to  make  his  eonft   ' 

To  Ub  old  aunt,  his  last  rateit ; 

Takes  pen  in  hand,  now  writes,  noiw  taais^ 

Ihen  bkte  his  pa^er  with  his  tenia, 

KsBMks  Us  troubled  sort,  to  nuse 

Each  tender  nentiment  and  phrase  ; 

And  every  lame  enouse  supplies 

With  aitftil  ooloaring  and  disgoise  ; 

Kod  to  hjawalf,  lays  all  the  hlana 

Oo  Fortune,  thatcapricioas  dame : 

Inibort,  ififiNUBsherhll  waskMt,     . 

And  leads  it  by  the  penny-poiL 

Soon  as  the  ancient  nynph  had  read 

The  fatal  scroll,  shatopk  her  bed. 

Cold  palsies  seize  her  trembling  head; 

She  groani,  ite  fighs,  ^le  sohe,  she  smeart 

Her  spesfeaeles  and  beard  with  tears  ; 

Her  nose,  that  wont  t»  syrapaftine 

With  aU  th>  o'erflewhigs  of  her  eyes, 

Adovn  in  pearly  drops  distils, 

Th'  united  stream  each  chasm  fills» 

(Seoeva  now,  nor  Nants  win  do. 

Her  toothless  gums  tiior  hold  let  go; 

And  on  the  ground,  O  iatol  stroke ! 

Hie  abort  eoevni  pipe  is  broke : 

With  vapoan  choak'd,  entranc'd  she  lies, 

fielchea,  and  prays,  and  f— ts,  and  dies. 

But  sleep,  that  kind  lestorative, 

Recall*d  her  soid,  and  bid  her  live; 

Whh  cooler  thougths  the  ease  she  weigh'd. 

And  brought  her  reason  to  her  aid. 

Avay  ahe  hobbles,  and  with  speed 

Keaolves  to  see  the  captive  freed  $ 

Wipe  off  this  stain  and  fMil  disgrace. 

And  vindicate  her  aneient  race. 

With  her  a  sage  director  comes. 

More  weighty  than  a  brace  of  plumbs, 

A  good  man  in  thecity  cant. 

Where  cHlh,  not  morals,  makes  the  saint. 

T*  improve  a  genius  so  polite. 

The  dnnisuy  thing  was  dubbed  a  knight: 

FoctoneX  chief  confident  and  friend, 

Oroim  (atJyy  many  a  dividend ; 

And  itill  her  Ifaivour  he  retains, 

By  want  of  merit  and  of  brahis ! 

On  her  top  spoke  sublhne  he  srts, 

The  jeA  and  theme  of  aneering  wits : 

lor  t(K^  in  Fortune's  pillory  placM, 

Are  mounted  to  be  more  di^grac>d. 

"nut  rich  old  hunks,  as  Woodcock  wife, 

Waa  calPd  tb&  younker  lx>  advise : 


»  Young  man,*' said  1m»  '^  reftmia  firaoiteara. 

While  joyful  tidings  Uess  thine  aan  ^ 

Up  and  be  doing,  boy,  and  try 

To  conquer  Fate  by  industry ; 

For  know  that  all  of  mortal  race, 

Are  bom  to  losses  and  disgrace : 

Bv'n  I  bn^e  twice,  I,  heretofiirn 

A  tailor  despicably  poor. 

In  every  hole  for  shelter  crept. 

On  the  same  bulk,  hatched,  lous'd.  And  slept. 

With  scarce  one  penny  to  preparo 

A  friendly  halter  in  drapair ; 

My  credit  like  my  garment  torn, 

Tluead-bare,  and  ragged,  over-worn; 

But  soon  I  patched  it  up  again, 

These  busy  hand^,  this  working  brain, 

Ne'er  oeaa'dfrom  labour,  pain,  and  awftt^ 

Till  Fortune  smiPd,  and  I  was  great 

Now  at  each  pon^ious  city  feast. 

Who  but  sir  Tristram?  Every  guest 

Respectful  bows.     In  each  debate. 

My  nod  must  give  the  sertanoa  wdghK  : 

On  me  prime  rainisteia  attend, 

And^— 'Aislabie  's  my  fiiend : 

In  embryo  each  bold  project  liea^ 

Till  my  consenting  purse  sopplics. 

This  hand — nay  do  not  think  me  vain, 

Soften'd  the  Swede,  and  humbled  I0pak. 

To  me  the  fair,  whom  all  adove. 

Address  their  pmyers,  and  own  my  poarcr  ; 

When  the  poor  toast  tyy  br^  of  day 

Has  punted  all  her  gold  away. 

Undressed,  and  in  her  nativa  ohanas. 

She  flies  to  these  indulgent  anas ; 

She  curls  each  dimple  in  her  Akso 

To  win  the  good  sir  Tristram's  grace  ; 

Offers  her  brilliants  with  a  smile. 

That  wight  an  anchoret  beguile ; 

And  when  my  potent  aid  is  lent. 

Away  the  dear-one  wheels  content* 

He  that  can  money  get,  my  boy. 

Shall  every  other  good  enjoy ; 

Be  rich,  and  every  boon  receive. 

That  man  can  wish,  or  Heaven  can  give. 

Now  to  the  means,  dear  yooth,  attend. 

By  which  thy  sorrows  soon  shall  end : 

Thy  good  old  aunt  resolves  to  bail 

Her  hopeful  godson  out  of  gaol ; 

But  what  is  freedom  to  the  poor  ? 

The  man  who  begs  from  door  to  door 

Is  free;  in  lasy  wretchedness 

He  lives,  till  Heaven  his  substance  bless; 

But,  having  learnt  to  cog  and  chouse. 

To  cut  a  purse,  or  break  a  house, 

Then  soon  he  mends  his  own  apparel, 

£ats  boil'd  and  roast,  abd  taps  his  barrel ; 

Drinks  double  bub,  with  all  his  might. 

And  bogs  his  doxy  every  night: 

Thy  sprightly  genius  ne'er  shall  lie 

Depress'd  by  want  and  penury ; 

Go,  with  a  prosperous  merry  gale. 

To  the  South  Seas  adventurous  sail ; 

Fat  Plenty  dwells  on  those  rich  shores, 

Adundance  opens  all  her  stores  ; 

Ingots  and  pearls  ibr  beads  are  sold. 

And  rivers  glide  on  sands  of  gold ; 

Profit  and  Pleasure,  hand  in  hand. 

Smile  on  the  fields,  and  bltM  ttad  land; 
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The  smiiM  mlftboar'd  faairests  reap, 
Fountains  ran  wine,  ajid  whores  are  cheap. 
Fortune  is  always  trae  and  kind,    • 
Nor  veers,  as  here,  with  every  wind  ; 
Kot,  as  in  these  penurious  isles, 
Eetails  her  blessings  and  her  smiles; 
But  deals  by  wholesale  with  her  friends. 
And  gUats  them  with  her  dividends. 
Then  haste,  set  sail,  the  ship's  unmoor'd 
And  waits  to  take  thee  now  on  board,** 
The  youth  o'eijoyM  this  project  bears. 
From  his  flock-bed  his  head  he  rears,  • 

And<waters  all  his  rags  with  tears. 
In  short,  he  took  his  friend's  advice, 
Pack'd  up  his  baggage  in  a  trice ; 
Dancing  for  joy,  on  board  he  flew. 
With  all  Potosi  m  his  view. 


CANTO    IV. 

BiBOLD  the  youth  just  now  set  free 
On  land,  immurM  agam  at  sea; 
Stow*d  with  his  cargo  in  the  hok!, 
in  quest  of  other  worlds  for  goUU 
He  who  so  late  regaPd  at  ease. 
On  olios,  soups,  and  fricassees ; 
Drank  withthe  witty  and  the  gay, 
Sparkling  Champaign,  and  rich  Tokay ; 
Now  breaks  his  &st  with  Suliblk  cheese. 
And  bursts  at  noon  with  pork  and  pease  ; 
Instead  of  wine,  content  to>sip,. 
With  noisy  tars,  their  nauseous  flip : 
Their  breath  with  chewM  mundungus  sweet. 
Their  jests  more  fulsome  than  t|ieir  meat. 
l^ile  thunder  rolls,  and  storms  arise. 
He  snoring  in  his  hunmock  lies ; 
In  goMen  dreams  enjoys  the  night. 
And  counts  his  bags  with  vast  delight. 
Moimtains  of  gold  erect  his  throne. 
Each  precious  gem  is  now  his  own ; 
Kind  Jove  descends  in  golden  sleet, 
Factolus  murmurs  at  his  feet ; 
The  sea  gives  up  its  hoarded  store. 
Possessing  all,  he  covets  more. 
OGold!  attractive  Gold !  in  vain 
Honour  and  conscience  would  restrain 
Thy  boundless  universal  reign. 
To  thee  each  stubborn  virtue  bends. 
The  man  oblig'd  betrays  his  friends  ; 
The  patriot  quits  his  country's  cause. 
And  sells  her  liberty  and  laws  : 
The  pious  prude 's  no  longer  nice. 
And  ev'n  lawn  sleeves  can  flatter  vice. 
At  thy  too  abs(riute  command, 
Thy  zealots  ransack  sea  and  land : 
Wheree'er  thy  beams  thy  power  display. 
The  swarming  insects  haste  away. 
To  bask  in  thy  orfulgent  ray. 

Now  the  bold  crew  with  piosperous  wind. 
Leave  the  retreating  land  behind ; 
Fearless  they  quit  their  native  shore, 
And  Albion's  clifis  are  seen  no  more. 
Then  on  the  wide  Atlantic  borne. 
Their  rigging  apd  their  tackle  torn ; 
Danger  in  various  shapes  appears. 
Sudden  alarms,  and  shivering  fears. 
Here,  might  some  copious  bcurd  dilate 
And  show  fierce  Neptune  drawn  In  state ; 


While  guards  of  Tritons  clear  his  wayj 

And  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play; 

Then  bid  the  stormy  Boreas  rise, 

And  forky  lightning  cleave  Ibe  skies  ; 

The  ship  nigh  foundering  in  the  deep. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  ridgy  steep : 

Describe  the  monsters  of  the  main. 

The  Phocs,  and  their  finny  train. 

Tornados,  hurricanes,  and  rain. 

Spouts,  shoals,  and  rocks  of  dreadful  size^' 

And  pirates  lurking  fot  their  prize  ; 

Amazing  miracles  reheasse. 

And  turn  all  Dampier  into  verse. 

My  negligent  and  humble  Muse 

hen  ambitious  aims  pursues ; 

Content  with  more  fruniliar  phrase. 

Nor  deals  in  such  embroider'd  lays ; 

Pleas'd  if  my  rhime  just  measure  keeps,. 

And  stretch'd  at  ease  my  reader  sleeps. 

Hibernian  matrons  thus  of  old. 

Their  soporific  stories  told ;     . 

To  sleep  in  vain  the  patient  strove, 

Perplez'd  with  business,  cross'd  in  love; 

Till  soothing  tales  becalmed  his  breast. 

And  luJl'd  his  troubled  soul  to  rest. 

Suffice  it  only  to  recite. 

They  drank  all  day,  they  snor'd  all  night. 

And,  after  many,  xdooob  were  past. 

They  made  the  wish'd-for  shores  at  last. 

Frank,  with  his  cargo  in  his  band, 

Leap'd  joyful  on  the  golden  strand  ; 

Open'd  his  toy>shop  in  the  port. 

Trinkets  of  various  size  and  sort ; 

Bracelets  and  ooo^  bodkins  and  tweezers, 

Bath-metal  rings,  and  knives,  and  scissais; 

And  in  one  lucky  day  got  more 

Than  Bubble-boy  in  hsdf  a  score  : 

For  Fortune  now,  no  longer  coy, 

Smil'd  on  her  dariing  favourite  boy; 

No  longer  from  his  arms  retir'd. 

But  gave  him  all  his  heart  desir'd. 

Ah  !  thoughtless  youth  !  in  time  beware. 

And  shun  the  treacherous  harlot's  snare  ; 

The  wiser  savages  behold. 

Who  truck  not  liberty  for  gold  ; 

Proof  against  all  her  subtle  wiles^ 

Regardless  of  her  frowns  or  smil^  ; 

If  frugal  Nature  want  supplies. 

The  lance  or  dart  unerring  flies : 

The  mountain  boar  their  prey  descends. 

Or  the  fat  kid  regales  their  friends  ; 

The  jociuid  tribe,  from  sun  to  sun. 

Feast  on  the  prize  their  valour  wob. 

Cease,  babbling  Muse,  thy  vain  advice, 

Tis  thrown  away  on  Avarice : 

Bid  hungry  lions  quit  their  (Jrey, 

Or  streams  that  down  the  mountains  stray 

Divert  their  course,  return  again. 

And  climb  the  steep  from  whence  they 

Unblest  with  his  ill-gotten  store, 
Th'  insatiate  youth  still  craves  for  more  ^ 
To  counsel  deaf,  t'  examples  blind, 
Scrapes  up  whatever  he  can  find. 
Now  master  of  a  vessel  grown. 
With  all  the  glittering  freight  his  own. 
To  Fortune  still  he  makes  his  court. 
And  coasts  along  from  port  to  port. 
Each  rolling  tide  brings  fresh  supplies. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  delight  his  eyes. 
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Hitoii^  PttBflma's  deBeious  bay, 

The  loMled  vessel  plou^  her  way ; 

With  Uie  rich  freight  oppressed  she  Mdlfl, 

And  raramons  all  the  friendly  gales. 

Aank  on  her  deck  triumphant  stood^ 

And  ▼ievr'd  the  calm  transparent  flood : 

"  Let  book.leam'd  sots,"  said  he,  "  adore 

Th'  aspiring  hills  that  grace  thy  shore ; 

Thy  verdant  isles,  the  groves  that  bow 

Then-  nodding  heads,  and  shade  thy  brow; 

Thy  &ce  serene,  thy  gentle  breast, 

'Where  Syrens  sing,  and  Halcyons  rest :  ^ 

PropitiDus  flood !  on  me  bestow 

The  treasores  of  thy  depths  below  ; 

Which  king  in  thy  dark  womb  have  slept. 

Prom  age  to  age  securely  kepc*' 

Scarce  had  he  spoke,  when,  strange  surprise ! 

Hi*  mdjgnant  waves  in  mountains  rise, 

And  horricanes  invade  the  skies ; 

The  ship  against  the  shoals  was  struck. 

And  m  a  thousand  pieces  broke ; 

Alt  one  poor  trusty  plank,  to  save 

Its  ovner  from  the  watery  graCVe : 

On  this  he  mounts,  is  cast  on  shore^ 

Half  dead,  a  bankrupt  as  befDre : 

Spiritless,  fiunting,  and  alone, 

On  the  bare  beach  he  makes  his  moan. 

Then  climbs  the  ragged  rock,  t'  explort 

If  aaght  was  driving  to  the  shore, 

The  poor  remain^  oi  all  his  store : 

With  greedy  diligence  prepar>d 

To  save  wfaate*er  the  waves  had  spar'd. 

But  oh !  the  wretch  expects  in  vain 

Compasaion  from  the  furious  main ; 

Men,  goods,  are  sunk.    Mad  with  despair 

He  hot  his  bteast,  he  tore  his  hair : 

Then  leaning  o*er  the  craggy  steep 

LookM  down  into  the  boilii^  deep ; 

ihnost  resolY*d  to  cast  hhnself, 

And  perish  with  his  dear,  dear  pelf* 

CANTO    V. 

Ir  Heaven  the  thriving  trader  bless. 
What  fawning  crowds  about  him  press ! 
But,  if  he  fiul,  distressed  and  poor, 
His  mob  of  friends  are  seen  no  more : 
For  all  men  hold  it  meet  to  fly 

i         Th'  infectious  breath  of  Poverty. 

I         Poor  Fiank,  deserted  and  forlorn. 
Canes  the  day  that  he  was  bom : 
Each  treacherous  crony  hides  his  fkce. 
Or  itsits  whene^  he  haunts  the  place. 
Hit  wealth  thus  lost,  with  that  his  friends, 
Od  Foitune- still  the  youth  depends : 
**  One  smile,^  said  he,  *'  can  soon  restore 
A  bankrupt  wretch,  and  give  him  more  ; 
She  win  not,  sure,  refuse  her  aid  ?» 

\        Fallacioas  hope !  for  the  false  jade 
Thai  very  day  took  wing,  was  flown, 

I        And  on  her  wonted  jonmey  gone 
(Intent  her  costly  goods  to  sell) 

!        From  Panama  to  Portobel : 

Five  hundred  mules  her  baggage  bear, 

I        And  groan  beneath  the  precious  ware^ 
The  goddesa  rides  sublime  in  air ; 
And  hence  conveys  a  fresh  supply. 
For  pride,  debate,  and  luxury. 


Frank,  when  he  heard  th'  unwelcome  netws, 
like  a  staunch  hound  the  chase  pursues. 
Takes  the  same  rout,  doubles  his  speed. 
Nor  doubts  her  help  in  time  of  need. 

O'er  the  wide  waste,  through  pathless  ways. 
The  solitary  pilgrim  strays ; 
Now  on  the  swampy  desert  plain, 
Through  brakes  of  mangroves  Works  with  pain; 
Then  climbs  the  hills  with  many  a  groan. 
And  melts  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
With  berries  and  green  plantains  fed 
On  the  parched  eafth  he  leans  his  head  ; 
Fainting  with  thirst,  to  Heaven  he  cries. 
But  finds  no  stream  but  from  his  eyes. 
Ah,  wretch  1  thy  vain  laments  forbear. 
And  for  a  worse  extreme  prepare ; 
Sudden  the  lowering  storms  arise. 
The  burstmg  thunder  rends  the  skieay 
Aslant  the  ruddy  lightning  flies ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  transient  ray. 
And  gives  a  short,  but  dreadful  day: 
With  pealing  raiathe  woods  resound. 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  ground. 
Benumb'd  with  cold,  but  more  with  flear^ 
Strange  phantoms  to  his  mind  appear. 
The  wolves  around  hhn  howl  for  food. 
The  ravenous  tig^  hunt  for  blood. 
And  canibals  more  fierce  tiian  they 
(Monsters  who*niake  mankind  their  prey) 
Riot  and  feast  oo  human  gore. 
And,  still  insatiate,  thirsts  for  more. 
Half  dead  at  every  noise  he  hears. 
His  flmcy  multiplies  his  fean ; 
Whatever  he  read  or  heard  of  old. 
Whatever  his  nurse  or  Crusoe  told. 
Each  tragic  scene  his  eyes  behold  z 
Things  past  as  present  fear  applies. 
Their  pains  he  bears,  their  deaths  he  dies* 

At  length  the  Sun  began  to  peep, 
And  gild  the  surface  of  the  deep. 
Then  on  the  reeking  moisture  fed, 
The  scattered  clouds  before  hin  fled. 
The  rivers  shrunk  into  their  bed : 
Nature  revives  -,  the  feather'd  throof 
Salute  the  morning  viith  a  song. 
Frank  with  his  fellow4mites  arose. 
Yet  dreaming  still  he  Saw  his  foes. 
Reels  to  and  fro,  laments  and  gneveg. 
And  starting,  doubts  if  yet  he  lives. 
At  last  his  spirits  mend  their  pace. 
And  Hope  sat  dawning  on  hisiface ; 
"  Ev'n  such  is  human  life,'*  said  he, 
*'  A  night  of  dread  and  misery,  • 
Till  Heaven  relents,  relieves  our  pain. 
And  sun-shine  day  return  again. 
O  Fortune !  who  dost  now  bestow. 
Frowning,  this  bitter  cup  of  woe. 
Do  not  thy  faithful  slave  destroy. 
But  give  th'  alternative  of  joy." 
Then  many  a  painful  step  he  takes, 
O'er  hills  and  vales,  through  woods  and  brakw : 
No  sturdy  desperate  buccaneer 
E'er  suffered  hardships  more  severe* 
Stubborn,  incorrigibly  blind. 
No  dangers  can  divert  his  mind ; 
His  tedious  journey  he  pursues, 
At  last  his  eye  transported  views 
Fair  Porlobel,  whose  rising«pires 
Inflame  his  heart  with  new  desires. 
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Secure  of  FoitUM't  ^noe,  he  wauleB, 
And  flattering  Hope  the  wretch  beg^es. 
Though  nature  calls  for  sleep  and  food. 
Yet  stronger  avarice  subdued ; 
Ev'n  shameful  nakedness  and  pun, 
^  And  thirst  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain : 
Ko  rest  he  gives  his  weary  feet. 
Fortune  he  seeks  from  street  to  street  j 
Careful  in  e>er7  comer  pries^ 
Kow  here,  now  there,  impatient  flies. 
Where  ever  busy  crowds  resort. 
The  change,  the  market,  and  ths  port; 
In  vain  be  turns  his  eye-balls  round. 
Fortune  was  no  where  to  be  found ; 
The  jilt,  not  many  hours  before, 
With  the  Plate-fleet  had  left  the  shore. 
Laughs  at  the  credulous  fool  lichind. 
And  joyful  skuds  before  the  wind. 
Poor  Frank  forsaken  on  the  coast, 
All  his  fond  hopes  at  once  are  lost. 
Aghast  the  swelling  sails  he  views, 
Aod  with  his  eye  the  fleet  pursues^ 
Till,  lessened  to  his  wearied  sight. 
It  leaves  hi/n  to  despair  and  night. 
So  when  the  faithless  Theseus  fled 
The  Cretan  nymph's  deserted  bed, 
Awak'd,  at  distaaoe  on  the  main. 
She  view'd  the  proq>erou8  peijur'd  swatn^ 
And  callM  th*  avenging  God^  in  vain. 
Prostrate  on  earth  till  bfeak  of  day. 
Senseless  and  motionless  he  lay, 
Till  tears  at  last  find  out  their  way  ^ 
Gush  like  a  torrent  firom  his  eyes, 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  crie% 
*'  O,  Fortune !  now  too  late  I  see. 
Too  late,  alas  !  thy  treachery. 
Wretch  that  I  am,  abandoned,  lost. 
About  the  world  at  random  tost. 
Whither,  oh  whither  shall  I  run? 
Sore  pinch'd  with  hunger,  and  undone. 
In  the  dark  mines  go  hide  thy  head 
Accurs'd^  exchange  thy  sweat  for  bread. 
Skulk  under  ground,  in  Earth's  dark  womb 
Go  slave,  and  dig  thyself  a  tomb : 
There's  gold  enough;  pernicious  gold; 
To  which  long  since  thy  peace  was  sold ; 
Vain  helpless  idol !  canst  thou  save 
This  shatter'd  carcase  from  the  grave  ? 
Kestless  distuiber  of  mankind. 
Canst  thou  give  health,  or  peace  of  mind  ? 
Ah  no,  deceived  the  fool  shall  be 
Who  puts  his  confidence  in  thee. 
Fatally  blind,  my  native 'home 
I  left,  in  this  rude  worid  to  roam ; 
O,  brother !  shall  I  view  no  more 
Tliy  paaceful  bowers?  foir  Albion*8  shore  ? 
Yes  (if  kind  Heaven  my  life«hall  spare) 
Some  happy  moments  yet  I'll  share. 
In  thy  delightful  blest  retreat. 
With  thee  contemn  the  rich  and  greatj 
Redeem  my  time  mispent,  and  wmt 
Till  death  relieve  th'  unfortunate." 

Adversity,  sage  useful  guest. 
Severe  instructor,  but  the  best; 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 
Justly  to  value  things  below ; 
Right  Reason's  ever  faithful  friend. 
To  thee  our  haughty  passions  bend; 
Tam'd  by  thy  rod,  poor  Frank  at  lak 
Repents  of  ail  his  foUies  past  j 


Resign'd,  and  patient  to  eodove 
Those  ills,  which  Heaven  alone  C9n  corf* 
With  vain  pursuits  and  labours  woin» 
He'  meditates  a  quick  return, 
IxKigs  to  revisit  yet  once  more. 
Poor  prodigal !  his  native  shore. 
In  the  next  ship  lor  Britain  bound. 
Glad  Frank  a  ready  passage  found  ; 
Nor  vessel  now,  nor  freight  his  own. 
He  fears  no  longer  Fortune's  frown; 
No  property  but  life  his  share. 
Life,  a  frail  good  not  worth  his  care  ; 
Active  and  willing  to  obey^ 
A  merry  mariner  and  gay, 
He  hands  the  sails,  and  jokes  all  day. 
At  night  no  dreams  disturb  his  rest. 
No  passions  riot  in  his  breast ; 
For,  having  nothing  left  to  lose. 
Sweet  and  unbroken  bis  repose : 
And  now  fair  Albion's  cliffs  are  seen. 
And  bills  with  fruit&d  herbage  green : 
His  heart  beats  quick,  the  joy  tiiat  ties 
His  faltering  tongue  bursts  from  bia  eye9> 
At  length,  thus  hail'd  the  well-known  laodj 
And  kneeling  kissed  the  happy  strand* 
*'  And  do  I  then  draw  native  air. 
After  an  age  of  toil  and  care  ? 
O  welcome  parent  isle  !  no  more 
l*he  vagrant  shall  desert  thy  shore* 
But,  flying  to  thy  kind  embrace. 
Here  end  his  life's  laborious  race." 
So  when  the  stag,  intent  to  rove. 
Quits  the  safe  park  and  sheltering  gravje^ 
Tops  the  high  pale,  strolls  unconfin'd, 
Aud  leaves  the  lazy  herd  behind. 
Blest  in  his  happy  change  a  while. 
Com  fields  and  flowery  meadows  smile. 
The  pamper'd  beast  enjoys  the  spgil ; 
Till  on  the  next  returning  mono, 
Alarm'd,  he  hears  the  falal  horn  ; 
Before  the  stanch,  blood  thirsty  hounds. 
Panting,  o^er  hills  unknown  he  bounds. 
With  clamour  every  wood  resoonds : 
He  creeps  the  thorny  brakes  with  pain. 
He  seeks  the  distant  stream  in  vain. 
And  now,  by  sad  experience  wise. 
To  his  dear  home  the  rambler  flies; 
His  old  enclosure  gains  once  more. 
And  joins  the  herd  he  scom'd  before. 

Nor  are  his  labours  finish'd  yet. 
Hunger  and  thirst,  and  pain  and  sweat. 
And  many  a  tedious  mile  remains. 
Before  his  brother's  house  he  gains. 
Without  one  doit  his  purse  to  bless. 
Nor  very  elegant  his  dress ; 
With  a  tarr'd  jump,  a  crooked  bat, 
Scarce  one  whole  shoe,  and  half  a  hat ; 
From  door  to  door  the  stroller  skipp'd. 
Some  times  reliev'd,  but  oftener  whipp'd  ; 
Sun-burnt  and  ragged,  on  he  fores. 
At  last  the  mansion-house  appears. 
Timely  relief  for  all  his  cares. 
Around  he  gaz'd,  his  greedy  sight 
Devours  each  object  with  delight; 
Through  each  known  luiunt  transported  iOTe», 
Gay  smiling  fields,  and  shady  groves. 
Once  conscious  of  his  youthful  loves. 
About  the  hospitable  gate 
Crowds  of  dejected  wretches  wait ; 
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Each  dty  kind  Bob's  diflbsiTe  hand, 
Cbear*d  and  refresb'd  the  tattered  band. 
Proud  the  moat  go4-Uke  joy  to  share, 
He  fed  the  hnngiy,  ckmthM  the  bare. 
Fraak  amoDKst  these  his  station  chose^ 
With  looks  revealmi:  inward  woes : 
Whea,  lo !  with  wonder  and  sarprize. 
He  saw  dame  Fortane  fai  disguise ;  - 
He  saw,  but  scarce  belieVd  his  eyes. 
Her  Owning  smiles,  her  tricking  ahr, 
Th'  ^r^ious  hypocrite  declare ; 
A  gypsy's  mantie  round  her  spread. 
Of  various  dye,  white,  yellow,  red  ! 
Strange  feats  she  promised,  clamour'd  lond^ 
And  with  her  cant  amus'd  the  crowd ; 
There  every  day  impatient  ply'd, 
Posh'd  to  get  in,  bat  still  deny'd  ; 
For  Bob,  who  knew  the  subtle  whore, 
Thrust  the  false  vagrant  from  his  door. 
But,  when  the  stranger's  face  he  Tiew*d, 
^yiih  no  deceitful  tears  bedewM, 
His  boding%eart  began  to  melt. 
And  moro  than  usual  pity  felt: 
He  tiacM  his  features  o'er  and  o'er. 
Thai  spoke  him  better  bom,  though  poor, 
Though  ck>thM  in  rags,  genteel  his  mien. 
That  hce  he  somewhere  must  hare  seen : 
Katoie  at  last  reveals  the  truth. 
He  knows,  and  owns  the  hapless  youth, 
fiorpris'd,  and  speechless,  both  embrace, 
And  mingling  tears  o'erflow  each  flee ; 
Till  Bob  thus  eas'd  his  labouring  thought, 
And  this  instructive  moral  taught 
•*  Welcome,  my  brother,  to  my  longing  arms, 
Here  on  my  bosom  rest  secure  from  harms ; 
See  Fortune  there,  that  fslse  delusive  jade, 
To  whom  thy  prayers  and  ardent  vows  were  paid : 
She  (like  her  sex)  the  fond  pursuer  flies ; 
But  slight  the  jilt,  and  at  thy  feet  she  dies. 
Now  side  in  port,  indulge  thyself  on  shore, 
Oh,  tempt  the  ikithless  winds  and  seas  no  more ; 
Let  unavailing  toils,  and  dangers  past. 
Though  hte,  this  useful  lesson  teach  at  last, 
Trae  happiness  is  only  to  be  found 
la  a  contented  mind,  a  body  sound, 
I         All  else  is  dream,  a  dance  on  fury  ground: 
While  restless  fools  each  idle  whim  pursue. 
And  still  one  wish  obtained  creates  a  new, 
like  frowanl  babes,  the  toys  they  have,  detest. 
While  still  the  newest  triBe  pleases  best: 
I^  us,  my  brother,  rich  in  wisdom's  store. 
What  Heaven  has  lent,  enjoy,  nor  covet  more ; 
Sobdue  our  passions,  curb  their  saucy  rage, 
And  to  ourselves  restore  the  golden  age. 


THE  DEVIL  OVTWrTTED: 

A  TALS. 

A  TicAt  fiv'd  on  this  side  Trent, 
Religioos,  leam'd,  benevolent, 
Pare  was  hb  life,  in  deed,  word,  thought, 
A  comment  on  the  troths  he  taught : 
His  parish  large,  his  income  small, ., 
Yet  seldom  wanted  wherewithal  j 
For  against  every  merry  tide 
Madam  would  carefully  provide. 
A  painful  pastor ;  but  his  sheep, 
Abs !  within  no  hvvnk  wgi^d  kMp  ; 
YOU  XI. 


A  scabby  flock,  that  every  day 

Run  riot,  and  would  go  astray. 

He  thump'd  his  cushion,  fretted,  vext, 

Thump'd  o'er  again  each  useful  text; 

Rebuk'd,  exhorted,  all  in  vain. 

His  parish  was  the  more  profsine : 

The  scrubs  wo«Ad  have  their  wicked  will. 

And  cunning  Satan  triumph'd  still. 

At  last,  when  each  expedient  fail'd, 

And  serious  measures  nought  avail'd. 

It  came  into  his  head,  to  try 

llie  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 

The  good  man  was  by  nature  gay. 

Could  gibe  and  joke,  as  well  as  pray ; 

Not  like  some  hide-bound  folk,  who  chasa 

Each  merry  smile  from  their  dull  face. 

And  think  pride  zeal,  ill-natnre  grace. 

At  christenings  and  each  jovial  feast. 

He  singled  out  the  sinful  beast : 

Let  his  all -pointed  arrows  fly, 

Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  sly. 

And  left  my  masters  to  apply. 

His  tales  were  humorous,  often  true. 

And  now  and  then  set  off  to  view 

With  lucky  fictions  and  sheer  wit. 

That  pierc'd,  where  truth  could  never  hi^ 

The  laugh  was  always  on  his  side. 

While  passive  fools  by  turns  deride  ; 

And,  giggling  thus  at  one  another, 

£ach  jeering  lout  I'eform'd  his  brother  i 

Till  the  whole  parish  was  with  ease 

Sham'd  into  virtue  by  degrees : 

Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  tale. 

When  Chrysostom  and  Austin  fail. 


OFFICIOUS  MESSENGER  T 

'    A  TALB. 

Man,  of  precarious  science  vain. 
Treats  other  creatures  with  disdain ; 
Nor  Pug  nor  Shock  have  common  sense^ 
Nor  ^en  Pol  the  least  pretence. 
Though  she  prate  better  than  us  all. 
To  be  accounted  rational. 
The  brute  creation  here  below. 
It  seems,  is  Nature's  puppet-show  ! 
But  clock-work  all,  and  mere  machine. 
What  can  these  idle  gimcracks  mean  ; 
Ye  world-makers  of  Gresham-hall, 
Dog  Rover  shall  confute  you  all ; 
Shall  prove  that  every  reasoning  bruttf 
Like  Ben  or  Bangor  can  dispute  ; 
Can  apprehend,  judge,  sylk>gize. 
Or  like  proud  Bentley  criticize ; 
At  a  moot  point,  or  odd  disaster. 
Is  often  wiser  than  his  master. 
He  may  mistake  sometimes,  tis  true. 
None  are  infallible  but  you. 
The  dog  whom  nothing  can  mislead 
Must  be  a  dog  of  parts  indeed : 
But  to  my  tale;  hear  me,  my  friend. 
And  with  due  gravity  attend. 

Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed. 
Well-bom,  and  of  the  setting  breed  ; 
Rang'd  high,  was  stout,  of  nose  acute, 
A  very  leani'd  and  ooujrtoous  brute. 
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In  parallel  lines  his  ground  he  heat. 
Not  such  AS  in  one  centre  meet. 
In  those  let  blundering  dootors  deal. 
His  were  exactly  parallel. 
When  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Down  close  he  sinks,  and  eyes  his  prey. 
Though  different  passions  tempt  his  soul. 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 
He  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies 
The  floating  net  above  him  flics. 
Then,  dropping,  sweep  the  fluttering  prize. 
Nor  this  his  only  excellence : 
When  surly  farmers  took  oflcnce, 
And  the  rank  corn  the  sport  deny'd. 
Still  iaithfiil  to  his  master's  side, 
A  thousand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd. 
And  chearfo)  each  command  obey'd  : 
Humble  his  jnind,  though  great  his  wit. 
Would  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  spit ; 
Would  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  sticks. 
And  forty  such  diverting  tricks. 
Nor  Partridge,  ndr  wise  Gadbury, 
Could  find  lost  goods  so  soon  as  he; 
Bid  him  go  back  a  mile  or  more. 
And  seek  the  glove  you  hid  before. 
Still  liis  unerring  nose  would  wind  it. 
If  above  ground,  was  sure  to  find  it; 
Whimpering  for  joy  his  master  gppeet. 
And  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet 

But  hold — ^it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
That  useful  talents  misapply^, 
May  make  wild  xtork.     It  hapt  one  day. 
Squire  Lobb,  his  master,  took  his  way. 
New  shav'd,  and  smug,  and  very  tight, 
To  compliment  a' neighbouring  knight; 
In  his  best  trowsers  he  appears 
(A  comely  person  for  his  years) ; 
And  clean  white  drawers,  that  many  a  day 
In  lavender  and  rose-cakes  lay. 
Across  his  brawny  shoulders  strung^ 
On  his  left  side  his  dagger  hung ; 
Dead-(\oing  blade  !  a  dreadful  guest. 
Or  in  the  field,  or  at  the  feast. 
No  franklin  carving  of  a  chine 
At  Christide,  ever  lookM  so  fine. 
With  him  obsequious  Rover  trudg'd, 
Nor  from  his  hefels  one  moment  budg'd  : 
A  while  they  travell'd,  when  within 
poor  Lobb  pei*ceivM  a  rumbling  din : 
Then  warring  winds,  for  want  of  vent, 
Shook  alT  his  earthly  tenement 
So  in  the  body  politic 
(For  states  sometimes,' like  men,  are  sick) 
Dark  Faction  mutters  thmugh  the  crowd. 
Ere  barefaced  Treason  roars  aloud  : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigested 
His  lalx)uring  entrdils  had  infested. 
Or  lafet  night's  load  of  bottled  ale. 
Grown  mutinous,  was  breaking  gaol: 
T\ie  cnuse  of  this  his  aukward  pain, 
r^t  Johiisttm  or  let  H — th  explain ; 
Whowi  leami'd  noses  may  discover. 
Why  nature's  sthik-pot  thus  ran  over. 
My  province  is  th*  effcc't  to  trace, 
And  give  each  point  its  proper  grace, 
Th'  effect,  (>  lamentable  case  ! 
lx>nj?  had  he  struirgled,  but  in  vain. 
The  factious  tumult  to  restrain : 


Whatshoaldbedo?  Tfa'anralyraof 

Prcss'd  on,  mid  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 

T'  unbutton,  and  to  let  all  out 

The  trowsers  soon  his  will  obey  t 

Not  90  his  stubborn  drawers,  for  ibcy. 

Beneath  his  hanging  pauncli  close  ty*d. 

His  utmost  art  and  pains  defy'd: 

He  drew  his  <laVger  on  the  spot, 

Resolv'd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot 

In  the  same  road  just  then  pass'd  by 

(Such  was  the  will  of  Destiny) 

'llie  courteous  curate  of  the  pLice, 

Good-nature  shone  o'er  all  liis  face  ; 

Surpris'd  the  flaming  blade  to  view. 

And  deeming  slaughter  must  ensue. 

Oft*  from  his  hack  himself  he  threw, 

Tl«n  without  ceremony  seizW 

The  squire,  impatient  to  be  cas'd. 

"  I»rd  !  master  Lobl),  who  would  have  thougjit 

The  fiend  had  e'er  so  strongly  wrought } 

is  suicide  so  slight  a  foult  ? 

Rip  up  thy  ^uts,  man !  What--go  quick 

To  Hell  ?  Outrageous  lunatic  ! 

But,  by  the  blessing,  I  'H  prevent 

With  this  right  hand,  thy  foul  intent*^ 

Then  gripp'd  the  dagger  fast  t  the  squir^ 

Like  Peleus'  Son,  looked  pale  with  ire  ; 

While  the  irood  man  like  Pallas  stood, 

And  check'd  bis  eager  thiist  for  blood. 

At  last,  when  both  a  while  had  strain'd. 

Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  the  conquest  gain'i 

The  curate  in  all  poinbj  obey'd, 

Into  the  sheath  returns  the  blade: 

But  first  th'  unhappy  squire  be  swore, 

T'  attempt  upon  his  li&  no  more. 

With  sage  advice  his  speech  he  clos'd. 

And  left  him  (as  he  thought)  compos'd. 

But  was  it  so,  friend  Lobb ;  I  own, 

Misfortune  seldom  comes  alone ; 

Satan  supplies  tlie  swelling  tide, 

And  ills  on  ills  are  multiply*d» 

Sutxiued  and  all  his  measures  broke. 

His  purpose  and  intent  mistook  i 

Within  his  drawers,  alas!  he  found 

His  guts  let  out  without  a  wound: 

For,  in  the  conflict,  straiiiiiig  bard. 

He  left  liis  postern-gate  unbarrM ; 

Most  woefully  bedawb*d,  he  moans 

His  piteous  case,  he  sighs,  he  groans. 

To  lose  his  diiuier,  and  return, 

Was  \  ery  hai-d,  not  to  be  borne : 

Hunger,  thej'  say,  parent  of  arts. 

Will  make  a  fool  a  nmn  of  parts. 

The  sJiarp-sct  s(|uire  resolves  at  last, 

\M)ate'er  l>efel  him  not  to  fast; 

He  niusM  a  while,  chaPd,  strain'd  his  wil% 

At  la  ^t  on  this  expedient  hits ; 

To  the  n<!Xt  brO')k  with  sober  pace 

He  tends,  preparing  to  uncase, 

Straddlijig  and  n: uttering  all  the  way, 

Curs'd  inwardly  tli'  unlucky  day. 

Tlie  coast  now  clear,  no  soul  in  view. 

Oft' in  a  trice  liis  trows*-rs  drew; 

Mt)re  leisurely^his  drawers,  for  care 

And  caution  ^^'fls  convenient  there : 

Sn  fast  the  plaister'cl  birdlime  stuck. 

The  skin  came  off  at  every  pluck. 

Sorely  he  j^aul'd  each  brawny  baa; 
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Kor  oU^t  phris  «8^p'd,  wKich  shame 
Forbids  a  bashful  Muse  to  name. 
K«t  without  pain  the  work  achiev'dy 
He  scnibh'd  asd  wash'd  the  parU  aggriev'd 
Then,  wfth  nice  hand  and  look  sedate. 
Folds  up  liis  drawers,  with  their  rich  freight, 
Ind  hkfes  thezn  in  a  bush,  at  leisure 
Keaolv'd  to  fetch  his  hidden  treasure : 
The  trusfv  Rover  lay  hard  by, 
Obterring  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  rigged  again,  CMice  more  a  beau,     . 
And  matters  fix'd  in  statu  quOf 
Brisk  as  a  snake  in  merry  May, 
That  just  has  cast  his  slough  away. 
Gladsome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  given. 
As  he  pre$uip*d  both  sweet  and  clean  ; 
For,  oh  !  aniongbt  us  mortal  elves, 
How  few  there  are  smell  out  themselves ! 
With  a  molc^s  ear,  and  eaglets  eye. 
And  with  a  blood-htmucrs  uosc,  we  dy 
On  otheis*  {units  implacably. 
But  where  >  that  tar,  thut  eye,  that  nose, 
A;:ainst  its  master  will  de^xisc  ? 
Kaddy  miss  Prue,  with  golden  hair, 
Sticks  like  a  pole-cat  or  a  bear, 
Yet  romps  alx)ut  me  every  day. 
Sweeter,  she  thinks,  than  new-made  hay. 
Lord  Piausihle,  at  Tom's  and  Will's, 
^*hose  poisonous  breath  in  whispers  kills, 
S^ill  buzzes  in  my  ear,  nor  knows 
What  fiital  secrtU  he  bcs*.ows : 
T-et  him  destroy  each  day  a  score, 
TL^  mere  chance-medley,  and  no  more, 
la  fioe,  aelf-loi-e  bribes  every  sense. 
And  all  at  home  is  excellence. 

The  squire  arriv'd  in  decent  plight, 
With  reverence  due  salutes  the  knight ; 
Compliments  past,  the  dinner-bell 
Rong  quick  and  loud,  harmonious  knell 
To  greedy  Lobb  !  Tii^  Orphean  lyre 
Did  ne'er  finch  rapturous  joy  inspire  ; 
Though  this  the  sava^^e  throng  obey. 
That  hunger  tames  more  fierce  than  they. 
In  comely  order  now  api^tear, 
The  footmen  loaded  with  good  cheer. 
Her  ladyship  brought  up  the  rear. 
Simpering  she  lisps,  "  Your  sen^aut,  sur— 
The  ways  are  bad,  one  can't  w^ll  stir 
Abroad — or  ^twcre  indeed  u^iuud 
To  leave  good  Mrs.  Lobb  behind — 
She »»  well,  I  hope— Master,  they  say, 
Comes  00  apace — How  's  miss,  1  pray  ?" 
lobb  bovM,  and  cring'd ;  and,  muttering  low, 
Hade  for  his  chair,  would  fain  fall- to. 
Thoe  weiobty  points  adjusted,  soon 
My  lady  brandishes  her  spoon, 
t'nhappy  Lobb,  pleas'd  with  his  treat. 
And  minding  notliing  but  his  meat, 
Toooear  the  fire  had  chose  his  seat:  1 

When,  oh  !  th'  effluvia  of  his  bum 
fiegan  amain  to  scent  the  room. 
Ambrosial  sweets^' and  rich  perfume. 
The  flickering  footman  stopt  his  nose ; 
The  chaplain  too,  under  the  rose. 
Made  aukwani  mouths ;  the  knight  took  snuff; 
Her  ladyship  l)egan  to  huff;  « 

"  Indeed,  sr  John— pray,  good  my  dear— 
Til  wrong  to  make  yonr  kennel  here-<- 
JDogs  in  their  place  are  good,  I  own- 
But  in  the  parkmr^-foh !— be  gon^" 


Now  Rockwood  leaves  th'  unfinisb'd  bone, 
Banish'd  for  failings  not  his  own  ; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidlier  could  obtain, 
And  favourite  Virgin  iawn'd  in  vain. 
The  serN'ants,  to  the  stranger  kind. 
Leave  trusty  Rover  still  behind ; 
But  Lobb,  who  would  not  seem  to  be 
Defective  in  civility,    / 
And,  for  removing  c^  all  doubt. 
Knitting  his  brows,  bidb  him  get  out: 
By  signs  expresses  his  command. 
And  to  tlie  dpor  points  with  his  hand. 
The  dog,  or  through  mistake  or  spight 
(Grave  authors  have  not  set  us  right). 
Fled  back  the  very  way  he  came, 
And  in  the  bush  soon  found  his  game ; 
Brought  in  hi^  mouth  the  savourj^  load. 
And  at  his  master's  elbow  stood. 
O  Ix>bb,  what  idioms  can  expiess 
Thy  strange  confusion  and  distress. 
When  00  the  floor  the  drawers  display'd 
The  fulsome  secret  had  bewray'd  ? 
No  traitor,  when  his  hand  and  seal 
Produc'd  his  dark  designs  reveal, 
K'cr  look'd  with  such  .a  hanging  face. 
As  l/}bb  half-dead  at  this  disgrace. 
Wild-staring,  thunder-struck,  and  dumb. 
While  peals  of  laughter  shake  the  room ; 
Kach  sash  thrown  up  to  let  in  air. 
The  knight  fell  backwaid  in  his  chair, 
Laugh'd  till  his  heart-strings  almost  break. 
The  chaplain  giggled  for  a  week  ; 
Her  ladyship  b^;an  to  call. 
For  haitshom,  and  her  Abigail ; 
The  servants  chuckled  at  the  door. 
And  all  was  clamour  and  uproar. 
Rover,  who  now  began  to  qiuke. 
As  conscious  of  his  foul  mistake, 
Trusts  to  his  heels  to  save  his  life ; 
The  squire  sneaks  home,  and  beats  his  wifo.. 


INSUISITIVE  BRIDEGROOM: 


Fraxk  Plume,  a  spark  about  the  town. 

Now  weary  of  intriguing  grown,  ^ 

Thought  it  adviseable  \.o  wed, 

And  chuse  a  partner  of  his  bed. 

Virtuous  and  chaste — Aye,  right — but  where 

Is  there  a  nymph  that's  chaste  as  fair  ; 

A  ble^ng  to  be  piiz'd,  but  rare. 

For  continence  penurious  Heaven 

W^ith  a  too  sparing  hand  has  given; 

A  plant  but  seldom  to  be  found, 

And  thrives  but  ill  on  British  ground. 

Should  our  adventurer  haste  on  board. 

And  see  what  foreign  soils  afford  ? 

WItere  watchful  dragons  guard  the  prize. 

And  jealous  dons  have  Argus'  eyes. 

Where  the  rich  casket,  close  immur'd. 

Is  under  lock  and  key  secured  ? 

No — Frank,  by  long  experience  wise, 

Had  known  these  forts  took  by  surprise. 

Nature  in  spite  of  art  prevailed, 

And  all  their  vigilance  had  fail'd. 
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The  yoafh  was  pnzzled<'-«hoa]d  he  go 

And  scale  a  convent  ?  would  that  do  ? 

Is  nuns-flesh  always  good  and  sweet  ? 

Fly-blown  sometimes,  not  lit  to  eat. 

Well-^he  resolves  to  do  bis  best, 

And  prudently  contrives  this  test ; 

If  the  last  favour  £  obtain, 

And  the  nymph  yield,  the  case  is  plain; 

Marry'd,  she'll  play  the  same  odd  prank 

With  others— she  's  no  wife  for  Frank. 

But,  could  I  fmd  a  female  heart 

Impregnable  to  force  or  art. 

That  all  my  batteries  could  withstand^ 

The  sap,  and  even  swoid  in  hand  ; 

Ye  gods  !  how  happy  should  I  be, 

From  each  perplexing  thought  set  firee^ 

From  cuckoldom,  and  jealousy ! 

The  project  )pleas*d.  He  now  appears. 

And  shines  in  all  his  killing  airs. 

And  every  useful  toy  prepares. 

New  opera  tunes,  and  billet-doux^ 

The  clouded  cane,  and  red-heel'd  shoes  ; 

Kor  the  clock-stocking  was  forgot, 

Th*  embroider'd  coat,  and  shoulder-knot ; 

All  that  a  woman's  heart  might  move. 

The  potent  tnimpery  of  love. 

Here  importunity  prevails, 

There  tears'  in  floods,  or  sighs  in  gales. 

Kow,  in  the  lucky  moment  try'd. 

Low  at  his  feet  the  feir  one  dy'd. 

For  Strephon  would  not  be  deny'd. 

Then,  if  no  motives  coiUd  persuade, 

A  golden  shower  debauch'd  the  majd« 

The  mistress  truckled,  and  obey'd. 

To  modesty  a  sham  pretence 

Gain'd  some,  others  impertinence ; 

But  most,  plain  downright  impudence* 

Like  Cassar,  now  he  conquered  all. 

The  vassal  sex  before  him  fall; 

Where'er  he  marched,  slaughter  ensued. 

He  came,  he  saw,  and  he  subdued. 

At  length  a  stubborn  nymph  he  founds  - 

For  bold  Camilla  stood  her  ground  ; 

Parry'd  his  thrusts  with  equal  art. 

And  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart : 

She  kept  the  hero  still  in  play. 

And  still  maintahi'd  the  doubtful  day. 

Jlere  be  resolves  to  make  a  stand. 

Take  her,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 

The  jolly  priest  soon  ty*d  the  knot. 

The  luscious  tale  was  not  forgot, 

TTien  empty'd  both  his  pipe  and  pot 

The  posset  drunk,  the  stocking  thrown. 

The  candles  out,  the  curtains  drawn. 

And  sir  and  madam  all  alone  ; 

**  My  dear,"  said  he,  "  I  strove,  you  know. 

To  taste  the  joys  you  now  bestow, 

^1  my  persuasive  arts  I  try'd. 

But  still  relentless  you  deny'd  ; 

'MX  me,  inexorable  fair, 

l^w  could  yooj  thus  attacked,  forbear  ?'* 

**  Swear  to  forgive  what's  past,"  she  cry'd  ; 

"  The  naked  truth  shan't  be  deny'd." 

He  did ;  the  baggage  thus  reply'd : 

Deceived  so  many  times  before 

By  your  false  sex,  I  rashly  swore, 

X»  vwt  dtoaitful  mux  noaon* 


BACCHUS  TniUMPgAim 

A  TALE. 

"  Fox  shame,"  said  Ebony,  '<  for  ^ane^ 
Tom  Ruby,  troth,  you  're  much  to  blame^ 
To  drink  at  this  confounded  rate, 
To  guzzle  thus,  early  and  late !" 

Poor  Tom,  who  just  had  took  his  wliel^ 
And  at  the  door  his  uncle  met, 
Sorpris'd  and  thunder-stmck,  would  fiuA 
Make  his  escape,  but,  oh  !  in  vain. 
Each  blush,  that  glow'd  with  an  ill  giac^ 
lighted  the  flambeaux  in  his  face  ; 
No  loop-hole  left,  no  slight  pretenotf 
To  palliate  the  foul  offence. 
"  I  own,"  said  he,  "  I  'm  very  bad— 
A  sot — incorrigibly  mad- 
But,  sir — I  thank  you  for  your  love. 
And  by  your  lectures  would  improve : 
Yet,  give  me  leave  to  say,  the  street 
For  conference  is  not  so  meet. 
Here  in  this  room — ^nay,  sir,  come  itt^ 
Expose,  chastise  me  for  my  sin ; 
Exert  each  tTope,  your  utmost  art. 
To  touch  this  senseless,  flinty  heart* 
I  'm  conscious  of  my  guilt,  'tis  true. 
But  yet  1  know  my  frailty  too  ; 
A  slight  rebuke  will  never  do. 
Urge  home  my  faults-*-come  in,  I  pray«^ 
Let  not  my  soul  be  cast  away." 

Wise  Ebony,  who  deemM  it  good 
T*  encourage  by  all  means  he  oDuld 
These  first  appearances  of  grace, 
FoUow'd  up  stairs,  and  took  his  place. 
The  bottle  and  the  crust  appear'd^, 

And  wily  Tom  demurely  sneered 

"  My  duty,  sir !"— «  Thank  you,  kmd  Tbm !" 

"  Again,an't  please  youl"— "  Thank  you!  Coms-^ 

"  Sorrow  is  dry— I  must  once  more—" 

**  Nay  Tom,  I  told  you  at  the  door 

I  would  not  drink— what !  before  dinner  ?— 
Not  one  glass  more,  as  I  'm  a  sinners- 
Come,  to  the  point  in  hand ;  is  't  fit 

A  man  of  your  good  sense  and  wit 

Those  parts  which  Heaven  bestow'd  shocdd  dnwg^ 

A  butt  to  all  the  sots  in  town  ? 

Why  tell  me,  Tom— What  fort  can  stand 

(Though  regular,  and  bravely  mann'd) 

If  night  and  day  the  fierce  foe  plies 

With  never-ceasing  batteries ; 

Will  there  not  be  a  breach  at  last  ?»— 

"  Uncle,  'tis  tru<>— foi^ve  what's  past** 

"  But  if  nor  interest,  nor  fame. 

Nor  health,  can  your  dull  soul  reclaim. 

Hast  not  a  conscience,  man  ?  no  thougbt 

Of  an  hereafter  ?  dear  are  bought 

These  sensual  pleasures." — "  I  relent. 

Kind  sir — but  give  your  zeal  a  vent — '* 

'llieh,  pouting,  hong  his  bead;  yet  itiU 

Took  care  his  uncle's  glass  to  fill. 

Which  as  his  hurry*d  spirits  sunk. 

Unwittingly,  good  man !  he  drunk. 

Each  pint,  alas !  drew  on  the  next, 

Okl  Ebony  stock  to  his  text. 

Grown  warm,  like  any  angel  spoke. 

Till  intervening  hickups  broke 

The  well-strung  argument  Poor  Took 

Was  now  too  forward  to  reel  boaw. 
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i%d  pi««cVm;  tUn,  ikit  still  repenting, 
Bolh  equally  t(x4riok  consenting, 
Till  both  brimfall  could  swili  no  more, 
And  fell  dead  drank  upon  tbe  floor. 
BaochuB,  the  jolly  god,  who  sate 
Wide  Btraddlmg  o'er  bis  tun  in  state, 
Ckieeby  the  window  side,  from  whence 
He  heard  this  weighty  conference ; 
Joy  kindling  in  his  mddy  cheeks. 
Thus  the  indulgent  godhead  qpesiks : 
"  Fnil  mortab  know,  Reason  in  vain 
Rdwb,  and  would  disturb  my  reign. 
See  there  tbe  sophister  o'erthrown, 
With  stronger  argnments  knockM  down 
Than  e'er  in  wrangling  schools  were  known ! 
Tbe  wine  that  sparkles  in  this  glass 
Smooths  every  brow,  gifcis  every  face : 
As  vaponrs  when  the  Sun  appears, 
Tar  hence  andeties  at  id  fears  i 
Grave  ermine  smiles,  lawn  sleeves  grow  gay, 
Each  haughty  monarch  owns  my  sway. 
And  caidmais  and  popes  obey : 
Ev^D  Cato  drank  his  glass,  'twas  I 
Taught  the  brave  patriot  how  to  die 
For  injur'd  Bome  and  Liberty ; 
Tvas  I  who  with  immortal  lays 
Inspired  the  bard  that  sung  his  praise. 
Let  dull  unaociable  fools 
Idl  hi  their  cells,  and  live  by  rules ; 
My  votariea,  in  gay  delight 
And  mirth,  shall  revel  all  the  night ;     - 
Act  well  their  parts  on  life's  dull  stage, 
And  make  each  moment  worth  an  age.*' 


VIGST^fTALKER  RECLAIMED: 


Is  those  blest  days  of  jubilee. 

When  pious  Charles  set  England  fret 

From  canting  and  hypocrisy  j 

Most  gradously  to  all  restoring 

Their  ancient  privilege  of  whoring ; 

There  liv'd,  but  'tis  no  matter  where. 

The  son  of  an  old  cavalier  ; 

Of  ancient  lineage  was  the  squire, 

A  man  of  mettle  and  of  fire; 

Clean-shap'd,  welMimb'd,  Uack-eyM,  and  Ul), 

Hade  a  good  figure  at  a  ball, 

And  only  wantnl  wherewithal. 

His  pension  was  ill-paid  and  strait. 

Full  many  a  loyal  heroes  fate : 

Often  half  starved,  and  often  out 

At  elbows,  an  hard  case, no  doubt. 

Sometimes  perhaps  a  lucky  main 

Prudently  manag'd  in  Long-Lane 

Repaired  the  thnnd-bare  beau  again  ; 

And  now  and  then  some  secret  favours. 

The  kind  returns  of  pious  labours, 

Emich'd  the  strong  and  vigorous  lover. 

His  honour  liv'd  a  while  in  clover. 

For  (to  say  truth)  it  is  but  just, 

Where  all  IhiQgs  are  decay'd  but  lust. 

That  ladies  of  matnrer  ages 

Give  citron-water  and  good  wages. 

Thus  far  Tom  Wild  had  made  a  shift, 
iad  got  good  belp»  at  a  dead  lift ; 


But  John,  his  bumble  meagre  slave. 
One  foot  already  in  the  grave, 
Hide-bouud  as  one  of  Pharaoh's  kine. 
With  good  duke  Numps  was  forc'd  to  dind : 
Yet  still  the  thoughtftil  serious  elf 
Would  not  be  wanting  to  himself; 
Bore  up  against  both  tide  and  wind, 
Tbm'd  every  project  in  his  mind, 
And  each  expedient  weigh'd,  to  find 
A  remedy  in  this  distress. 
Some  god— (nay, 'sir,  suppose  no  less. 
For  in  this  hard  and  knotty  case, 
T  employ  a  god  is  no  disgrace ; 
Though  Mercury  be  sent  firom  Jove, 
Or  Iris  wing  it  from  above) 
Some  God,  I  say,  inspired  the  knave^ 
His  master  and  himself  to  save. 

As  both  went  suppertess  to  bed 
One  night  (first  scratching  of  his  head) 
"  Alas !"  quoth  John,  "  sir,  tis  hard  fare 
To  suck  one's  thumb,  and  live  on  air  | 
To  reel  from  pillar  unto  post, 
An  empty  shade,  a  walking  ghost; 
To  hear  one  's  guts  make  piteous  moany 
Those  worst  of  duns,  and  yet  not  one. 
One  mouldy  scrap  to  satisfy 
I'heir  craving  importunity. 
Nay*~Good  your  honour  please  to  hear** 
(And  then  the  varlet  dropt  a  tear) 
'*  Aprqjectform'd  in  this  dull  brain. 
Shall  set  us  ail  adrift  again ; 
A  project,  shr,  nay,  let  me  tell  ye. 
Shall  fill  your  pockets,  and  my  belly; 
Know  then,  old  Gripe  is  dead  of  late. 
Who  purchased  at  an  easy  rate. 
Your  manor>house  and  fine  estate* 
Nay,  stare  not  sir :  by  G —  'tis  true 
The  devil  for  once  has  got  his  due  s 
The  rascal  has  left  every  penny. 
To  his  old  maiden  sister  Jenny : 
Go,  clasp  the  dowdy  in  your  arms. 
Nor  want  you  bread,  though  she  want  charmit 
Cajole  the  dirty  drab,  and  then 
The  man  shall  have  his  mare  again ; 
Clod-Hall  is  yours,  your  house,  your  rents. 
And  all  your  lands,  and  tenements." 

"Fiaith,  John,"  said  he,  (then  lick'd'his  chops) 
"  This  project  gires  indeed  some  hopes : 
But  cursed  hard  the  terms,  to  marry. 
To  stick  to  one  and  never  var}'; 
And  that  one  old  and  ugly  too : 
Frail  mortals,  tell  me  what  to  do  ?** 

<*  For  that,"  said  John, "  trust  me  ;  my  treat 
Shan't  be  one  ill-dress'd  dish  of  meat ; 
Let  but  your  honour  be  my  guest, 
Variety  shall  crown  the  feast." 

"  Tis  done,"  reply'd  Tom  Wild,  '*  »ti8  done. 
The  flag  hangs  out,  the  fort  is  won  ; 
Ne'er  dpubt  my  vigorous  attacks. 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Sycorax  i  ; 
Bold  in  thy  right  we  mount  our  throne. 
And  all  the  island  is  our  own." 

Well — ^forth  they  rode,  both  squire  and  JohM 
Here  might  a  florid  bard  make  known. 
His  horse's  virtues,  and  his  own; 
A  thousand  prodigies  advance. 
Retailing  every  circumstance. 

I  See  Dryden's  Tempos^  altered  firom  Shakes- 
peare. 
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But  I,  who  am  not  orer-ntcf , 
And  always  love  to  be  concise, 
Sliall  let  the  courteous  reader  guess 
The  squire's  accoutrements  and  dress. 

Suppose  we  then  the  gentle  youth 
Laid  at  her  feet,  >all  love,  all  truth  ; 
Haranguing  it  in.  verse  and  prose, 
A  mount  her  forehead  white  with  snows. 
Her  cheeks  the  lily  and  the  rose ; 
Her  iv.)ry  teeth,  her  coral  lips, 
Her  well-tum'd  ears,  whose  ruby  ti|» 
Afford  a  thousand  compliments. 
Which  be,  fond  j'outh,  profusely  v«it8 : 
The  pretty  dimple  in  her  chin. 
The  den  of  Loft'e,  who  lurks  within. 
But,  oh  !  the  lustre  of  her  eyes. 
Nor  stars,  nor  Moon,  nor  Sun  suffice, 
He  vows,  protests,  raves,  sinks,  and  dies. 
Much  of  her  breasts  be  spoke,  and  hair. 
In  terms  most  elegant  and  rare  j 
Call'd  her  the  goddess  he  ador'd. 
And  in  heroic  fustian  soar'd. 
For,  though  the  youth  could  well  explain 
His  mind  in  a  more  humble  strain  ; 
Yet  Ovid  and  the  wits  agree. 
That  a  true  lover's  speech  should  be 
In  rapture  and  in  simile. 
Imagine  now,  all  points  put  right, 
The  fiddles  and  the  wedding-night  j 
Each  noisy  steeple  rock'd  with  glee. 
And  every  bard  sung  merrily : 
Oay  pleasure  wantonM  unconfin'd, 
The  men  all  drunk,  tlie  women  kind  : 
Clod -Hall  did  ne'er  so  fine  appear. 
Floating  in  posset  and  strong  beer. 

Come,  Muse,  thou  slattpra  house-wife,  tell. 
Where  's  our  fHend  John !  I  hope  be  's  well  j 
M''ell  !  Ay,  as  any  man  can  be. 
With  Susan  m  the  gallery. 
Sue  was  a  lass  buxom  and  tight. 
The  chamber  maid  and  favourite ; 
Juicy  and  yonng,  just  fit  for  man, 
Thus  the  sweet  dialogue  began. 

"  Lard,  sir,*'  quoth  Sue,  "  how  brij^k,  how  gay, 
How  spruce  our  master  look'd  to-day  ! 
I'm  sure  no  king  was  e'er  so  fine. 
No  sun  more  gloriously  can  shine." 

**  Alas,  my  dear,  all  is  not  gold  • 
That  glisters,  as  I  *ve  read  of  old, 
And  all  the  wise  and  learned  say, 
The  best  is  not  without  allay." 

*<  Well,  master  John,  name  if  you  can 
A  more  accomplished  gentleman. 
Beside  (else  may  I  never  thrive) 
The  best  good-natur'd  squire  alive." 
(John  shruirg'd,  and  shocA  his  head.)     "  Nay  sure 
You  by  your  (ooking  so  demure 
Have  learnt  some  secret  fault ;  if  so. 
Tell  me,  good  John,  nay  pr'ythee  do. 
Tell  me,  I  say,  I  long  to  know. 
Safe  as  thy  gold  in  thy  strong  box. 
This  breast  the  dark  deposit  locks, 
These  lips  no  secrets  shall  reveal." 

"  Well — let  me  1ir>t  affix  my  seal  :»> 
Then  kiss'd  the  soft  obliging  fair. 
•*  But  hold — now  I  must  hear  you  swear, 
By  all  your  virgin  charms  below, 
No  mortal  e'er  this  tale  shall  know." 

She  swore,  then  thus  the  canning  knave^ 
With  look  most  politic  and  grave. 


Pi-ocecds :  *'  Why— faith  and  trotfe»  dc«r  Sat, 

This  jewel  has  a  flaw,  *tis  true ; 

My  ma<»t(»r  '«  generous,  and  all  tUat» 

Not  faitlty  but  unfortunate." 

"  Why  will  you  keep  one  in  suspence  ? 

Why  tea:&e  one  thus  ?"— '*  Have  patience* 

The  youth  has.  failings,  there  's  no  doubt. 

And  who,  my  Suky,  is  without } 

But  should  you  tell— nay  that  I  dread"— 

"  By  Heaven,  and  by  my  maidenhead-^ 

Now  speak,  speak  quick.''—*'  He  who  denic* 

Those  pouting  4iii«,  those  roguish  eyea. 

Must  sure  be  moi«  than  man — then  kooirii 

My  dearest,  since  you  '11  have  itaoj; 

My  master  Wild  not  only  talks 

Much  in  his  sleep,  btit  aim  walks  ^ 

Walks  many  a  winter  night  alone. 

This  way  and  that,  up  stairs  and  down  ; 

Now,  if  disturbed,  if  by  surprise 

He  's  roufi'd,  and  slumbers  quit  hia  eyes^ 

Lord,  how  I  trentble  !  how  1  dread 

To  speak  it !  Thrice  beneath  the  bed* 

Alas  !  to  save  my  life  I  fled  : 

And  twice  behind  the  door  1  crept. 

And  once  out  of  the  wiulow  leapL 

No  ranging  bc'4Jlam  juat  got  loose 

Is  half  so  mad  ;  about  the  houi>e 

Frantic  he  runs ;  each  eye-ball  glares,^ 

He  raves,  he  foams,  he  wildly  stares  j^ 

The  family  before  him  flies,. 

Whoe'er  is  overtaken  dies. 

Opiates,  and  breath  ug  of  a  vein. 

Scarce  settle  his  distcmpcr'd  brain. 

And  bring  him  to  himself  again. 

But,  if  not  cross'd,  if  let  alone 

To  take  his  frolic,  and  be  gone  ; 

Soon  he  returns  from  whence  he  came^ 

No  lamb  more  innocent  and  tame." 

Thus  having  gain'd  her  point,  to  bed 
In  haste  the  tlickering  gipsy  fl^'d ; 
The  pungent  secret  in  her  breast 
Gave  such  sharp  pangs,  she  could  not  rert  ? 
Prim'd,  cl»avg'd,-and  cork'd,  her  next  desii* 
Was  to  present,  and  to  give  lire. 
Sleepless  the  tortur'd  Susan  lay, 
T'jssi!!-:  and  tumbling  every  way. 
Impatient  ♦or  the  datm  of  day. 
So  labours  in  the  sacred  sliade. 
Full  of  the  god,  the  Dciphic  maid : 
So  wind,  in  hypocondrics  pent. 
Struggles  and  heaves  to  find  a  vent ; 
In  labyrinths  intricate  it  roars. 
Now  downward  sinks,  then  upward  soaisi^ 
Th'  uneasy  patient  groans  in  vain. 
No  coniiais  can  relieve  his  pain ; 
Till  at  the  postern  gate,  cnlarg'd. 
The  bursting  thunder  is  discharged. 
At  last  tlv>.  happy  hour  was  come. 
When  call'd  into  her  lady's  room. 
Sconce  three  pin?  stuck  into  her  gown. 
But  out  it  bolts,  and  all  is  known. 
Nor  idio  long  the  secret  lies. 
From  mouth  to  mouth  improved  it  flies. 
And  grows  amain  in- strength  and  size  : 
For  Fame,  at  first  of  pigmy  birth. 
Walks  cautiously  on  mother  Earth ; 
But  soon  (as  ancient  bards  have  said) 
In  clouds  the  giant  hides  her  head. 
To  council  now  the  gossips  went. 
Madam  herself  was  prc»id4ut; 
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TH^  affair  is  btndie^  f/ro  and  eon. 
Much  breath  is  sprat,  few  conquests  wor. 
At  lcD«th  dame  Hobb,  to  end  the  strife, 
And  madam  Blouse  the  person's  wife. 
In  this  with  one  consent  ajrree, 
Thit,  ^nce^*  effect  wa-?  lunacy 
If  wak'd,  it  wcn»  by  mnch  the  best. 
Net  to  disturb  liim  in  the  lea^ : 
I'.y'n  let  him  ramble  if  be  please  ; 
Tn>;h,  His  a  comical  disease ; 
IV  worst  is  to  himself:  when  cold 
Aol  ^vering  be  retom^,  then  fold 
IV  TSfcnuit  itt  your  arms :  he  'It  it^st 
VTAh  pleasure  on  your  ^lowin^  breast. 
Madam  approT*d  of  this  advice, 
IfMied  her  orders  in  a  trice  ; 
"  That  none  henceforth  presnme  to  stir, 
Or  thwart  th*  unhappy  wanderer," 

John,  when  his  master's  knock  he  heard, 
5  on  in  the  dressing-room  appear'd, 
Afw^hly  be  loek'd,  and  slily  IcerM. 
"  What  game  ?"  says  Wild.     "  Oh  !  ncrer  more. 
Pheasants  and  partndpe  in  .areat  store  j 
I  «i»h  your  ammunit'on  la^^t  !** 
And  then  revraVd  how  all  hrid  past 
5ext  thought  it  proper  to  explain 
Hi5  plot,  and  bow  he  laid  his  train  : 
**  The  coast  is  clear,  sir,  go  in  peace, 
No  dragon  guards  the  golden  flocee." 

Here,  Muse,  let  sabie  Night  advance, 
Describe  her  state  with  elegance ; 
Around  her  dark  pavilion  spread 
TJie  cloiids ;  with  poppies  cmv^  n  her  head  j 
N't'te  well  her  owls,  and  bats  obscene ; 
Call  her  an  .£thioijian  queen ; 
Or,  if  you  think  'twill  mend  my  tale, 
Call  her  a  widow  with  a  veil ; 
Of  ^pectres-aod  hobgoblins  tell, 
Or  ^y  *twa8  midnight,  'tis  as  welL 
Will  then — 'twas  midnight,  as  was  sai4. 
When  Wild  starts  upright  in  his  bed, 
Lraps  out,  and,  without  more  ado, 
Takes  in  his  raom  a  turn  or  twp; 
Openmg  the  door,  soon  out  he  stalks, 
Aiid  to  the  next  apartment  walks ; 
Where  on  her  bagk  there  lay  poor  Sue, 
I        Alas  !  fHend  John,  she  drcaynt  of  you. 
Wak'd  wtih  the  n<'i«*e,  her  master  known, 
By  moon-lisrht  and  his  broc'ad  ^  j.own. 
Frighted  she  dares  not  scream,  in  bed 
She  &iaks,  and  down  she  pops   her  head  ; 
Th<»  curtains  gently  drawn,  he  springs 
Between  the  sheets,  then  closely  clings. 
Kow,  Muse,  relate  Ivhat  there  he  did  ; 
Hold,  Impudence  1 — it  mut>t  be  hid  I-^ 
He  did — as  any  man  would  do 
In  9uch  a  case — Did  he  not.  Sue  ? 
Then  up  into  the  garret  flies. 
Where  Joan,  and  Dol,  and  Betty  lie« ; 
A  leash  of  Idsses  all  together. 
And  m  the  dog-days— in  hot  weather ; 
Why,  feith,  twos  hard — he  did  his  best. 
And  left  to  Providence  the  rest. 
Content  the  passive  creatures  lie, 
For  idio  in  di^ty  could  deny  ? 
Was  non-resistance  ever  thought 
By  modem  casuists  a  fiiult  ? 
Were  not  her  orders  strict  and  plain  ? 
All  gtruggUng  daogerous  and  vain  ? 


Well,  down  our  younkcr  trips  again ; 
Much  wishing,  as  he  reel'd  along. 
For  some  rich  cordial  warm  and  strong. 
In  bed  he  qoicUy  tumbled  then, 
Nor  wak'd  next  mom  till  after  ten. 
Thus  night  by  night  he  led  his  life, 
Blesshig  all  females  but  his  wife ; 
Much  work  upon  his  hands  there  lay. 
More  bills  were  dra\rn  than  he  could  pay; 
No  lawyer  drudg*d  so  hard  as  he. 
In  Easter  Term,  or  Hillary  ; 
But  lawyers  labour  fof  their  fee : 
Here  no  self-interest  or  gain. 
The  pleasure  balances  the  pain. 
So  the  great  sultan  walks  among 
His  troop  of  lasses  &ir  and  young : 
So  the  town-bull  in  Opcntide, 
His  lowing  lovers  by  his  side,   - 
Bevels  at  large  in  nature's  right, 
Curb'd  by  no  law,  but  appetite ; 
Frisking  his  tail,  he  roves  at  pleasure, 
And  knows  no  stint,  and  keeps  no  measure. 

But  now  the  ninth  revolving  Moon 
(Alas  !  it  came  an  age  too  soon; 
Curse  on  each  hasty  fleeting  night ') 
Some  odd  discoveries  brought  to  light. 
Strange  tympanies  the  women  seize. 
An  epidemical  disease; 
Madam  herself  with  these  might  pass 
For  a  clean-shapM  and  taper  lass. 
Twas  vain  to  hide  th'  apparent  load, 
For  hoops  were  not  then  d-Ia-mpde; 
Sue,  being  question^,  and  hard  press'd, 
Blubbenng  the  naked  trutli  confess'd ; 
**  Were  not  yom*  orders  most  severe. 
That  none  should  stcjp  his  night-career  ? 
And  who  durst  wake  him  ?  Troth,  not  I ; 
I  was  not  then  prcpar'd  to  die." 

"  Well  Sue,  "  said  slie,"  thou  shalt  have  gno% 
But  then  this  night  I  take  thy  place. 
Thou  mine,  ^y  night-cloaths  on  thy  head, 
5loon  shall  he  leave  thee  safe  in  J>cds 
Lie  stjll,  and  stir  not  on  thy  life. 
But  do  the  penance  of  a  wife ; 
Much  pleasure  ha5t  thou  had ;  at  last 
TJs  proper  for  thy  sins  to  fast." 

This  point  agreed,  to  bed  she  went. 
And  Sue  crept  in,  hut  ill-content ; 
Soon  as  th'  accQstoiiiM  hour  was  come, 
Tlie  youuker  sally'd  from  his  room, 
To  Sue's  apartment  whipt  away. 
And  like  a  lion  seiz'd  his  prey ; 
She  clasp'd  him  in  her  longing  arms. 
Sharp-set,  she  feasted  on  his  charms. 
He  did  whatever  he  could ;  but  more 
Was  yet  to  do,  encore,  encore  ! 
Fain  would  he  now  ek>pe,  she  claspt 
Him  still,  no  burr  e'er  stuck  so  fast 
At  length  the  mom  with  envious  light 
Oiscover'd  all :  in  what  sad  plight 
Poor  man,  he  lay !  abashM,  for  shame 
He  could  not  speak,  not  ev'n  one  lame 
Excuse  was  left.     She,  with  a  grace 
That  gave  new  beauties  to  her  face. 
And  with  a  kind  obliging  air, 
(Always  successful  in  the  fair) 
Thus  sooD  reliev'd  him  from  despair. 
*<  Ah  !  generous  youth,  pardon  a  fault, 
No  fboliab  jealoasy  bastauglit ; 
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Ti8  your  own  crime,  open  as  day, 
To  your  conviction  paves  the  way. 
Oh  !  might  this  stratagem  regain 
Your  love  '  let  me  not  plead  in  vab  } 
Something  to  gratitude  is  due, 
Have  I  not  given  all  to  you  ?'* 

Tom  star'd,  lookM  pale,  then  in  great  haiite 
Slipp'd  on  his  gown;  yet  thus  at  last 
Spoke  faintly,  as  amaz'd  he  stood, 
**  I  will,  my  dear,  be  very  good." 


HAPPY  DISAPPOINTMENT; 


In  days  of  yore,  wheh  belles  and  beaux 

Left  masquerades  and  puppet-shows, 

Deserted  ombre  and  basset. 

At  Jonathan's  to  squeeze  and  sweat; 

Vbcn  sprightly  rakes  forsook  champaign, 

71)6  play-house,  and  the  merry  main, 

Good  mother  Wybum  and  the  stews. 

To  smoke  with  brokers,  stink  with  Jews: 

In  fine,  when  all  the  world  ran  mad 

<A  story  not  less  true  than  sad)  ; 

Ked  Smart,  a  virtuous  youth,  well  known 

To  all  this  chaste  and  sober  town, 

vot  every  penny  he  could  rally, 

To  try  his  fortone  in  Change-Alley : 

In  haste  to  loll  in  coach  and  six, 

3ought  bulls  and  bears,  play*d  twenty  tricks, 

Amongst  his  brother  lunatics. 

Transported  at  his  first  suco«ss, 

A  thousand  whims  his  fancy  bless, 

With  scenes  of  future  happiness. 

How  frail  are  all  our  joys  below  ! 

Mere  dazzling  meteors,  flash  and  show  I 

Oh,  Fortune  '  false  deceitful  whore ! 

Caught  in  thy  trap  with  thousands  more, 

He  foiuid  his  rhino  sunk  and  gone, 

Himself  a  bankrupt,. and  undone. 

Ked  could  not  well  digest  this  change. 

Forc'd  in  the  world  at  large  to  range ; 

With  Babel's  monarch  tum'd  to  grass. 

Would  it  not  break  an  heart  of  brass  i 

^Tis  vain  to  sob  and  hang  the  lip  ; 

One  penny  left,  he  buys  a  slip. 

At  once  his  life  and  cares  to  lose, 

Under  his  ear  he  fits  the  noose. 

An  hook  in  an  old  wall  he  spies. 

To  that  the  fatal  rope  he  ties : 

like  Curtius  now,  at  one  bold  leap^ 

He  plunged  into  the  gaping  deep; 

Kor  did  he  doubt  in  Hell  to  find, 

Dealings  more  just,  and  friends  more  kind* 

As  he  began  to  twist  and  sprawl, 

The  loosened  stones  break  from  the  wall  j| 

Down  drops  the  rake  upon  the  spot. 

And  after  him  an  earthen  pot : 

Keeling  he  rose,  and  gaz'd  around. 

And  saw  the  crock  lie  on  the  ground ; 

Surpriz'd,  amazM,  at  this  odd  sight, 

Trembling,  he  broke  it  in  a  fright: 

When,  lo  !  at  once  came  pouring  forth 

Ingots,  and  pearls,  and  gems  of  wortk 


O'eijoy'd  with  Fortmie*s  kmd  beqma^ 

He  took  the  birds,  but  left  the  nest ; 

And  then,  to  spy  what  might  ensue. 

Into  a  netghbouring  wood  withdrew  ^ 

Nor  waited  long.    For  soon  be  sees 

A  tall  black  man  skulk  through  the  tvecai 

He  knew  him  by  his  ^huflfUng  pace. 

His  thread-bare  coat  and  hatchet  6oe : 

And  who  the  devil  should  it  be. 

Bat  sanctify'd  sir  Timothy  ! 

His  uncle  by  his  mother's  side, 

His  guardian,  and  his  faifhiiil  guide. 

This  driveling  knight,  with  pockets  fullj 

And  proud  as  any  great  Mogul» 

For  his  wise  conduct  had  been  i^ade 

Director  of  the  jobUng  trade : 

And  had  roost  piously. drawn  in 

Poor  Ned  and  all  his  nearest  kin^ 

The  greedy  fools  laid  out  their  gold. 

And  bought  the  very  stock  he  sold ; 

Thus  the  kind  knave  conveyM  their  petf^ 

By  hocus pocuSf  to  himself; 

And,  to  secure  the  spoils  he  got, 

Form'd  this  contrivance  of  the  pot. 

Here  every  night,  and  every  mociig 

Devout  as  any  monk  new  shorn. 

The  prostrate  hypocrite  implores 

Just  Heaven  to  bless  his  hidden  stores  ; 

But,  when  he  saw  dear  nuunmon  flown. 

The  plunder'd  hive,  the  hooey  gone. 

No  jilted  bully,  no  bilk'd  hack. 

No  thief  when  beadles  flay  his  back. 

No  losing  rook,  no  carted  whore. 

No  sailor  when  the  billows  roar, 

With  such  a  grace  e'er  curs'd  and  sworCi 

Then,  as  he  por'd  upon  the  ground. 

And  turn'd  his  hagg^ud  eyes  around. 

The  halter  at  his  feet  he  spy'd, 

"  And  is  this  all  that  *s  left }»  he  cry'd : 

"  Am  I  thus  paid  for  all  my  carea. 

My  lectures,  repetitions,  prayers  ? 

'Tis  well — there  's  something  sav'd  at  leasts 

Welcome,  thou  faithful,  friendly  guest; 

If  I  must  hang,  now  all  is  lost, 

'Tis  cheaper  at  another's  cost; 

To  do  it  at  my  own  expense. 

Would  be  downright  extravagance.*' 

Thus  comfoited,  without  a  tear. 

He  fix'd  the  noose  beneath  his  ear. 

To  the  next  bough  the  rope  he  ty'd. 

And  most  heroically  dy'd: 

Ned,  who  behind  a  spreading  tree. 

Beheld  this  tragi-comedy. 

With  hearty  curses  rung  his  knell. 

And  bid  him  thus  his  labt  farewell. 

"Was  it  not,  uncle,  very  kind, 

lu  me,  to  leave  the  rope  behind  ? 

A  legacy  so  well  bestow'd, 

For  all  the  gratitude  I  ow'd. 

Adieu,  sir  Tim ;  by  Heaven's  decree. 

Soon  may  thy  brethren  follow  thee. 

In  the  same  glorious  nianner  swing. 

Without  one  friend  to  cut  th^  string ; 

That  hence  rapacious  knaves  may  know, 

Justice  is  always  sure,  though  slow." 
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Jacc  DmtiB  vai  a  merry  blade, 

Yomg,  amtnous,  witty,  and  well  made ; 

"  Dttcreei  ^''^Uold,  sir— nay,  as  I  live 

My  frieod,  yoa  'le  too  inquisitive : 

Discretiuii,  all  men  must  agree. 

Is  a  most  shining  quality, 

Which  lika  leaf-gold  makes  a  great  show, 

Aod  thinly  spread  lets-cff  a  beau. 

But,  air,  to  put  you  out  of  pain. 

Our  younker  bad  not  half  a  grain, 

A  leaky  blab,  rash,  fiiithless,  vain* 

The  victories  his  eyes  had  wun. 

At  soon  as  e'er  obtaia'd,  were  known : 

For  trophies  rear'd,  the  deed  proclaim^ 

Spoils  hung  on  high  expose  the  dame, 

And  love  is  sacrific'd  to  fftme. 

Such  insolence  the  sex  alarms. 

The  female  world  is  up  in  arms; 

TV  outrageous  Bacchanals  combme. 

And  brandish'd  tongues  in  concert  join*  v 

t'ohappy  youth !  where  wilt  thou  go 

T*  esc^ie  so  terrible  a  foe  ? 

Seek  shelter  on  the  Libyan  shore. 

Where  tigen  and  where  Uoos  roar  ? 

8kep  on  the  borders  of  the  Nile, 

And  trust  the  wily  crocodile  ? 

Ta  vain  to  shun  a  woman*s  hate. 

Heavy  the  blow,  and  sure  as  fate. 

Phyllis  appeared  among  the  crow'd. 

But  not  so  talkative  and  loud. 

With  silence  and  with  care  supprest 

The  glowing  vei^eanoe  in  her  breast, 

Resolv'd,  by  stratagem  and  art, 

To  make  the  saocy  villain  smart 

The  cmming  bagm®  ^^  prepared 

Pomatum,  of  the  finest  lard. 

With  strong  astringents  mix'd  the  mesf^ 

Alom,  and  vitriol,  S,  S. 

Arsenic,  and  bole.    But  I  want  time 

To  torn  all  Qnincy  hito  rhyme, 

TvottU  make  my  diction  too  sublime. 

Uer  grandame  this  receipt  had  tanght. 

Which  Bendo  from  Grand  Cairo  brouj^t. 

An  able  styptic  (as  'tis  said) 

To  soder  a  crack'd  maidenhead. 

This  ointment  being  duly  made, 

Thcjilt  upon  her  toilet  laid:  ^ 

The  sauntering  cully  soon  appears. 

As  usual,  vows,  protests,  and  swears  i 

Gsreleas  an  opera  tune  be  hums, 

Phmders  her  patch-box,  breaks  her  combs. 

As  up  and  down  the  monkey  play'd, 

Hb  band  upon  the  box  he  laid, 

The  CitaJ  box.    Pleas'd  with  her  wiles. 

The  treacberous  Pandora  smiles. 

«<  What's  this?"  cries  Jack.  ''That  bos  I  "said  she 

**  Pomalum;  what  else  should  it  be?" 

But  here  tis  fit  my  reader  knows 

Twas  March,  when  Mustering  Boreas  blows. 

Stem  enemy  to  belles  and  beaux. 

His  lips  were  sore ;  rough,  pointed,  torn,     . 

The  coral  bristled  like  a  tbom. 

Pleas'd  with  a  core  so  d-propot^ 

Ny  jealous  of  so  fairi^  foCi 


The  healing  otetment  thick  lie  fpnad. 
And  every  gsptag  crumy  fed. 
His  chops  b!^  to  glow  and  shoot 
He  strove  to  speak,  hot,  oh !  waimnte. 
Mute  as  a  fish,  all  he  could  rtrain. 
Were  some  horse  gutturals  forc'd  with  pain. 
He  stamps,  he  raves,  be  sobs,  he  sigh^ 
The  tears  ran  trickling  from  his  eyes  j 
He  thought  but  could  not  speak  a  coiMb 
His  lips  were  drawn  into  a  purse. 
Madam  no  kmger  could  contain. 
Triumphant  joy  bursts  out  amain ; 
She  laughs,  she  screams,  the  house  is  Fsn'dt 
Through  all  the  street  th'  affiur  is  blaz'd  i 
In  shoals  now  all  the  neighbours  oome^ 
Laugh  out,  and  press  into  the  room. 
Sir  Harry  Taudiy  and  his  bride. 
Miss  Tulip  deck'd  in  all  her  pride ; 
Wise  Madam  Froth,  and  widow  Babble, 
Coquettes  and  prudes,  a  mighty  rabUeu 
So  great  a  concourse  ne'er  was  known 
At  Smith6eld,  when  a  monster 's  shown ; 
When  bears  dance  jiggs  with  comely  mien^ 
When  witty  Punch  adorns  the  scene. 
Or  frolic  Pug  plays  Harlequin. 
In  vain  he  strives  to  hide  his  head. 
In  vain  he  creeps  behind  the  bed. 
Ferreted  thence,  expos'd  to  view. 
The  crowd  their  clamorous  shouts  tenev  i 
A  thousand  taunts,  a  thousand  jeers. 
Stark  dumb,  the  passive  creature  bean* 
No  peijur'd  villain  nail'd  on  high. 
And  pelted  in  the  pillory. 
His  fece  besmear'd,  his  eyes,  his  chops. 
With  rotten  eggs  and  turnip-tops. 
Was  e'er  so  maulM.     Phyllis,  at  lasl^ 
To  pay  him  hr  oflSmces  past, 
With  sneering  malice  in  her  (ace, 
Thus  spoke,  and  gave  the  amp  de  grace  : 
"  Lard !  how  demure,  and  bow  precise 
He  looks !  silence  becomes  the  wise. 
Vile  tongue  I  its  master  to  betray. 
But  now  the  prisoner  must  obey, 
I've  lock'd  the  door,  and  keep  theXflT* 
Learn  hence,  what  angry  woman  can. 
When  wronged  by  that  folse  traitor  man  ; 
Who  boosts  our  favoufs,  soon  or  late. 
The  treacherous  blab  shall  feel  our  hate." 


THX 

WISE  BUILDER  i 


Wise  Socrates  had  built  a  farm. 
Little,  convenient,  snug,  and  warm, 

Secur'd  from  rain  and  wind  i 
A  gallant  whisper'd  in  his  ear, 
<*  Shall  the  great  Socrates  live  here. 

To  this  mean  cell  confined  ?" 
"  The  furniture  »s  my  chiefest  care," 
Reply'd  the  sage ;  **  here  's  room  to  sparer 

**  Sweet  sir,  for  1  and  you  ; 
When  this  with  fiuthful  friends  is  filPd, 
An  ampler  palace  I  shall  build ; 

*<  Till  then,  this  cot  must  do.  ** 
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Tom  Caupul  had  a  son  and  kor, 

"Exact  his  shape,  genteel  bis  air, 

Adonis  was  not  half  so  ^r. 

Bat  then,  alas !  his  daughter  Jana 

Was  but  so-so,  a  little  ^ada. 

In  mam's  apartment,  as  one  day 

The  little  romp  and  hoyden  play. 

Their  ftocs  m  the  glass  they  view*d. 

Which  then  apon  her  toilet  stood  ; 

Where,  as  Kaicissns  vam,  the  boy 

SeheM  each  risinf  diarm  with  joy  ; 

With  partial  eyes  surveyed  himself^ 

But  fbar  his  sister,  poor  brovn  elf. 

On  her  the  self-enaiBuar'd  chit 

Was  very  lavish  of  Ms  wit. 

She  bore,  alas  \  whatever  she  eonld, 

Btit  'twas  too  much  for  flesh  and  Uood  ; 

What  female  ever  had  the  grace 

To  pardon  scandal  on  herface  ? 

Disconsolate  away  she  flies, 

jind  at  her  daddy's  ieet  she  Kes; 

Sgfas,  sobs,  and  groans,  calls  to  her  aid, 

And  tears,  that  rradily  obey*d ; 

Then  aggravates  the  vile  ofieno^ 

Exerting  all  her  eloqnence : 

The  cause  th'  indulgent  father  heard, 

And  culprit  summou'd  socn  appeared  $ 

Some  tc4en8  of  remorse  he  sbow^d. 

And  promised  largely  to  be  good. 

As  both  the  tender  fisther  pressed 

With  equal  ankiur  to  his  breast. 

And  smiling  kiss'd,  "  Let  there  be  peaoe/^ 

Said  he ;  *'  let  broils  and  discord  cease : 

*<  Each  day,  my  childnni,  thus  employ 

The  faithful  mirror;  you,  my  boy, 

Remember  that  no  vice  disgrace 

The  gift  of  Heaven,  that  beauteous  face  ; 

And  you,  my  girl,  take  special  care 

Your  want  of  beauty  to  repair 

By  virtue,  which  alone  is  fair." 


MAHOMET  ALl  BEG: 

01,   THE   FAITHFUL   MINI&TEB   OF   STATt. 

A  LONG  descent,  and  noble  blood , 
Is  but  a  vain  fantastic  good, 
Unless  with  inbred  virtues  join'd, 
An  honest,  brave,  and  generous  mind. 
All  that  our  ancestors  have  done, 
Nations  relieved,  and  battles  won ; 
The  trophies  of  each  bloody  field. 
Can  only  then  true  honour  yield. 
When,  like  Argyll,  we  scorn  to  owe. 
And  pay  that  lustre  they  bestow; 
But,  if,  a  mean  degenerate  race, 
Slothful  we  faint,  and  slack  our  pace, 
Dig  in  the  glorious  course  of  fame, 
Their  ipreat  achievements  we  disclaim. 
Some  bold  plebeian  soon  shall  rise, 
Stretch  to  the  goal,  and  win  the  \mze. 
For,  since  the  forming  hand  of  old. 
Cast  all  mankind  m  the  same  mold; 


Snoe  no  distingaish'd  clan  is  bffst  ) 

With  fia^  porcelain  tlian  the  rest ; 

And  since  in  all  tlie  rnling  mind 

Is  of  the  same  celestiai  Idud; 

'TIS  education  shows  tlic  way 

Each  latent  licaoty  to  display; 

£ach  happy  gemns  brh»as  to  light. 

Concealed  before  in  sbndes  t>f  nirht  r 

So  diamonds  from  tlte  gloom>'  mine, 

Taucrht  by  tlie  workman's  hand  to  shibe. 

On  doe's  iioi-y  bosom  Wazp, 

Or  grMX  the  crown  with  briWiant  rays. 

Merit  obscure  sliall  raise  its  head. 

Though  dark  obstnicting-  clouds  overspread; 

Heroes,  as  yet  unsang,  shall  fight 

For  slavps  oppress'^,  and  injor'd  rii?ht; 

And  able  statesmen  prep  the  throne. 

To  Battl€vAbbcy-Ro*l »  nnknown. 

Sha  Abbas,  with  supreme  command. 
In  Persia  reigned,  and  blessed  the  land  ; 
A  m'ghty  prince,  valiant,  and  wise, 
Fjcj^rt,  with  sharp  disrwming  eyes. 
To  fiiid  tnve  virtue  in  dissinsf. 
Hunting  (it  st-^mn)  was  hh*  deli,!»ht, 
Hisjoy  by  day,  his  dream  by  night  s 
The  si>ort  of  »II  the  brave  and  tiold. 
From  Nimrod,  who,  in  days  of  old, 
Miulc  men  as  well  as  beasts  b«  prey. 
To  mightier  Gcjrpe,  whose  milder  sway 
Glad  happy  crr.wds  with  pride (ibey. 
In  quest  of  bis  liercc  savape  foes. 
Before  the  Sun  the  monarch  rose. 
The  gri/:ly  lion  to  engage, 
Tly  baying  do^s  provok'd  to  rage; 
In  the  close  thicket  to  explore. 
And  push  from  thence  the  bristled  boar: 
Or  to  pnrsae  the  ilyinjf  de«-. 
While  deqj.mouth*d  hounds  the  valKes  cheery 
And  F^-ljo  from  repeating:  hills 
His  heart  witl»  joy  redoubled  fiWs. 

Under  a  rock's  projecting  shade, 
A  shopherd  boy  his  seat  had  made, 
Happy  as  Croesus  on  his  throne. 
The  riches  of  the  world  his  own. 
Cofitent  on  mortals  here  below. 
Is  all  that  Heaven  can  bestow. 
His  crook  and  scrip  were  by  him  laid. 
Upon  his  oaten  pipe  hcplay'd  ; 
His  flocks  securely  couch'd  around. 
And  seem'd  to  listen  to  the  sound. 
Returning  from  the  chase  one  day. 
The  king  by  chance  had  lost  his  way : 
Nor  guards,  nor  nobles,  now  attend ; 
But  one  young  lord,  his  bosom  friend. 
Jfow  tir*d  with  labour,  spent  with  heat. 
They  sought  this  pleasant  cool  n^treat  j 
The  boy  leap'd  active  from  his  seat. 
And,  with  a  kind  obliging  grace, 
OfFer'd  the  king  unknown  his  ])1ace. 
The  Persian  monarch,  who  so  late, 
Lord  of  the  world,  ruPd  all  in  state  ; 
On  cloth  of  gold  and  tisstie  trod. 
Whole  nations  trembling  at  his  nod ; 
With  diamonds  and  with  rubies  crown'd. 
And  girt  with  £iwning  slaves  around ; 


*  A  record  which  contained  the  names  of  the  chilf 
men  that  came  over  with  tiie  Cdnqneror. 
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BcboMl  him  now :  his  canopsr 

Ylk'  mpeodhig  rock,  esch  shrub,  each  tme^ 

That  grew  upon  tts  shaggy  brow. 

To  their  £feal  prince  obsorvaat  bow ; 

yield,  as  hi  duty  bonnd,  their  akl. 

And  Mess  bim  with  a  fiietidty  shade, 

On  the  bare  fliiit»  he  sits  alone, 

And,  oh !  would  kings  this  truth  but  owit. 

Hie  safer  and  the  nobler  throne ! 

But  where  do  I  digress  ?  'tis  time 

To  cherk  this  arrogance  of  rhyme. 

As  the  judicious  monarch  viewed 

The  stripling*8  air,  nor  bold  nor  lude. 

With  native  modesty  subdued ; 

The  Mush  that  glow'd  in  all  its  pride 

Then  tremblod  oa  his  cheeks  and  dy'd, 

He  grew  inquisitive  to  trace 

\^liat  Boat  dwelt  in  that  lovely  case : 

To  every  cpxestion,  serious,  gay. 

The  yonith  ieply*d  without  delay  ; 

His  answcn  for  the  most  part  right. 

And  taking,  if  not  a|ipo6ita : 

l-nstudy'd,  unaffected  sense, 

Mix'd  with  his  native  diffidence. 

The  king  was  charm'd  with  such  a  prize. 

And  stood  with  wonder  in  his  eyes  ; 

Commits  his  treasure  to  the  care 

<>f  the  youQg  lor4 ;  bids  him  not  spare 

for  cost,  or  pains,  t*  enrich  his  breast 

With  all  the  learning  of  the  East. 

He  bow'd,  obeyed,  weil-cloath*d,  welLfed, 

And  with  his  patron's  children  bred  ; 

b^  every  day  the  youth  improved. 

By  all  admir'd,  by  all  belov'd. 

Now  the  first  curling  down  began 
To  give  t^  promise  of  a  man ; 
To  court  he  's  caird,  employ'd,  and  trained. 
In  lower  posts,  yet  still  he  gain'd 
By  candour,  courtesy,  and  skill. 
The  .Hulgeets*  love,  the  king's  good-wilL 
£mpkyy*d  in  greater  matters  now. 
No  aatterie?^  no  bribes,  could  bow 
His  stubborn  soul ;  true  to  his  trust, 
Hrm,  and  inexorably  jost. 
Id  judgqient  ripe,  he  soon  became 
A  Walpole,  or  a  Walsingham ; 
And,  wakeful  for  the  public  peace. 
No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece 
With  half  that  vigilance  and  care. 
His  busy  eyes  kenn'd  every  where. 
In  each  dark  scheme  knew  huw  to  dive, 
'       Though  cunnmgDervises  contrive 

Tbetr  plots,  disguis'd  with  shams  and  lies, 
And  cloak'd  with  real  perjuries. 
Now  high  in  rank  the  peer  is  plac'd. 
And  Ati  Beg  with  titles  graced ; 
I       No  bounil^  his  master's  bounties  know, 
I        His  swellii^  coffers  overflow, 
'        And  he  is  puzzled  to  bestow; 

PerpKf *d  and  studious  to  contrive 
To  whom,  and  how,  not  what  to  give  j 
His  pbus  frauds  conceal  the  name, 
And  skreen  the  modest  man  from  shame. 
Who  e*er  would  heavenly  treasures  raise, 
Must  grant  the  boon,  escape  the  praise. 
i        B«]t  his  immense  and  endless  gain 
I        No  private  charities  could  drain  : 
I       ^  public  w«hs  he  fo«'d  his  mmd. 
The  zeak>us  friend  of  human  kind. 


Convenient  bins  <ni  each  great  raad 

At  his  own  proper  costs  endow'd. 

To  weary  caravans  afford 

Refreshment,  both  at  bed  and  board. 

From  Thames,  the  Tiber,  and  the  Rhioe^ 

Nations  remote  with  Ali  dine ; 

In  various  tongues  his  bounty  's  blest. 

While  with  suiprisc  the  stranger  gueA 

Does  here  on  uubougbt  dainties  feasts 

See  stately  palaces  arise. 

And  gilded  domes  invade  the  skiea. 

Say,  Muse,  what  lords  inhabit  here? 

Nor  favourite  eunuch,  prince,  nor  peer  r 

The  poor,  tlie  lame,  the  blind,  the  sick^ 

The  ideot,  and  the  lunatic. 

He  curb'd  each  river's  swelling  pride^ 

O'er  the  reluctant  murmuriug  tide 

From  bank  to  bank  his  bridges  stride. 

A  thousand  gracious  deeds  were  dooe^ 

Bury'd  in  silence  and  unknown. 
At  length,  worn  out  with  years  And  care^ 

Sha  Abbas  dy'd ;  left  his  youx^  heir 

Sha  Sefi,  unexperienced^  raw. 

By  his  stem  father  kept  in  awe  ; 

To  the  seraglio's  walls  oonfin'd, 

Barr'd  from  the  converse  of  mankind. 

Strange  jealousy  I  a  certain  rule^ 

To  breed  a  tyrant  anil  a  fooL  • 
Still  Ali  was  prime  minister, 

Hut  had  not  much  his  ma;Aer^s  ear; 

Walk'd  on  unfaithful  slippery  groua^ 
Till  an  occasion  could  be  found 
To  pipk  a  quarrel ;  then,  no  doubt. 
As  is  the  mode  at  court — turn  out. 
Sha  Sefi,  among  eunuchs  bred,      . 
With  them  conversed,  by.  them  was  led; 
Beardless,  lialf-meu  !  in  whose  false  breasli^ 
Nor  joy,  nor  love,  nor  fiiendsbip,  rests. 
Their  spite  and  pining  envy  dwell. 
And  ra.TC  as  in  tbeir  native  Hell ; 
For,  eojisoious  of  their  own  disgrace 
Each  excelleuce  they  would  debase, 
And  veut  their  spleen  on  human  raee. 
I'his  Ali  found.     Strange  senseless  lies 
And  inconsistent  calumnies 
They  buz  into  the  monarch's  ears. 
And  he  believes  all  that  lie  hears* 
"Great  prince,"  said  they,  "  Ali,  your  slave— 
V^'hom  we  acknowledge  wise  and  braver- 
Vet  pardon  us — we  can't  but  sec 
His  bmmdless  pride  and  vanity : 
His  bridges  triumph  o'er  each  tide, 
In  tl^ir  own  channels  taught  to  glide. 
F*ach  beggar,  and  eac)i  lazy  drone. 
His  subject,  more  than  yours,  is  grown : 
And  for  a  palace  leaves  his  cell. 
Where  Xerxes  might  be  proud  to  dwelL 
His  inns  for  travellers  provide. 
Strangers  aro  listed  on  his  side : 
In  his  own  house  how  grand  the  scene? 
Tissues  and  velvets  are  too  mean. 
Gold,  jewels,  pearls,  unheard  expense ! 
Suspected,  boUl,  magnificence  ! 
Mlience  can  this  flood  of  riches  flow ! 
Examine  his  acounts  you  'II  know : 
Your  eye  on  your  exchequer  cast. 
The  se<*i-ct  will  come  out  at  last** 

Ali  next  mom  (for  'twas  hiswa/ 
To  rise  before  the  dawn  of  day) 
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Went  esriy  to  the  oovntil-boardt 

Proetrate  on  earth,  hb  king  ador'd. 
Hie  king  with  couateoance  seTere, 
I/K)k*d  sternly  on  his  minister : 
"  AH,"  said  he,  "  I  have  been  told. 
Great  treasures,  both  in  gems  and  gold, 
Werer  left,  and  trasted  to  yoar  care ; 
^Mong  these,  one  gem  exceeding  rare. 
Hong  to  view;  which  was  (they  said) 
A  present  from  the  sultan  made. 
The  finest  that  the  world  e'er  saw. 
White,  large,  and  fiur,  without  a  flaw.* 
IV  unblemished  Ali  thus  replyM, 
*'  Great  sir !  it  cannot  he  deny'd, 
Tis  briUiant,  beautifiil  and  dear. 
The  great  Mogul  has  not  its  peer. 
Please  it  your  majesty,  to  go 
Into  the  treasury  below. 
You  Ml  wonder  at  its  piercing  ray, 
The  Sun  gives  not  a  ivobler  day.'' 

Together  now  they  all  descend  ^ 
Poor  Ali  had  no  other  friend. 
But  a  soul  faithful  to  its  trust. 
The  siue  asylum  of  the  just. 
In  proper  classes  now  are  seen 
The  diamonds  bright,  and  emeralds  green  { 
Pearls,  rubies,  sapphires,  next  appear. 
Disposed  in  rows  with  nicest  care. 
The  king  views  all  with  curious  eyes. 
Applauds  with  wonder  and  surprise^ 
Tbeur  order  and  peculiar  grace. 
Each  thinj;  adapted  to  its  place ; 
The  rest  with  envious  leer  behold. 
And  stumble  upon  bars  of  gold. 
Kext  in  an  amber  box,  is  shown 
The  noblest  jewel  of  the  crown  : 
•*  This,  sir,"  said  he,  "  believe  yoar  dare^ 
Is  the  fine  gem  the  sultan  gave ; 
Around  it  (kirts  its  beams  of  light, 
Ko  comet  e'er  was  half  so  bright" 
The  king  with  joy  the  gem  admires, 
WelUpleas'd,  and  half-convinc'd,  retires. 
*•  Ali,"  said  he,  «  with  you  I  dine  j 
Your  furniture,  I  'mtold,  is  fine." 
Wise  Ali,  for  this  favour  showed, 
Humbly  with  lowest  reverence  bow'd. 

At  Ali's  house  now  every  hand 
Is  buisy  at  their  lord's  conunand ; 
Where  at  th'  appointed  hour  resort 
The  king  and  ail  his  splendid  court. 
Ali  came  forth  his  prince  to  meet. 
And,  lowly  bowing,  ktssM  his  feet. 
On  all  his  compliments  bestows. 
Civil  alike  to  friends  and  foes. 
The  king,  impatient  to  behold 
His  furniture  of  gems  and  gold. 
From  room  to  room  the  chase  pursued. 
With  curious  eyes  each  comer  vicw'd. 
Ransacked  th'  apartments  o^er  and  o*er, 
Each  closet  searchM,  unlocked  each  door; 
But  all  he  found  was  plain  and  coarse, 
The  meanest  Persian  scarce  had  worse  ; 
These  Ali  for  convenience  bought, 
Nor  for  expensive  trifles  sought 
One  door  a  prying  eunuch  spy'd. 
With  bare  and  locks  well  fortify'd. 
And  now,  secure  to  find  the  prize, 
Ibow'd  it  the  king  wkh  joyful  eyes. 


"Ali," saidhe,  » tiiata'tadef, 

Is  strong,  and  b«ricadoed  well^ 

What  have  you  there  >"*  Ali  repyd, 

'*  Oh,  wr,  there  's  lodg'd  my  greateit  pvUe; 

There  are  the  gems  I  value  most. 

And  all  the  treasmnes  I  can  boast" 

All  now  oonvinc'd  of  bis  disgrace. 
Triumph  appeared  in  every  feoe. 
The  monarch  dovbted  now  no  mortf 
The  keys  are  brought,  unlocked  the  door. 
When,  lo !  upoo  the  wall  appear 
His  shephetd's  weeds  hung  up  with  care. 
Nor  crook  nor  scrip  waa  wanting  there  ; 
Nor  pipe  that  tun*d  his  humUe  lays, 
Sweet  solace  of  his  better  days ! 
Then,  bowing  low,  he  tonch'd  his  breaaty 
And  thus  the  wondering  king  addrest : 
'*  Great  Prince  !  yoar  Ali  is  yoar  dave. 
To  3rou  belong  whiate'er  I  have  ; 
Goods,  house,  are  yours,  nay  yoivs  thb  betd. 
For  speak  the  word,  and  I  am  dead : 
These  moveables,  and  these  alone, 
I  may  with  justice  call  my  own. 
Your  royal  sire,  Abbas  the  Great, 
Whom  nations  prostrate  at  his  feet 
On  Earth  ador'd;  whose  soul  at  rest. 
In  Paradise  a  welcome  guest. 
Enjoys  its  full,  and  fragrant  boweis. 
Or  wantons  upon  beds  of  flowers. 
While  the  pure  stream,  in  living  filb^ 
From  rocks  of  adamant  distils. 
And  black-ey'd  nymphs  attend  bis  m4. 
Fair  daughten  of  that  blest  abode  :^ 
By  his  command,  I  left  the  plain. 
An  humble,  but  contented  s#ain. 
Nor  sought  I  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  plaeej 
All  these  were  owing  to  his  grace ! 
Twas  his  mere  bounty  made  me  great. 
And  fix'd  me  here,  in  this  high  seat. 
The  mark  of  envy.     Much  he  gave. 
But  yet  of  nought  deprived  his  slave : 
He  touch'd  no(  these.    Alas '  whose  spite. 
Whose  a^-arioe,  would  these  excite  ? 
My  old,  hereditary  right ! 
Grant  me  bat  these,  great  prince,  onee  inore^ 
Grant  me  the  pleasure  to  be  poor. 
This  scrip,  these  homely  weeds,  I  '11  wear. 
The  bleating  flocks  shall  be  my  care ; 
Th'  employ  that  did  my  yonth  engage. 
Shall  be  the  comfort  of  my  age." 

llie  king,  amaz'd  at  such  a  scorn 
Of  riches,  in  a  shepherd  bom  ; 
«  How  soars  that  soul,"  sad  he,"  abova 
The  courtiers  hate,  or  monarch's  love! 
No  power  such  virtue  can  efiace. 
No  jealous  malice  shall  disgrace. 
Wealth,  grandeur,  pomp,  are  a  mere  cheat. 
But  this  is  to  be  traly  great" 
While  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  face. 
He  clasped  him  in  a  cloee  embrace  ; 
Then  caus'd  himself  to  be  undrest. 
And  cloath'd  him  in  his  royal  vest: 
The  greatest  honour  he  could  give. 
Or  Persian  subjects  can  receive. 


t  Such  is  the  Paradin  tfaa  TmlB  ci^tet* 
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THE  SfFEBT^CENTED  MISER. 

Till  me,  ny  noble  geneross  fnendy 

With  what  design,  and  to  what  end. 

Do  greedy  ibols  heap  up  with  care 

That  pelf,  which  they  want  heart  to  share  } 

What  other  pleasure  can  they  know, 

fiat  to  enjoy,  or  to  bestow  ? 

Acu  of  benevolence  and  love 

Give  ud  a  taste  of  Heaven  above  ; 

We  imitate  th'  immortal  powers. 

Whose  sun-shine ,  and  whose  kindly  showeiv, 

Refresh  the  poor  and  banrea  ground, 

Aad  plant  a  Paradise  around : 

But  this  mean,  sneaking  avarice^ 

Is  a  oollectkm  of  all  vice. 

Where  this  ibal  weed  but  taints  the  place. 

Nor  Tirtue grows,  nor  worth,  nor  grace; 

The  soul  a  desert  waste  remains, 

ind  ghastly  desolation  reigns. 

Bttt  where  will  these  grave  morals  tend^ 

Pardon  my  zeal,  dear  courteous  friend  i 

The  province  of  my  humbler  vein. 

Is  not  to  preach,  but  entertain. 

Gripe,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave^ 
Was  good  for  nothing,  but  to  save; 
Mammon  his  god,  to  him  alone 
He  bow'd,  and  his  short  creed  was  known  t 
On  his  thumb  nail  it  might  be  wrote, 
"  A  penny  sav'd  's  a  penny  got'* 
The  rich  poor  roan  was  jogging  down. 
Once  on  a  time,  from  London  town; 
With  him  his  son,  a  handy  lad. 
To  dress  his  daddy-— or  his  pad : 
Among  his  dealers  he  had  been, 
And  all  their  ready  cash  swept  clean. 
Gripe,  to  save  charges  on  the  road, 
At  each  good  house  cramm'd  in  a  load; 
With  boird  and  roast  his  belly  fillM, 
And  greedily  ehch  tankard  swilPd : 
How  savoury,  bow  sweet  the  meat ! 
How  good  the  drink  when  others  treat ! 

Now  on  the  road  Gripe  trots  behind. 
For  weighty  reasons  fis  you  *\\  find) : 
The  boy  soon  longed  to  take  a  whet. 
His  horse  at  each  sign  made  a  set. 
And  he  spnrr*d  on  with  great  regret. 
This  the  old  man  observed  with  pain, 
«  Ah !  son,"  said  he,  **  the  way  to  gun 
Wealth  (our  chief  good)  is  to  abstain  ; 
CbedL  each  expensire  appetite. 
And  make  the  most  of  every  mtte ; 
Consider  well,  my  child,  O  think 
W'hat  numbers  are  undone  by  drink ! 
Hopelol  young  men !  who  might  be  great. 
Die  well,  and  leave  a  large  estate  ; 
Bat,  by  lewd  comrades  led  astray. 
Guzzling,  throw  all  their  means  away. 
Tom  Dash,  of  paits  acute  and  rare. 
Ckn  split  a  fraction  to  a  hair ; 
Knows  Wingate  better  than  his  creed, 
Oui  draw  strong  ale,  or  a  weak  deed ; 
By  precedents  a  bond  can  write. 
Or  an  indenture  tripartite ; 
Cbn  measure  land,  pasture,  or  wood. 
Yet  never  purchasM  half  a  rood. 
Whom  all  these  liberal  arts  adorn, 
ll ^f  M nob?  as st^ep new  s>oca! 


The  reason  need  not  Ihr  be  sought. 

For  three  pence  gain'd  he  spends  a  groat. 

There  's  Billy  Blouse,  that  merry  fellow. 

So  wondrous  witty  when  he  's  mellow; 

Ale  and  mundungus,  in  despite 

Of  nature,  make  the  clown  polite. 

When  those  rich  streams  chafe  his  dull  hea«l. 

What  flowers  shoot  up  m  that  hot-bed ! 

His  jests,  when  fi>gshis  temples  shrowd. 

Like  the  Sun  bursting  through  a  cloud : 

Blaze  out,  and  dazzle  all  the  crowd : 

They  laugh,  each  wag 's  exceeding  gay. 

While  he,  poor  ninny  !  jokes  away 

By  night,  whatever  be  gets  by  day. 

To  these  examples  I  might  add 

A  squire  or  two,  troth  full  as  bad; 

Who,  doom'd  by  Heaven  for  their  sins^ 

Mind  nothing  but  their  nipperkins : 

But  these,  at  this  time,  shall  suffice  ; 

Be  saving,  boy,  that  is,  be  wise." 

Now,  Muse,  come  hold  thy  nose,  and  tel| 
What  doleful  accident  befel; 
His  horse  set  hard,  an  ancient  hack. 
That  twice  ten  years  carry'd  a  pack. 
But  such  a  cargo  ne'er  before ; 
He  had  him  cheap,  and  kept  him  poor; 
His  bowels  stuft  with  too  much  meat, 
He  sat  uneasy  in  his  scat,  ' 

And  riggled  often  to  and  fro. 
With  painful  gripings  gnaw'd  below. 
His  distance  yet  in  hope  to  gain. 
For  the  next  inn  he  spurs  amain ; 
In  haste  alights,  and  skuds  away. 
But  time  and  tide  for  no  man  stay. 
No  means  can  save  whom  Heaven  has  curs^dd^ 
For  out  th'  impetuous  torrent  burst. 
Struck  dumb,  aghast  at  first  he  stood. 
And  scratched  his  head  in  pensive  mood: 
But,  wisely  judging  'twas  mvain 
To  make  an  outcry,  and  complain. 
Of  a  bad  bargain  made  theb^ 
And  luird  his  troubled  soul  to  resL 
Back  he  retumM  with  rueful  face. 
And  shuffled  through  the  bouse  apace; 
My  landlady  screams  out  in  haste, 
"  Old  gentleman,  ho! — where  so  fast} 
Before  you  go,  pray  pay  your  shot. 
This  young  man  here  has  drunk  a  pot  •'* 

"  A  pot ;"  said  Gripe;  "  oh,  the  young  rogue  ! 
Ah,  ruinous,  expensive  dog !" 
And,  muttering  curses  in  his  ear, 
Looked  like  a  witch  with  hellish  leer  ; 
But,  finding  'twas  in  vain  to  fret, 
PuU'd  out  his  catskin,  paid  the  debt. 

This  point  adjusted,  on  they  fare. 
Ambrosial  sweets  perfume  the  air : 
The  younker,  by  the  fragrant  scent. 
Perceiving  now  how  matters  went, 
Laugh'd  inwardly,  could  scarce  contain. 
And  kept  his  countenance  with  pain. 
At  last  he  cries, "  Now,  sir,  an't  please, 
I  hope  you're  better  and  at  ease." 
Better  ;  you  booby ! —  'tis  all  out" — 
"  What 's  out!"  said  he,  «  Yo^  dnmkenloutf 
All  in  my  trowsers — well — no  matter — 
Not  great— th*  expense  of  soap  awl  water; 
This  charge — if  times  are  not  too  hard. 
By  oaniig^niBt  auijr  b«  r^gair'd : 
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Ihit  ob  !  that  damned  confounded  pot  ? 
Extravagant,  audacioui!  sot ; 
This,  tliis  indeed,  my  soul  does  grieve. 
There 's  two-pence  lost  witliout  retrieve  !*' 


THE 

INCURIOUS  BENCHER. 

At  Jenny  Mann's,  where  heroes  meet. 
And  lay  their  laurels  at  her  feet; 
The  modem  Pallas,  at  whose  shrine 
They  how,  and  by  whose  aid  they  dine : 
Co!onel  Brocade  taiong  the  rest 
"Was  every  day  a  welcome  guest. 
One  night  as  carelessly  he  stood, 

Chearing  his  seins  before  the  fire, 
(So  every  troc^bom  Briton  should) 

Like  tliat,  he  chaf  d,  and  fum'd,  with  ire. 
•*  Jenny,"  said  he,  "  'tis  very  hard. 
That  no  man's  honour  can  be  spar'd  ; 
If  1  but  sup  with  lady  dutchcss. 
Or  play  a  game  at  ombre,  such  is 
The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  said, 
Although  his  grace  lay  drunk  in  bed, 
*Twas  1  that  cans'd  his  aching  head. 
If  madam  Doodle  would  be  witty. 
And  i  am  summon'd  to  the  city, 
I'o  play  at  blind-man's-buff,  or  so, 
%V'bat  won't  such  hellish  malice  do^  ? 
If  I  but  catch  her  in  a  comer. 
Hump— 'tis^  *  Your  servant,  colonel  Homer:' 
Bat  rot  the  sneering  fops,  if  e'er 
I  prove  it,  it  shall  cost  them  dear; 
I  swear  by  this  dead-doing  blade, 
Dreadful  examples  shall  be  made : 
What — can't  they  drink  bohea  and  cream. 
But  (d — n  them)  I  must  be  their  tliemc  ? 
Other  mens  business  let  alone, 
Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?'* 

And  thus  he  rav'd  with  all  his  might 
(How  insecure  from  Fortune's  spite 
Alas !  is  every  mortal  wight !) 
To  show  his  anlient  spleen  to  JMTars, 
Fierce  Vulcaii  caught  hhn  by  the  a — , 
l^uck  to  his  skirts,  insatiate  varlct ! 
And  fed  with  pleasure  on  the  scarlet 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  corner,  sate 
A  Bencher  grave,  with  look  sedat**, 
Smoakinghis  pipe,  warm  as  a  toast, 
And  reading  over  last  week's  post; 
He  saw  the  foe  the  ibrt  invade. 
And  soon  smelt  out  the  breach  he  made : 
But  not  a  word-^a  little  sly 
He  look'd,  'tis  troe,  and  frt>m  each  eye 
A  side-long  glance  sometimes  he  sent. 
To  bring  him  news,  and  watch  ih'  event 
At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 

Where  Honour  lodges  (as  of  old 

Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  blustering  colonel  felt  a  smart. 
Sore  griev*d  for  his  affronted  hum, 
Frisk'd,  skip'd,  and  bounc'd  alx)ut  the  room ; 
Then  turning  short,  *'  Zound'^,  sir !  "  he  cries— 
"  Pox  on  him,  had  the  fool  no  eyes  ? 
Wiat !  let  a  man  bo  burnt  alive  !" 

**  I  am  not,  sir,  inquisitive" 
(Kcply'd  sir  Gravity)  "  to  know 
Whatc'er  your  honour  's  pleased  to  do; 


If  you  will  burn  your  tall  to  tfdd^^ 
Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder  ? 
Otlier  mens  business  let  alone. 
Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  fbeir  own?* 

Then,1n]ocking  out  bin  pipe  with  cajne. 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar; 
And,  wrapping  round  his  frieze  surtout^ 
Took  tip  his  crab-tree,  and  waik'd  oal« 


THE 

BUSY  INDOLENT: 

A  TALE. 

Jack  Careless  was  a  man  of  parts. 

Well  skiU'd  iu  the  |x>liter  arts. 

With  judgment  read,  with  humour  writ: 

Among  his  friends  past  for  a  wit : 

But  lov'd  his  case  more  than  bis  meat. 

And  wondered  Knaves  could  toil  and  cheat, 

T  expose  themselves  by  being  great. 

At  no  levees  the  suppliant bow'd. 

Nor  courted  for  their  votes  the  crow'd : 

Nor  rielies  nor  preferment  sought. 

Did  what  he  pleas'd,  spoke  what  be  thought. 

Content  within  due  bounds  to  live. 

And  what  be  could  not  s^iid,  to  give: 

Would  whifT  his  pipe  o'er  nappy  ale. 

And  joke,  and  pun,  cuid  tell  bis  tale; 

Reform  the  state,  lay  down  the  law. 

And  talk  of  lonls  he  never  saw  ; 

Fight  Marlborough's  battles  o'er  again. 

And  push  the  French  on  Blenheim's  plain; 

Discourse  of  Paris,  Naples,  Rome, 

Though  he  had  never  stirr'd  from  home : 

*Tis  true  he  travell'd  with  great  care. 

The  tour  of  £urope — in  his  chair. 

Was  lotii  to  part  without  hi^  load, 

Or  move  till  morning  peep'd  abroad. 

One  day  this  honest,  idle  rake. 
Nor  quite  asleep,  nor  well  awake. 
Was  lolling  in  his  elbow-chair. 
And  buildiug' castles  in  tlie  air. 
His  nlpi^erkin  (the  port  was  good) 
Half  empty  at  his  elbow  stoud. 
When  a  strange  noise  offends  his  ear. 
The  din  increased  as  it  came  near, 
And  in  bis  yard  at  last  he  view'd 
Of  famicrs  a  great  multitude;  i 

Wl)0  that  day,  walking  of  their  rounds. 
Had  disagreed  about  tiicir  bounds ; 
And  sure  the  difference  must  be  wide. 
Where  each  decs,  for  Iiimself  decide. 
Vollies  of  Oiiths  in  vain  they  swear. 
Which  burst  like  guiltless  bombs  in  air ; 
And,  "Thou'rt  a  kiuive !"  and,  "  Thou'rtan  oaf!' 
Is  banded  round  with  truth  enough. 
At  length  they  mutually  agree. 
His  worship  should  be  referee. 
Which  courteous  Jack  consents  to  be: 
7  liouijh  for  himself  he  would  not  budge. 
Yet  ll/r  his  friCnds  an  arrant  drudge  ; 
A  conscience  of  this  point  he  made, 
Witli  pleasure  readily  obey'd. 
And  shot  like  lightning  to  their  aid. 
The  farmers,  summon'd  to  his  room. 
Bowing  with  aukward  reverence  come. 
In  his  great  chair  his  worship  sate, 
A  grave  and  able  magistrate: 
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9Wt^pfOclaim'd,  eacb  clack  was  laid, 

^pd  fiippant  tongues  with  pain  obey'd. 

tn  a  5hort  speecU,  he  first  computes 

Tiir  \'^<  ex|»njsc  of  latrniisputes, 

And  iTcrlitoting  chancery-suits. 

With  znl  aBii  warmth  be  nilly'd  then 

Pao\.*d  jaries,  sheriffs,  tales>meu; 

My*i  ncoQHnended  in  the  close, 

tVU-iKiglibourlKxxl,  pe^ace,  and  repose. 

y«  ttuci^JiM  with  care  each  mau's  pretence, 

r<Tus'dl  rocnrds,  lieard  evidence, 

<  H>*rT*d,  rq>ly*d,  hit  ev^ry  blot, 

I  nrarell'd  every  Gordias  kDOt; 

W.th  siieat  actlnty  aail  parts, 

luf  rmW  their  iaf^rments,  won  their  hearts : 

A'xI.  «ith(iftt  fees,  or  tixoe  mispent, 

>>y  «4  length  of  ale  and  argument, 

lS>ratch*d  thetuhome,  friends  and  cottteat 

TriisiT,  who  at  his  dhow  sate^ 
And  with  surprise  beard  the  ddiote, 
A«tiQi>hM,  cottid  not  b\tt  admire 
}I  ^  stram;c  dcicterity  and  6rc ; 
IIIn  wije  discemoicnt  and  g«iod  sense, 
F('«<)uickDe»,  ease,  and  eloquence. 
"  Lord !  ssir,"  said  he,  "  1  can*t  bat  chide : 
^Hict  nsefnl  talents  do  you  hide ! 
In  half  an  hour  you  have  done  more 
Ibaa  Piizzlc  can  in  half  a  score, 
With  all  the  practice  of  Uie  courts. 
His  esses,  precedents,  reports." 

Jack  with  a  smile  reply'd,  "  'Tis  trne. 
This  may  seem  odd,  my  friend,  to  you 
Bat  j^tx-e  me  not  nwre  tlian  my  due. 
Ko  hungry  judge  nods  o'er  the  laws. 
But  hastens  tb  decide  the  cause  : 
Who  hands  the  oar,  and  drags  the  chain, 
Will  Ani^e  to  be  ftee  a^ain. 
ii«  !a^'  men  and  indolent, 
WiUi  cares  oppfess'd,  and  business  spent, 
Exert  their  utmost  powers  and  skill, 
Woric  Itatd :  for  what  ?  W'hy,  to  sit  stilL 
Tm  y  toil,  they  sweat,  they  want  no  fee, 
For  er'B  sloth  prompts  to  industry. 
Thi-n'fere,  my  friend,  I  freely  own 
All  this  address  I  now  have  shown, 
i^  mere  impatience,  and  no  more,' 
To  lounge  and  ioh^r  as  before  : 
I  i^F  is  a  span,  the  world  an  inn — 
Ber«,  siinih,  t'other  nipperkin.'* 


THE    YEOMAN    OF    KENT: 

A  TALE. 

A  riouMt  bold  (suppose  of  Kent) 

^'d  on  his  own,  and  paid  no  rent ; 

^lioar'd  his  <»wn  paternal  land. 

Had  always  money  at  command, 

Tu  purchase  bargains,  or  to  lend, 

T  improve  his  stock,  or  help  a  friend : 

At  Cr«s«y  and  Poicticrs  of  old, 

H'»  ancestors  were  bow-men  bold ; 

^^Htee  good  yew-bows,  ami  finev^s  strong, 

iViw  arrows  of  a  cloth -yari  !■  nr ; 

^'^  Fngland*s  plory,  fti-ow'd  ♦!.(?  \>h\n 

Vrith  barons,  counts,  and  prince.}  blaiu. 

Bf'l-iT'd  by  all  the  ntis:i)lM»nrhood, 

fw  his  dfelighi  was  duing  ^'>9d  : 


At  every  mait  his  word  a  law, 

Kept  all  Iheahuffling  knares  in  awe; 

How  just  is  Heaven,  and  how  true. 

To  give  to  such  desert  its  due ! 

Tis  in  authentic  legends  said, 

Two  twins  at  once  had  bless'd  his  bed; 

Frank  was  the  eldest,  but  the  other 

Was  honest  Nnmps,  his  younger  brother; 

That,  with  a  face  eSemtnate, 

And  shape  too  fine  and  ddicate. 

Took  after  his  fond  mother  Kate, 

A  franklin's  fighter.    Numps  was  lOugh, 

No  heart  of  oak  was  half  so  tough. 

And  trae  as  steel,  to  cuil^  or  kick. 

Or  play  a  bout  at  double-stick. 

Who  but  friend  Kumps  ?  \^Tiil€  Frank's  delight 

Was  more  (they  say)  to  dance,  than  fight ; 

At  Whitson-ales  king  of  the  May, 

AoioDg  the  maids,  brisk,  frolic,  gay. 

He  tript  it  on  each  faoiyday. 

Their  genms  different,  Frank  would  roant 

To  town ;  but  Numps,  he  staid  at  home. 

The  youth  was  forward,  apt  to  learn,   - 

Could  soon  an  honest  living  earn  ; 

Oood'company  would  always  keep^ 

Was  knowt]  to  Patataflf  in  East-cheap  ; 

Threw  many  a  merry  main,  could  bnlly^ 

And  put  the  doctor  on  his  cully ; 

Ply'd  hard  hs  work,  and  learnt  the  way. 

To  watch  all  night,  and  sleep  all  day. 

Flosh'd  with  success,  new  rigg'd,  and  cleafv 

Polite  his  air,  gcnteal  his  mien: 

AccomplishM  thus  in  every  part. 

He  won  a  buxom  widow's  heart. 

Her  fortune  narrow;  and  too  wWe, 

Alas !  lay  her  concerns,  her  pride : 

Great  as  a  dtttcheas,  she  would  soom 

Mean  fare,  a  gentlewoman  bom; 

Poor  and  expensive  on  my  life 

»Twas  but  the  devil  of  a  wife. 

Yet  Prank,  witl^  what  he  won  tiy  night, 

A  while  liv'd  tolerably  tight ! 

And  spouse,  who  some  times  sate  till  mora 

At  cribbage,  made  a  good  return. 

While  thus  they  liv'd  fiom  hand  to  mouth. 

She  laid  a  bantiing  to  the  youth ; 

But  whetlier  'twas  his  own  or  no. 

My  authors  don't  pretend  to  know. 

His  chai^  enhanced,  tis  also  true 

A  lying-in  's  expensive  too, 

In  cradles,  whittles,  spice-bowls,  sack, 

\\'hate'er  the  wunton  gos^ps  lack; 

While  scandal  tliick  as  hail-shot  flies. 

Till  peaceful  bumpers  seal  their  eyes. 

Frank  deem'd  it  pmdent  to  retire,' 

And  visit  the  good  nan  his  sire ; 

In  the  staire-Cjacli  he  seats  himself, 

I^oaded  with  iirul  mn  and  her  elf; 

In  her  ri^ht  hand  the  coral  placed, 

Her  lap  a  China  oranee  sjrac'd  : 

Paj)  for  the  ba!.e  w.i^  not  forgot ; 

And  lullaby's  mclixlious  noU-, 

That  warbUd  in  his  ears  all  day, 

Shorten'd  tlie  niirzcd,  tedious  way. 

Frank  to  the  n»an.sion-hoiise  now  come,. 
Rejoic'd  to  find  himself  at  home ; 
Neighbours  around,  and  cousins  went 
By  scores,  to  pay  their  compliment. 
The  good  old  man  was  kind.  'i:>  true. 
But  yet  a  little  shock'd  to  view 
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A  squire  lo  fine,  a  ngttt  bo  new* 

But  above  al],  tbe  lady  (air 

Was  pink'd,  and  deck'd  beyond  compare; 

Scarce  a  shrieve's  wife  at  an  asrize 

Wasdreas'd  so  fine,  so  rolled  her  eyes : 

And  master  too  in  all  his  pride^ 

His  (ulver  rattle  by  his  side, 

Would  shake  it  oft,  then  shrilly  scream. 

More  noisy  than  the  yeoman's  team ;  . 

With  tassels  and  with  plumes  made  pfood. 

While  jingling  beUa  ring  out  alond. 

The  good  old  dame,  rayish'd  out-right^ 

B,v*n  doated  on  so  gay  a  sight; 

Her  Frank,  as  glorious  as  the  mom ; 

Poor  Numps  was  look'd  upon  with  scorn. 

With  other  eyes  the  yeoman  sage 
Beheld  each  youth ;  nought  could  engage 
His  wary  and  discerning  heart. 
But  sterling  worth  and  true  desert. 
At  1a«t,  he  could  no  longer  bear  - 
Such  strange  sophisticated  ware ; 
He  cries  (enrag'd  at  this  odd  scene) 
*'  What  can  this  foolish  coixcombmea»» 
Who,  l&e  a  pedlar  with  his  pad[, 
Cbrries  his  riches  on  his  back  } 
Soon  shall  this  blockhead  sink  my  rents. 
And  alienate  my  tenements, 
Which  long  have  stood  in  good  repair, 
Kor  sunk,  nor  rose,  from  heir  to  heir  ; 
Still  the  same  rent  without  advance, . 
Since  the  Black  Prince  first  conquer'd  France  : 
But  now,  alas  !  all  muet  be  lost. 
And  all  my  prudent  prqjects  crost. 
Brave  honest  raoe !  bit  thus  then 
We  dwmdle  mto  gentlemen  ) 
But  I  *ll  prevent  this  foul  disgrace. 
This  butterfly  fiN>m  hence  1  'U  chase.*' 

He  saddles  Ball  without  delay. 
To  London  town  directs  his  way  ; 
There  at  the  Herald's  Ofiice  he 
Took  out  his  coat  and  pay'd  his  fee. 
And  had  it  cheap,  as  wits  agree. 
A  lion  rampart,  stout  and  able, 
Aigeot  the  fiekl,  the  border  sable; 
Hie  gay  eaeutcheon  look*d  as  fine. 
As  any  new  daub'd  country  sign. 
Thus  having  done  what  he  decreed, 
Home  he  returns  with  all  his  speed : 
•<  Here,  son,"  said  he,  "  shioe  you  will  bf 
A  gentleman  in  wgtte  of  me ; 
Here,  sir,  this  gorgeous  bauble  take, 
Vew  weU  it  will  becooM  a  rake ! 


Be  what  you  eeenl :  this  is  yoor  ^fan#j 
But  honest  Numpa  shall  be  my  heir  ) 
To  him  I  'U  leave  my  whole  estate, 
lieat  my  brave  reee  degenerate. 


THE  HAPPY  LUNATIC  i 

TO  DOCTOa  M— .      A  TALE. 

Whsm  saints  were  cheap  in  good  Noh  reig% 

As  sinners  now  in  JDrury-Lane, 

Wrapt  up  in  mysteries  profound, 

A  saint  perceiv'd  his  head  turn  round : 

Whether  the  sweet  and  savoury  wind. 

That  should  have  been  discharged  behind. 

For  want  of  vent  had  upwards  Aed, 

And  seized  the  fortress  of  his  head  i 

Ye  sage  philosophers,  debate : 

I  solve  no  problems  intricate. 

That  he  was  mad,  to  me  is  clear, 

Else  why  should  he,  whose  nicer  ear 

Could  never  bear  church-music  here, 

Dream  that  he  heard  the  blest  above. 

Chanting  in  hymns  of  joy  and  love  ? 

Organs  themseKies,  which  were  of  ywf 

The  music  of  the  scarlet  whore. 

Are  now  with  transport  heard.    In  fine. 

Ravished  with  harmony  divine. 

All  earthly  blessrogs  he  defies. 

The  guest  and  favourite  of  the  skies. 

At  last,  his  too  officious  friends 

The  doctor  call,  and  he  attends; 

The  patient  cur*d,  demands  his  fee. 

"  Curse  on  thy  fasting  pills  and  ttiee,'' 

Reply'd  the  saint:  "  ah !  to  my  cost 

«  Im  cued ;  but  where  *s  the  Heaven  I  loKl 

Go,  vile  deceiver,  get  thee  hence. 

Who  M  barter  Paradise  for  sense  ?» 

Ev'n  so  bemut'd  (that  is,  possest), 

With  raptures  fired,  and  more  than  blest^ 

In  pompous  epic,  towering  odes, 

I  strut  with  heroes,  feast  with  gods; 

Bnjoy  by  turns  the  tuneful  f|uire. 

For  me  they  touch  each  golden  lyre. 

Happy  delusion  !  kind  deceit ! 

Till  you,  my  friend,  reveal  the  cheat; 

Your  eye  severe,  traces  each  fenit, 

Each  swelling  word,  each  tinsel  tbOQgbt 

Cur'd  of  my  frenzy,  I  despise 

Such  trifles,  stript  of  their  disguise^ 

Conriac'd,  and  laiierablf  wise. 
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LIFE  OF  SAVAGE  K 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


It  has  Wn  obsened  in  all  ages,  that  the  advantages  of  natnte  Or  of  fortune  have 
Contributed  very  little  to  the  promotion  of  happiness ;  and  that  those  whom  the  splen- 
door  of  their  rank,  or  the  extent  of  their  eapafdty,  have  placed  npon  the  summits  of 
human  life»  have  not  often  giveb  any  just  ooCa^on  to  envy  in  those  who  look  tkp  to 
them  fiit>m  a  lower  station ;  whether  it  be  that  apparent  superiority  mates  great 
designs,  Imd  great  designs  are  natilrally  liable  to  fittal  iliiscarriages ;  or  that  the  gene- 
ral lot  of  mankind  is  tnisery,  and  the  misfortunes  of  those,  whose  eininence  drew  Upon 
them  an  universal  attetition,  have  been  more  carefully  recorded,  because  they  were 
taiore  genertJly  observed,  and  have  in  reality  l)een  only  more  conspicuous  than  those  of 
odiers^  not  more  frequent,  or  more  severe. 

That  affloenee  and  power,  advantages  extrinsic  and  adventitious,  and  therefore 
easily  ttpahible  from  those  by  whom  they  are  possessed,  should  very  often  flatter  the 
mind  with  expectations  of  felicity  which  they  cannot  give,  raises  no  astonishment';  biit 
It  seems  rational  to  hope,  that  intellectual  greatness  should  produce  better  efiectsi  that 
taiinds  qualified  for  great  attainments  should  first  endeavour  their  own  benefit ;  and 
that  they,  who  are  most  able  to  teach  others  the  way  to  hairiness,  should  with  most 
certainty  follow  it  themselves. 

tout  this  expectation,  however  plausible,  has  been  very  fitquentty  disappointed. 
The  heroes  of  literary  as  well  as  civil  history  have  been  very  oft:en  no  less  remarkable 
for  wh^t  they  have  suffered,  than  for  what  they  have  achieved ;  and  volumes  have 
been  written  only  to  enumerate  the  miseries  of  the  learned,  and  relate  their  unhappy 
lives,  and  untimely  deaths. 

To  these  mournful  narratives  t  am  tibout  to  add  the  Life  of  fochard  Savage,  a  man 
whose  writings  entitle  him  to  an  eminent  rank  in  the  classes  of  learning,  and  whose 
nusforlimes  claim  a  degree  of  compassion,  not  always  due  to  the  uhhappy,  as  they  were 
often  the  consequences  of  the  crimes  of  others,  rather  than  his  own. 

tn  the  year  1697,  Anne  countess  of  Macclesfield,  having  lived  some  time  upon  very 
r  terms  with  her  husband,  thought  a  public  confession  of  aidultery  the  most  obvi- 


1  Tke  fint  editk»  of  this  interestiiig  narrative,  ac<iordiiig  to  ^.  Boswefl,  Was  published  in  1744,  by 
lUtati,  Ths  second,  noiir  before  me,  bean  date  1748,  and  was  tmbfished  by  Gave.  Very  few  altera- 
tMwvieaiidebythetafhor^wliealieaddedfttotbeprcsaiitoollactmi.    C. 
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008  and  expeditious  method  of  obtainrng  her  Kberty ;  and  therefore  dedared,  fhat  Ae 
child,  with  which  she  wasthen  great,  was  begotten  by  the  eari  Rivers.  IUb,  as  may 
be  imagined,  made  her  husband  no  less  desirous  of  a  separation  than  h^rsdf,  and  he 
prosecuted  his  design  in  the  most  effectual  manner ;  for  lie  applied  not  to  the  eode« 
siastical  courts  for  a  divorce,  but  to  the  parliament  for  an  act,  by  which  his  maniage 
might  be  dissolved,  the  nuptial  contract  totally  annulled,  and  the  children  of  his  wife 
illegitimated*  This  act,  after  ths  usi^  deliberatiop,  he  obtained,  tfaon^  without  the 
approbation  of  some,  who  considered  marriage  as  an  affidr  only  cognizable  by  ecclesi- 
astical ju^es  *;  and  on  March  3d  was  separated  from  his  wife,  whose  fcMrtune,  whidi 
was  very  great,  was  repaid  her,  and  who  havmi;,  as  well  as  her  husband,  the  liber^  of 
making  another  choice,  was  in  a  short  time, married  to  colonel  Brett. 

While  the  eari  of  Macclesfield  was  prosecuting  this  affidr,  his  wife  was,  on  the  lOdi 
of  January,  1 697-8,  delivered  of  a  son:  and  the  earl  Rivers,  by  appearing  to  consider 
him  as  his  own,  left  none  any  reason  to  doubt  of  the  sincerity  of  her  declaration;  for  ho 
iras  his  godfrther,  and  gave  him  |^  own  name,  which  was  by  his  direction  inserted  in 
fhe  register  of  St  Andrew's  parish  m  Holbom,  but  unfortunately  left  him  to  the  care  of 
bis  mother,  whom,  as  she  was  now  set  free  from  her  husband,  he  probably  imagined 
jji^dy  to  treat  vrftb  great  tenderness  the  child  that  had  contributed  fo  so  pleasing  an 
^vent  It  is  not  uideed  easy  to  discover  what  motives  could  be  found  to  over4>alaiice 
that  natural  affection  of  a  parent,  or  what  interest  could  be  promoted  by  negleot  or 
cruelty,  f^e  drea^  of  shame  or  of  poverty,  by  which  some  wretches  have  been  mciied 
^o  abandon  or  to  murder  their  children,  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  affected  a  woman 
who  had  prodaiiped  he|:  crimes  and  solicited  reproach,  and  on  whom  the  clemency  of 
the  legislature  had  undeservedly  bestowed  a  fortune,  which  would  have  been  very  little 
^Uminished  by  the  expenses  wh^h  the  care  of  her  child  could  have  brought  upon  bcr. 
|t  was  therefore  not  likely  that  she  would  be  wicked  without  temj^tion ;  that  she  wonl^ 
look  upon  her  son  from  his  b\rth  with  a  kind  of  resentment  and  abhonenoe;  an(C 
instead  of  supporting,  asmsting,  and  defending  him,  delight  to  see  him  struggUog  with 
^aisery,  or  that  she  woul<}  take  every  opportunity  of  aggravating  his  misfortunes^  am) 
pb^ctii^g  his  resources,  and  with  an  iinpiacable  and  restless  cruelty  continue  her 
persecution  from  the  first  hour  of  his  life  to  the  last. 

But  whatever  were  h^r  motives,  no  sooner  was  her  son  bom,  than  she  discovered  a 
lesolution  of  disowning  him ;  and  in  a  very  short  time  removed  him  from  her  s^t,  by 
cpminitting  him  to  the  care  of  a  poor  woman,  whom  she  directed  to  educate  him  as  ber 
oym,  and  eigoine^  never  to  inform  him  of  his  true  parents. 

Such  was  the  beginning  of  the  life  of  Richard  Savage.  Bom  with  a  legal  daim  la 
lumour  and  to  afflnence,  he  was  in  two  months  illegitimated  by  the  parliament,  and 

s  ^iB  year  was  made  reoiarkable  by  t)^e  disnlutioii  of  a  marriage  aolemoised  ia  the  fine  of  tbs 
church.    'Salmon's  Rbtibw. 

^  fbUflwini^  protert  it  icipfltei^ 

BecanM  we  coiKeive  that  thkb  the  fiMhUl  of  that  aatore  that  balk  pasisd  tiiere  wu  not  a 

^oioefii«tobtaiiiedmtheqiiritiialaMn:|^*V^  felpok  vggiH^  M  ««  jU  pfepsdeaj^  a^l  9^  hf  ef 
i|a^g^rra  coiiwq[ueact 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


UFE  OF  SATAGE.  t4S 

ikm^bi  hf  Ui  noAer,  doomed  to  poverl^  oU  olMeiirily»^aid  tandl^  qpon  tii« 
mn  of  life,  only  tfatt  he  naie^  be  iwallowed  by  it*  qiudoawb,  or  dashed  vqpoa 
ib  lodts* 

Hii  mother  eooM  not  mdeed  infect  others  with  the  same  emdty.  As  it  was  impoa- 
dbk  tk>  armddieinqairies  which  the  curiosity  or  tenderness  oJFherrehtioiis  made  after 
hadMf  she  waa  obliged  to  giVtt  some  accbimt  of  the  measures  she  had  taken;  and 
her  mother,  the  bdy  Masdn,  whether  m  approbation  of  her  d^gn^or  to  prevent  mote. 
criminBi  contrivances,  engaged  to  transact  with  the  nune»  to  pay  her  for  h€k  care^  and 
to  wpcrinteud  the  education  of  the  chikL 

hi  dus  charitable  office  she  was  assisted  by  his  godmother  Mrs.  XJoyd,  who,,  while  sho' 
Ihed,  ahtays  k>oked  upon  fahn  with  that  tenderness  which  the  barbarity  of  his  mother 
oade  pecnKarly  necessary ;  but  her  death,  whfch  happenedin  hi&ttenth  year,  was  another 
«f  Ae  mi^rtunes  of  his  chiMhood ;  for  though  sbe  kindly  endeavoured  to  alleviate  hi» 
km  by  a  legacy  of  three  hundred  pounds,  yet  as  he  had  none  to  prosecute  his  elaim* 
to  flhdter  him  from  oppression,  or  ladl  in  law  to  the  assistance  of  justiee;  her  will  was 
dodcd  by  tiie  executors,  and  do  part  of  the  money  was  ever  paki* 

He  was,  however,  not  yet  wholly  alNuidokied*,  The  lady  Mason  stOI  eonluiae<i 
kr  care,  and  directed  him  to  be  placed  at  a  small  gnmmar-school  near  St  Alhatt's, 
tbae  he  was  called  by  the  name  of  his  nuise,  vrithout  the  least  intmrntidii  that  he  had 
1  dun  to  any  other* 

Here  he  vraa  nuttated  hi  literature,  and  pas^  through  se^rd  of  thfc  dassw»witb 
what  mpUity  or  with  what  applattse  cannot  now  be  known.  As  he  alftraya  spoke  with 
rapect  of  hb  master,  it  is  probable  that  the  mean  rank,  in  which  he  then  appeaifed^ 
did  not  hinder  his  genius  from  bdng  distinguished,  or  his  industry  ftx>mbefaig.rewarded  2 
aadif  msoMr  astateheobtahieddistinctkmaiidrewaids,it  is  not  Ukdy  that  they 
ireie  gamed  but  by  genius  and  industry. 

R  is  very  reasonable  to  conjecture,  that  hlii  supplication  waa  equal  to  Us  ribiKties^ 
because  his  improvement  vms  more  than  proportioned  to  tlie  cpposbiaaaOH  which  ho 
tBJaytd;  nor  can  it  bcf  doubted,  that  if  his  estfUest  productions  hsid  been  pres^rvedf^ 
like  those  of  happier  studedts,  we  might  in  soniHe  have  found  vigorous  salliteo/  that 
qnightf  y  humour  whkh  distmguishes  The  Author  to  be  Let,  andln  others  strotag  toochfei 
oflhat  frdent  imaj^tion  which  painted  the  solemti  s6enc^  of  The  Wanderer. 

While  be  vras  thus  cuhivatiilg  his  genkis,  his  fkther  the  earl  BSvera  was  seised  with  s 
dhtoqicr,  v^Uch  in  a  short  time  put  aH  end  to  his  life^  He  had  irequenltly  inquiied 
ifter  his  son,  and  had  ahnrays  been  amuski  with  ftlitfciodii  stud  evasive  answers;  biit» 
king  now  in  his  owtt  opinion  on  lus  death-bed,  he  thoii^  it  his  duty  to  provide  for 
Ub  among  his  other  natural  chiMren,  and  thfei:efoie  deminded  a  pOsUv^  account  of 
Um,  wiA  ati  impbrtunity  not  to  be  divtfted  or  denied.  His  motfwr,  who  coidd  no 
hmger  reftiae  an  ans^rer,  deftsiudiied  sil  kast'to  gbe  siicli  al  shoidd  cttkUm  off  foi'ever 
tnm  that'hqipmess  which  competence  affi^tdsi  and  therefore*  decUked  that  he' wai 
dead;  which  is  periiaps  the  first  mstance  of  a  lye  mvented  by  a  mother  to  deprive  hap' 
m  ofa  pimisldtt  which  vhis  des%ilM  hlfir  by  another  anTwUch  sife  couU  notei|^ 
Irndf,  tMbiigh  ht  sIhNtMhMe  id 

^^Os disA A09/ iM^nitf.  Si 
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This  was  therefore  an  act  of  wJckediwas  which  could  not  be  defeated,  bjecaqafit  <Hmlrf> 
Bot  be  suspected;  tfaeeail  did  not  imagine  there  could  eiist  inahumanfoimamother 
that  would  ruin  her  son  without  enriching  heiself,  and  therefore  bestowed  upon  some 
other  person*  six  thousand  pounds,  which  he  had  in  his  will  bequeathed  to  Savage* 

The  same  cruelty  which  incited  hu  mother  to  intercept  this  proviskm  whkh  bad 
been  mtended  him,  prompted  her  in  a  short  time  to  another  project,  a  project  worthy 
of  such  a  disposition.  She  endeavoured  to  rid  herself  from  the  danger  of  being  at  any 
tkne  made  known  to  him,  by  sending  him  secretly  to  the  American  Plantations  \ 

By  whose  kindness  this  scheme  was  counteracted,  or  by  whose  interposition  she  was 
induced  to  lay  aside  her  design,  I  know  not;  it  is  not  improbable,  that*ihe  lady  Mason 
might  persuade  or  compel  her  to  desist,  or  perhaps  she  could  not  easUy  find  accom-* 
plices  wicked  enough  to  concur  in  so  cruel  an  action ;  for  it  may  be  conceived,  that 
those,  who  had  by  a  long  gradation  of  guUt  hardened  their  hearts  against  the  sense  of 
conunon  wickedness,  would  yet  be  shocked  at  the  design  of  a  mother  to  expose  her  son 
to  slavery  and  want,  to  expose  him  without  interest,  and  without  provocation;  and 
Savage  might  on  this  occasion  find  protectors  and  advocates  among  those  who  had  long 
Iraded  in  crimes,  and  whom  compassion  had  never  touched  before. 

Being  hindered,  by  whatever  means,  ftom  banishing  him  into  another  country,  she 
formed  soon  after  a  scheme  for  burying  him  m  poverty  and  obscurity  in  his  own;  and 
that  his  station  of  hfe,  if  not  the  phice  of  his  residence,  might  keep  him  for  ever  at  a 
distance  from  her,  she  ordered  him  to  be  placed  with  a  shoe*mal(er  in  Holborp,  that,  after 
the  usual  time  of  trial,  he  might  become  his  t4)prentice  ^ 

It  is  generally  reported,  that  this  project  was  for  soipe  time  successful,  and  that  Sa« 
vage  was  employed  at  the  awl  longer  \han  he  was  willing  to  confess;  nor  was  it  perbapa 
any  great  advantage  to  hii9»  that  an  unexpected  discovery  determiped  Ivm  to  quit  hia 
occupation.  i 

About  this  time  his  nune,  who  had  always  treated  hfan  as  her  own  Son,  died;  and  it 
was  natural  for  him  to  take  care  of  those  effects  which  by  her  death  were,  as  he  una^ 
gined,  become  his  own;  he  therefore  went  to  her  house,  opened  her  boxes,  and 
examined  her  papers,  among  which  he  found  some  letters  written  to  her  by  the  lady 
Mason,  which  informed  him  of  his  birth,  and  the  reasons  for  which  it  was  concealed. 

He  was  no  longer  satisfied  with  the  employment  which  had  been  allotted  him;  bat 
thought  he  had  a  right  to  share  the  affluence  of  his  mother;  and  therefore  without 
flcruple  af^lied  to  her  as  her  aon,  and  made  use  of  every  art  to  awaken  her  tenderness^ 
and  attract  her  regard.  But  neither  his  letters,  nor  the  interposition  of  those  friends 
which  his  merit  or  hb  distress  procured  him,  made  any  imgression  upon  her  mind« 
She  still  resolved  to  neglect,  though  she  could  no  longer  disown  him. 

It  was  to^o  purpose  that  he  frequently  solicited  her  to  admit  him  to  seeker:  sha 
avoided  him  with  the  most  vigilaiA  precaution,  and  ordered  him  to  be  excluded  firom 
her  house,  by  whoinsoever  he  might  be  intrpducedi  and  what  reason  soever  he  might 
g^  for  entering  it  . 

Spvage  was  at  the  same  time  so  tduehed  with  the  discovery  of  his  teal  mother,  that 
'it  was  his  fiequent  practice  to  walk  in  the  dark  evenipgs ^  forseveral  hours  before  her 

*  Stage's  Prefcce  ftyhisKtifcrlfamiff,  »  See  te  Plain  DeiOer, 
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door,  m  kopet  of  tedng  her  as  ^  might  come  by  aooMknl  to  die  window,  or  cross 
ber  apottaenl  witb  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

But  ail  his  a88idi%  and  tenderness  w^ere  vnfbout  eflbct»  for  he  ooold  neither  soften 
her  heart  nor  open  her  hand,  and  was  reduced  to  the  utmost  miseries  of  want,  while 
he  was  cndcaTonring  to  awaken  the  affection  of  a  modier.  He  was  therefore  obliged 
to  seek  some  other  means  of  siqpport;  and,  having  no  pToftwion,  became  by  necessity 


At  this  tune  the  attention  of  all  the  literaiy  worid  was  engrossed  by  the  Bangoria« 
conlioteny,  which  filled  the  press  with  pamphlets,  and  the  coffee-houses  with  diflpu-^ 
tents.  Of  thir  subject,  as  most  popolp,  he  made  choice  for  his  first  attempt  anc^ 
withont  any  other  knowledge  of  the  question  than  he  had  casually  collected  fix>m  con- 
fersation,  published  a  poem  against  the  bishop  K 

What  was  the  success  or  merit  of  this  perfoimance,  I  know  not;  it  was  probably  lost 
among  the  innumerable  pamphlets  to  which  that  dispute  gave  oocaskm.  Mr.  Savage 
was  hunself  ina  Uttie  time  ashamed  of  it,  and  endeavoured  to  sufqiiress  it,  by  destroy- 
ing dl  the  copies  that  he  coidd  collect* 

He  then  attempted  a  moregamfiil  kindof  writmg'',  andin  his  e^hteenth  year  offered 
to  the  stage  a  comedy,  borrowed  firom  a  Spanish  plot,  wUdi  was  rsfiised  by  the  players^ 
and  was  therefore  given  by  him  tO'Mr.  BuUock,  who,  having  more  interei^  made  some 
sl%ht  alterations,  and  brought  it  upon  the  stage,  undcx  the  title  of  Woman 's  a  Riddle  \ 
but  &yowed  the  unhappy  author  no  part  of  the  profit. 

Not  discouraged  however  at  hu  rqmlse,  he  wrote  two  years  afterwards  Love  in  a 
Veil,  another  comedy,  borrowed  likewise  from  the  Spanish,  but  with  little  better  suocesi 
than  before ;  for  though  it  was  received  and  acted,  yet  it  appeared  so.late  jn  the  year, 
that  the  author  obtained  no  other  advantage  firom  it,  than  the  acquaintance  of  sir 
Richard  Steele  and  Mr.  Wilks,  by  whom  he  was  pitied,  caressed,  and  relieved. 

Sir  Riduurd  Sieele,  having  dedared  in  his  fiivour  with  all  the  ardour  of  benevolence 
which  ooostiluted  his  character,  promoted  his  interest  with  the  utmost  aeal,  related  hia 
misfortunes,  applauded  his  merit,  took  all  the  opportunities  of  recommending  him,  and 
asserted,  that  **  the  inhumani^  of  his  mdther  had  given  him  a  right  to  find  eveiy  good 
manhisfiitherV' 

Nor  was  Mr.  Savage  admitted  to  his  acquaintance  only^  but  to  his 'confidence,  of 
which  he  sometimes  related  an  instance  too  extraordinary  to  be  omitt^,  as  it  affords  a 
very  just  idea  of  his  patron's  character. 

He  was  once  desired  by  sir  Richard,  witbom  air  of  the  utmost  importance,  to  come 
very  early  to  his  house  the  next  morning.  Mr.  Savage  came  as  he  had  prpmised,  found 
the  chariot  at  the  door,  and  sir  Richard  waiting  for  him,  and  ready  to  go  out  What 
was  iidended,-and  whither  they  were  to  go.  Savage,  could  not  conjecture  and  was  not 
wiilfaig  to  inquire ;  but  immediately  seated  himself  with  sir  Richard.  The  ^v^<*iiinfin 
was  ordered  to  drive,  and  they  hurried  with  the  utmost  expeditmn  to  Hyde-Ptok  Cor« 

<  It  wu  caned  Hie  Battieor  the  Psmplileli.    B. 

''Jacob's  lives  of  the  DnmaticPoeti.    Dr.  J. 

^Thit  play  was  prinled  first  in  8t»;  and  afterwards  in  Itefl^  Ibe  fifth  edlfioo.    Br.  /. 

^FbinDealer.    Dr. J. 
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theninfonned  him,  that  he  inteiided  to  publish  it  iHun|iU«ly  ind  Uut  he  had  dtdml  khi 
to  comis  thither  that  he  might  wiite  fcr  Uoi*  Thej  aoon  nt  down  to  the  woifc.  Sir 
Kdiard  dictated,  and  Sa:?age  wiote;*  tiU  the  dimier  that  had  been  ordeced  iva§  pot 
vpen  tiie  tdMe.  Savage  was  sarptaed  atthe  aMaimeasof  the  eatertaauaent,  aad  after 
some  hesHatioii  ventuted  to  ask  lor  wise,  wUch  sir  Richard,  not  without  latiielnMc. 
ordered  to  be  brought  They  then  finished  th^  dinner,  and  proceeded  in  th^  pamph- 
let^ which  they  ^nckidedin  the  afteroooa*      «  ;  ^ 

Mr.  Savage  then  unagioed  his  task  was  oitt,  and  ejLpeeted  fb^X  sirllickanl  wo«M 
cM  fiir  the  redconiBg,  and  letpm  home;  but  his  expeclKtioiis  deceived  Um,  tar  m 
Siehardlold  him  tfa^t  he  was  without  moaey,  and  that  the  pamphlet  asust  be  40ld  be- 
fore the  dinner  could  be  paid  for;  and  Savage  was  therefore  ohligad  to  go  and  oftf 
their  new  production  fiur  sale  for  two  guineas^  which  with  mne  difficulty  he  oblamed. 
Sir  Kchud  then  Mtuned  hom^  having  retured  that  day  only  to  avoid  his  cmfitoiSi 
and  composed  tiie  pfpqphlel  oafy  to  discharge  his  recbming. 

Mr.  Savage  related  another  fact  equally  uncommoo,  which,  thou|^  it  has  ao  idatioa 
to  hn  lift,  Plight  to  be  preserved.  Sir  SJchaid  Steele  having  one  day  fciviledto  hb 
house  a  great  number  ftf  persons  of  the  tint  quality,  ibsj  were  surprised  yt  the  num- 
ber of  liveries  wiiichsunDonadad  the  table;  and  after  dinner,  nrfienwhie  and  mi|ih  Ind 
setlhem  liree  Aom  the  obifervation  of  iigido^reaM>tay,  one  <rftheminqttired  of  sir  Richard, 
bow  such  an  expensive  train  of  doasestics  could  be  consistent  widi  his  fortune.  Sir 
Ridbard  vei^  ftanUy  confessed,  tbat  they  were  fellows  of  whom  he  would  iieiywillmgly 
be  lid.  And!  bring  tfien  asked  why  he  did  not  discharge  them,  dedared  that  they  weie 
)MlliffB|  iiho  h^A  tniacodufied  themsebfes  with  an  execution,  and  whQm,  since  he  could 
not  sendthem  a^raj,  he  had  thought  it  convenient  %^  eBBbeUisb  with  liveries  that  tiicy 
might  do-  Urn  credit  while  they  staid. 

Hb  ftiends  were  diverted  wilb  the  expedient,  and  by  pa^ng  the  debt  disdiaiged 
Aeir  atteadfanoe,  havmg  obliged  sur  Bichaid  to  promise  that  they  should  n^ver  agua 
find  him^  graced  with  a  retinue  of  the  same  kind. 

U|i4er  such  a  tutor  Mr.  Savage  was  not  likely  to  learn  prudence  or  frugality; 
and  perhaps  many  of  the  misfortunes  whidi  th<s  want  of  those  virtues  brought  upon 
him  m  the  feUowing  partfa  of  his  life,  might  be  justly  imputed  to  so  ununiHrovhig  an 
example. 

Nor  did  the  kindness  of  sir  Richard  end  in  common  fevopn.  He  proposed  to  have 
^sfcaUished  lum  in  some  settled  scheme  of  life,  and  to  have  contracted,  a  kind  of  alliance 
#itfa  faitn>  by  marrying  him  to  a  natural  daughter,  on  whom  he  intended  to  bestow  a 
thousand  poimds.  But,  though  he  was  always  lavish  of  future  bounties,  he  conducted 
bis  aftirs  in  «udi  a  manner,  that  he  was  veiy  seldom  able  to  keep  his  promises^  pr  exe- 
cute his  own  ittlentiona;  and>  as  be  wa«  nev^r  able  to  raise  the  sum  winch  be  ImkI 
offered,  the  marriagp  was  delayed.  In  the  mean  tiaae  he  was  oftciously  mfoiinedlthat 
Mr.  Savage  ,had  ridiculed  him;  by  which  he  was  so  much  exasperated,  that  be  with- 
drew the  idlowance  which  he  had  paid  himj  and  never  alkerwaids  admitled  bun  to 
bb  house. 

It  b  not  indeed  unlikelj  that  Savug^  migbt  by  hb  imprudence  expo^  himself  t^  tlMi 
Bialic^  of  a  tale-bearer];  for  hb  pati:pn  had  inany  follies^  whkl|^  i|Sr  hj^. 
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iBri^  dintwcndk  MifaiigiBitioii  ^ 

A  Me  kamkdgt  of  the- wwld  k  suiBcieiit  to  ^Bscover  that  sdch  weakness  is  very  coW' 

mum,  and  that  tbeie  are  few  who  do  not  8omelinies»  in  the  wantonness  of  thoi^tiesi 

nirdi,  or  the  heal  of  transient  resentment,  speak  of  their  friends  and  benefkdors  wMl 

levity  and  coatinqity  dioQgh  m  theur  eooier  iiM>nMnta  they  want  neithw 

aess^  iMMT  reverence  tot  their  virtoe;  the  ianlt  therefore  oi  Mr.  Savage  was  rather  wcg" 

l^enbe  tiian  ingnititiide«     But  sir  Rkhard  must  likewise  he  acquitted  of  severify,  ftr 

wlio  is  tliere  that  can  patiently  hear  contempt  from  one  whom  he  has  r^ved  and  sap-^ 

ported,  whose  ertabtishnent  he  has  laboared,  and  whose  interest  he  has  promotedt 

He  was  now  agaut  dbandoned  to  fortune  without  any  other  fnencl  thmi  Mr.  Wifts; 
k  vuBf  who,  whatever  were  his  abilities  or  skfll  as  an  actor,  deserves  at  least  to  bo 
veBMBibered  for  hit  virtues  '^^  which  are  not  often  tobe  found  in  the  world,  and  pevhapi 
ksB  often  in  his  profession  than  in  others.  To  be  humane,  generous,  and  candid,  is  a 
very  li%h  degree  of  meYit  in  any  case,  but  those  qualities  deserve  still  gteator  pndsc^ 
when  tfiey  are  found  in  that  condition  which  makes  almost  every  other  man,  forwfaal^ 
ever  veason,  contemptuous^  insolent,  petalant,  selfish,  and  brutal. 

Asf  Mr.  Wflks  was  one  of  those  to  whom  cahmity  sddom  compkuned  without  irfieiL 
ha  natnnjlly  took  an  unfortunate  wit  into  his  protection,  and  not  only  assisted  him  ii 
any  casual  distresses,  but  continued  an  eqmd  and  steady  kindfltesB  to  thetimeof  UtdeathL 

By  Ids  intet^pM^n  Mr.  Savage  once  obtained  from  his  mother**  fiify  pounds,  and  a 
pnmiise  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  more;  but  it  was  the  fete  of  this  unhappy  asan^ 
ftit  few  promises  of  any  advantage  to  him  were  performed.  His  mother  wi^  infectoc^ 
;  others,  with  the  general  madness  of  the  South  Sea  traffic ;  and,  having  beett 
I  in  her  eipeetations,  refiised  to  pay  what  perhaps  nodnng  but  the  prospect 
of  sodden  aflnence  prompted  her  to  promise. 

Beinf  thus  obliged  to  depend  upon  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Wiiks,  be  was  conseq«ea% 
an  assidnous  freiquenter  of  the  theatres;  and  in  a  short  time  the  amusements  of  the 
sli^  took  sttdi  possesion  of  his  mind,  that  he  never  was  absent  from  a  j^y  in  seveial 
years* 


i^Aiit  is  a  lost  t»  awalnid  wben  atqr  good  action  it  HD^gotten,  I  shall  insert  aaother  instance  of  Mr. 
Vakt't  gemtmatfp.very  Utile  kiiovn.  Mr.  Snuth,  a  gentleman  edacated  at  Dablin,  beiog  hindered  by 
an  impediment  in  lut  pronunciation  from  engaging  in  orders,  for  which  his  friends  designed  him,  left  hit 
mm  country,  and  came  to  London  in  quest  of  employment,  but  found  his  solicitations  fhutless,  and  hit 
■Bceatitiet  every  day  more  presnng.  lb  th%  distress  he  wrote  a  tragedy,  and  6ffered  it  to  the  piayett} 
lywiKaiitwat  fi^eeted.  Hint  were  Us  last  hopes  defeated,  and  he  had  no  other  prospect  Uum  of  the 
Bosk  deplorable  poverty.  Bnt  Mr.  Vt^ilkt  thought  his  performance,  though  not  perfect,  at  least  worthy  of 
$mm  vsvavd,  a^A  therefore  offered  him  a  benefit  This  foyoor  he  improved  with  so  muph  diligence, 
4faat  the  hoote  afforded  him  a  consideFable  sum,  with  which  he  went  to  Xeydeu,  applied  himself  to  the 
study  of  phytic,  and  prosecuted  his  design  with  so  much  dib'gence  and  success,  that,  when  Dt.  Boeriiaave 
vat  deidred  fay  the  G»rii^  to  reoommenl  proper  persons  to  introduce  into  Eot^ 
cfpliyaie,Dr«Staiithwatoiieofthotewhomheseleoted»  He  had  a  ooMiderable  pennoo  settled oalm 
^hiivrtial^aadiwoiMafthecbiefpfaynciaqta^theRatsiaBooo^    Dr.J. 

AUtt0r6«Bt0r.Si9ithinIUHmtoMr.  WiUnit  theStaga    R. 

11  **  Thk/*  ti9t  Dr.  JitfmtOto,  "  I  wiite  upon  th«  credit  of  the  author  of  hit  life,  which  wasimblisbed 
m  1737 ;"  and  vat  a  small  pamphlet,  intended  to  plead  hit  caute  with  the  public  while  under  tendtence 
fifdttfh'*fort|iaSfadtfafMr.JaiM£^^  Pnoe6</. 

^BB^Wa^%  va 
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Tbi^  constant  attendaDce  naturally  procoied  him  the  acquMatance  ot  the  phrfen^ 
and,  among  others^  of  Mrs.  Oidtield,  who  was  so  much 'pleased  with  his  oonvenaiiDiw 
and  touched  with  his  misforti]nes»  that  Ae  allowed  him  a  settled  pension  of  fifty  poinds 
•  year,  which  was  during  her  life  r^iariy  paid. 

That  this  act  of  generosity  may  receive  its  dne  praise^  and  that  the  good  actioBS  id 
Mrs.O]dfield  may  not  besullied  by  her  general  character,  it  is  proper  to  meotioB,  what 
Mr.  Somge  often  declared,  in  the  strong^  terms,  that  he  never  saw  her  alon^  or  ip 
any  other  place  than  behind  the  scenes. 

At  her  death  he  endeavoured  to  show  his  gntitude  in  the  most  decent  manner,  hy 
wearing  moummg  as  for  a  mother;  but  did  not  celebrate  her  in  elegies  ^%  hecanse  he 
knew  that  too  great  a  profusion  oi  praise  would^only  have  revived  those  fimlts  which 
his  natural  equity  did  not  allow  him  to  think  less,  because  they  were  committed  by  one 
who  fiivoured  him:  but  of  which,  though  his  virtue  would  not  endeavour  to  paJQiate 
them,  his  gratitude  would  not  suffer  him  to  prolong  the  memory  or  diffbae  the 
censure. 

In  his  Wanderer  he  has  indeed  taken  an  Opportunity  of  mentioning  her;-  but  oel^ 
brates  her  not  foe  her  virtue,  but  her  beauty,  an  excellence  which  none  ever  denied  her; 
this  is  the  only  encomium  with  which  he  has  rewarded  her  liberality,  and  perhaps  he 
has  even  in  tins  been  too  lavish  of  his  praise.  He  seems  to  have  thought,  that  never  to 
mention  his  benefactress  would  have  an  appearance  of  ingratitude,  though  to  have 
dedicated  any  particular  performance  to  her  memory  wOuld  only  have  betivfed  aa 
oflkious  pariiayty,  that;  without  exalting  her  character,  would  have  depressed  hit 


He  had  sometimes,  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Wilks,  the  advantage  of  a  benefit;  on 
which  occasions  he  often  received  uncomnmn  marks  of  regard  and  compassioD;  and 
was  once  told  by  the  duke  of  Dorset,  that  it  was  just  to  consider  him  as  an  injured  no- 
Ueman,  and  diat  in  his  opinion  the  nobility  ought  to  think  themselves  dbliged,  without 
solicitation,  to  take  every  opportunity  of  supportmg  hint  by  ibeir  countenance  and  patro- 
nage. But  he  had  generally  the  mortification  to  hear  that  the  whole  interest  of  his  mo- 
ther was  employed  to  frustrate  his  applications,  and  that  she  never  left  any  expedient 
mitried,  by  which  he  might  be  cut  off  from  the  possibility  of  supporting  hfe.  The  same 
disposition  she  endeavoured  to  diffuse  among  all  those  over  whom  nature  or  fortune  gave 
her  any  influence,  and  indeed  succeeded  too  well  in  her  design :  but  could  not  always 
propagate  her  effrontery  with  her  cruelty ;  for,  some  of  those,  whom  she  incited  agamst 
him,  were  ashamed  of  their  own  conduct,  and  boasted  of  that  relief  which  they  never 
gave  him. 

In  this  censure  I  do  not  indiscrimioately  involve  all  his  rehtions;  for  he  hasmentioiied 
with  gratitude  the  humanity  of  one  hidy,  whose  name  I  am  now  unable  to  recollect  and 
to  whom  therefoiv  I  cannot  pay  the  praises  which  she  deserves  for  having  acted  wdl  in 
opposition  to  influence,  precept,  and  example. 

The  puiushment  which  our  laws  inflict  upon  those  parents  who  morder  their  infimta 
is  well  known,  nor  has  its  justice  ever  been  contested ;  but,  if  they  deserve  deatii  who 
destroy  a  child  in  its  birth,  what  pains  can  be  severe  enough  for  her  who  forbean  to 

itchetnood,  however,  has  printed  a  poem  on  her  death,  which  he  ascribes  to  Mx.  Savage.  See  Hit-, 
toiyoCtheStage,p.<OS.    R. 
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^Mlioy  l^tt  ^^  ^  inflict  sharper  miseries  upon  him;  who  prolongs  his  ]j&  only  to 
make  him  miserable ;  and  who  exposes  him»  without  care  and  without  pity,  to  the 
malice  of  oppression,  the  caprices  of  chance,  and  the  temptations  of  poverty :  who  re- 
joices to  see  him  overwhelmed  with  calamities;  and,  when  his  own  industry,  or  the  cha- 
rity of  others,  has  enabled  him  to  rise  for  a  short  time  above  his  miseries,  plunges  him 
^l^aiD^into  his  former  distress! 

The  kindness  of  his  friends  not  affording  him  any  constant  supply,  and  the  prospect 
of  improving  his  fortune  by  enlarging  his  acquaintance  necessarily  leading  him  to  places 
of  expense,  he  found  it  necessary  '^  to  endeavour  once  more  at  dramatic  poetry,  for  which 
be  wa»  now  better  qualified  by  a  more  extensive  knowledge,  and  longer  observation. 
Bat  having  been  unsuccessful  in  comedy,  though  rather  for  want  of  opportunities  than  . 
ge9jus»  he  resolved  now  to  try  whether  he  should  not  be  more  fortunate  in  exhibitkig  a 
tragedy. 

The  story  which  he  chose  for  the  subject;  was  that  of  sir  Thomas  Overbury,  a  stoiy 
well  adapted  to  the  stage,  though  perhaps  not  far  enough  removed  from  the  present 
age  to  admit  properly  the  fictions  necessaiy  to  complete  the  plan ;  for  the  mind,  which 
naturally  loves  truth,  is  always  most  offended  with  the  violations  of  those  truUis  of  Whic^ 
^  arp  most  certain ;  and  we  of  course  conceive  those  facts  most  certain,  which  ap- 
proach nearest  to  our  own  time. 

Out  of  this  story  he  formed  a  tragedy,  which,  if  the  circumstances  in  whkh  he  wrote 
it  b^  coiisidered,  will  afford  at  once  an  uncommon  proof  of  strength  of  genius,  and 
evenness  of  mind,  of  a  serenity  not  to  be  ruffled,  and  an  imagination  not  to  be  sup- 
pnssed^ 

Paring  a  considerable  part  of  the  time  in  which  he  was  emfrioyed  upon  thb  perform- 
ance, he  was  without  lodging;  and  often  without  meat;  nor  had  he  any  other  conveni* 
cnces  for  study  than  tlie  fields  or  the  streets  allowed  him ;  there  he  used  to  walk  and 
form  his  speeches,  and  afterwards  step  into  a  shop,  beg  for  a  few  moments  the  use  of 
the  pen  and  ink,  and  write  down  what  he  had  composed  upon  paper  which  he  had 
picked  up  by  accident. 

If  the  performance  of  a  writer  thus  distressed  is  not  perfect,  its  faults  ought  surely 
to  be  imputed  to  a  cause  very  different  from  want  of  genius,  and  must  rather  excite  pity 
than  provoke  censure. 

But  when  under  these  discouragements  the  tragedy  was  finished,  there  yet  remamed 
the  labour  of  introducing  it  on  the  stage/  an  undertaking,  which,  to  an  ingenuous 
ipind,  was  in  a  very  high  degree  vexatious  and  disgusting;  for,  having  little  interest  or 
ncputation,  he  was  obliged  to  submit  himself  wholly  to  the  players,  and  admit,  with 
whatever  reluctance,  the  emendations  of  Mr.  Gibber,  which  he  always  considered  at 
the  disgrace  of  his  performance. 

He  had  indeed  in  Mr.  Hill  another  critic  of  a  very  different  dass,  from  whose  friend- 
ship he  received  great  assistance  on  many  occasions,  and  whom  he  never  mentioned 
bot  with  the  utmost  tenderness  and  regard.  He  had  been  for  some  time  distinguished 
by  bhii  with  very  particular  kindness,  and  on  this  occasion  it  was  natural  to  apply  to  him 
as  an  author  of  an  established  character.  He  therefore  sent  this  tragedy  to  him,  with 
liihort  copy  of  verses  *^  in  whkh  he  desbed  his  correctbn.    Mr.  HiH,  whose  humanity 

P|a.l7S4».  MPriated  in  tbfi  late  collection  tifhis 
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ittdpoBteinnAregeneriAyliiowB,  reaifiljrccmiplied wiAUsreqiMt;  btiltmhikf^ 
Hiarkable  for  singvdarityof  sentiinent,  and  bold  experiments  in  langnf^  Mr.  Sa?age 
Si  not  thiiik  his  play  mncb  improved  by  bis  innovationy  and  bad  even  at  that  time  the 
courage  to  reject  several  passages  which  he  conld  not  approve ;  and»  what  is  sliilmora 
kudaMe,  Bfr.  Hill  had  the  generosity,  not  to  resent  the  neglect  of  his  altenftions,  but 
wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue,  m  which  he  touches  on  the  curcttmstances  of  the  aMfllor 
wiKh  gi^eat  tenderness. 

Aiter  all  these  obstructions  and  eompUanoeSy  he  was  only  able  to  bring  his  play  19011 
the  stage  in  the  summer,  when  the  chief  actors  had  retiredi  and  the  rest  were  in  posBes^ 
sion  of  the  house  for  their  own  advantage.  Among  these,  Mr.  Savage  was  admitted  to 
jilay  the  part  of  sir  Thomas  Overbury  *^  by  which  he  gained  no  great  reputation,  the 
theatre  being  a  province  for  which  nature  seems  not  to  have  deugned  hhn;  for  neither  his 
voice,  look,  nor  gesture,  were  such  as  were  expected  on  the  stage ;  and  he  was  A  mncli 
albhatted  of  having  t>een  reduced  to  appear  as  a  player,  that  he  always  blotted  out  hit 
ilaifie  from  the  list,  when  a  copy  of  his  tragedy  was  to  be  shown  to  his  fiiends. 

In  the  publication  of  his  performance  he  was  more  successful ;  for  the  ray^of  gedos' 
that  gUmmered  in  it,  that  glimmered  through  all  the  mists  which  poverty  and  Cibber 
r  BsNt  been  able  to  s|>ct9Eid  over  it,  procured  him  the  notice  and  esteem  of  many  penons 
eminent  for  their  rank,  their  virtue,  and  th«r  wit 

Of  this  play,  acted,  printed,  and  dedicated,  the  accumulated  profits  arose  to  an  hun- 
dred pounds,  ^hich  be  thought  at  that  tune  a  very  huge  sum,  having  been  never 
iflaster  of  so  much  before. 

In  the  dedication  ^,  for  which  he  received  ten  guineas,  there  is  nothing  remarkable* 
Ttbe  prefoce  cbntafais  a  very  liberal  encomium  on  the  bloommg  exceDendes  of  Mr. 
The<^hilits^  Cibber,  wliich  Mr  Savage  could  not  m  tfie' latter  part  of  his  life  se^  hk 
IHends  flbdut  to  read  wldmut  snatching  the  phy  out  of  their  hands.  The  generosity  of 
Mt.  HiB  didYKit  end  on  this  occasion ;  for  afterwards,  when  Mr.  SavageV  necessities 
TOxtmei,  far  encouraged  a'  subscription  to  a  Miscellany  of  Poems  in  a  vety  extraordmaiy 
snanner,  by  publishing  his  story  in  The  Pbm  Dealer,  with  some  afiectn^  Uncs,  whii^ 
be  asserts  to  have  been  written  by  Mr.  Savage  upon  the  treatment  received  by  him  from 
lis  mother,  .but  of  which  he  was  himself  the  author,  as  Mr.  Savage  afterwards  do- 
daied.  These  lines,  and  the  paper  ^'^  in  which  they  were  inserted,  had  a  very  power* 
fiit  effect  upon  all  but  Ins  mother,  whom,  by  making  her  cruelty  more  public,  they  on^ 
Iferdened  m  her  aversion* 

'  Mr.  mi  not  only  promoted  tfaesubscriptbnto  die  RGscellany,  butfomishedEkfewise' 
the  gitatest  pert  of  die  poems  of  winch  it  is  composed,  and  partfeulariy  The  Happy^ 
ttafl,  wUdi  he  published  a^  a  specimen; 

The  subscriptions  of  those  whom  these  paipers  should  hifluence  to  patrontte  merit  m 
^Stress,  iridioQt  any  other  solicitation,  were  direiAed  to  be  left:  at  Button's  coflte-houte  • 

^  It  wss  acted  only  Uiree  nights,  Che  first  on  June  19,  1723,  VHien  the  home  opensd  ftr  tbe  winUr 
ibkMm  it  wai  once  mote  perfoitnedfbrilieaiitli^  IL 

tfTaHMlMtTir7«t,E^.ofB(mfi«rdiliire.    Dr.  J. 

inTlwFlakl3iBdww*ftperio4iefti|Mpor,  wriitte bylfr. Hill siiA Mr.  Boari^  vbolB  Sna^c 
the  twooonteiiding  powers  of  light  aod  daitaiea.    They  wrote  by  tnms  each  six  eBaayi ;  and  (he  di 
ncterorthewodiiNnol)Mrt0*iaa«laifty'ttfilasbi'lfclllhwee^  Or.  A 
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LIFE  OF  SAVAGE.  fi^ 

Md  J0^.^flm|e  goipg  tbidier  a  few  days  aftexwards,  vHbout  expectatioa  of  any  leffect 
from  his  propMaly  found  to  his  suiprise  seventy,  guineas  ^^  which  had  been  sent  him  i||i 
consequence  <rf  the  cowpaasioo  ezdted  by  Hr.  Hill's  pathetic  representatioii.. 

^9  this  Miscellany  he  wrote  a  preface^  in  which  lie  gives  an  account  of  his  ipothei^jl 
cracd^  in  ^  veiy  uncommon  strain  of  humour,  and  wiQi  a  gaiety  of  jmsi^ination,  whic^ 
the  sncoeas  of  )|b  subscription  probably  produced. 

Tbe  dedication  is  addrpssed  to  the  lady  Maiy  Wortley  Montagu,  whom  he  Jpatteiy 
wiAoiit  reserve,  and,  to  confess  the  truth,  with  veiy  little  art  '^  The  same  observatkMi 
asgr  be  i^xlended  to  all  hfs  dedications:  his  compUments  are  constrained  and  violent^ 
helped  together  witbond  the  grace  of  order,  or  the  decency  of  introduction:  l^e  seems 
lo  httve  written  his  panegyrics  forthe  perusal  only  of  hispatroQS,  and  to  imagii^  thath^ 
had  no  other  task  than  to  pamper  them  with  praues  howevv  gross,  aiid  1^  flatteiy 
would  make  its  way  to  die  heart,  without  the  assistance  of  elf^ji^pQ^  or  invention. 

Soon  aibrwards  the  death  of  the  king  fumi^ied  a  gepend  sul\ject  for  a  jppetical  eon* 
test,  lo  which  Mr.  Savage  engaged,  and  is  allowed  to  have  carried  the  prize  of  honour 
from  Ua  c;oiiq[ietitor8:  but  I  know  not  whedier  he  gained  by  his  perfonnance  any  other 
edvaobic^  than  the  tncitaae  of  his  reputation;  though  it  must  cerl^Iy  have  b^  with 
fiuther  news  that  he  prei^ed  upon  himself  to  attempt  a  spedes  of  writvig,  of  which 
an  ti^  topics  had  been  long  before  exhauyted,  and  which  was  made  at  once  difficult  by 
the  nmllitndes  that  had  Med  in  it,  and  those  that  had  succeeded. 

He  wm  now  advancing  m  r^mtatioo,  and  thou^  frequently  involved  in  v^  distress- 
fid  perplexities,  appeared  however  to  be  gaioing  upon  mankind,  when  both  his  feme 
and  his  life  were  endangered  by  an  event,  of  which  it  is  not  yet  determined  whether^ 
Qoi^  to  be  mentioned  as  a  crime  or  a  cabmity.  / 

Qn  the  20th  of  November,  1727,  Mr.  Savage  came  from  Ridimond,  vrfaere  he  the^ 
]o4crd»  that  he  mi^t  pursue  his  studies  with  less  mterruption,  with  an  intent  to  dis* 
ehaife  anodie^  lodgng  vHiidi  he  had  in  Westmipster ;  and  accidentally  meeting  two  ge»« 
tlcfaen  hj^  aoquamtaneei,  whose  nsunes  were  Merchaitf  and  Gregoty,  he  ^^nt  in  with 
tficio  to  a  neighbonring  cofiee^house^  and  sat  drinking  tiU  it  was  Iate,itbduDginnotiine 
of  Mr.  Savage's  life  any  part  of  his  character  to  be  the  first  of  the  company  that  desired 
to  sqiarate.  He  would  willingly  have  gone  to  bed  in  the  same  house ;  but  there  was 
not  loona  for  the  whole  eonq[>any,  and  therefore  they  agised  to  ramj^le  about  the 

IS  The  mmes  of  tliove  whp  ih,  generoasly  ooDtiilmM  to  his  relief,  baviag  been  meDtioned  m  a  fintner 
socoant,  cmgfatnot  to  be  omitted  h«re.  Tbey  were  the  dutchessof  Cleveland,  lady  Cheyney,  lady 
Cartlemain,  la^y  Oower,  lady  Lecbmere»  the  dutches  dowager  and  dutcfaess  of  Rutland,  lady 
Sbafbrd,  the  connten  dowager  of  Warwick,  Mrs.  Mary  Flower,  Mrs.  Sofuel  Nsel,  duke  of  H*mtn4^ 
lord  GfliiuboroQgfa,  knd  Mibington,  Mr.  Jc^  Savage.    Dr.  J.  ' 

V  lUs  tbe  blowing  extract  from  it  will  prof«: 
<-^9faaDe  our  countiy  baa  been  hononrsd  wiHi  the  glory  of  yonr  wit,  ap  elewSed  and  bnaMrt^P  as  y^yttp 
lad,  k  Bo  IpafCT  remains  a  dqabt  whsthsr  ygnr  mat  faa.Vtt  strength  of  mind  in  ppoi^actaqQ  to  tbair  sneelp 
am    11i^iasQiybBaupgsxT9!UffV«K9esilp4N^ 

j^  im  W9^9m,  Sf  dear  a»  ioppoeiwe,  aii4  as  smootil^  a«  beauty.-*Th^  oootaim  ^  nameless  ipi  pecnliaf 
^ib^n^  Of  $;ftoe  and  (pace,  wlu^h  i%  at  onpe  so  rooybgly  serene,  apd  so  nujestically  lovely,  that  it  it 
too  a^iiable  to  .a0>ttr'any  where  but  in  yoor  eyes  and  in  yoar  vritingt. 

**Asfls«iiineitiiotmaiemyen6iiiylhaiilamth*eneqiyofiattary,  IknoirMAlMvlQafiMta^tJM 
•lliliesim  to  yow  h4yri#,  beottiteten  bmv».%^fmm9  tiMfl^kfm  W  nora  14m-  ibeliev^ 
aka  laa  ytegcf  your  aactltonce.'*   ])r.  J. 
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854  tlPfc  or  SAVAGfi. 

Mreels  and  dktti  themselves  with  such  amosemeDts  as  should  odfer  tfaeiittdfea  titf 
momfaig. 

.  Id  this  walk  they  haiq)eiied  anluckily  to  discover  a  lig^t  id  Robmsoo's  ooffee-faoosd 
near  Charing-cross»  and  therefore  went  m.  Merchant,  witli  some  rudeness,  demanded 
a  room,  and  was  told  that  there  was  a  good  fire  in  the  next  parlour,  which  the  eom- 
pany  were  about  to  leave,  being  then  paying  their  reckoning.  Meidiant,  not  satisfied 
With  thb  answer,  rushed  into  the  rdom,  and  was  followed  by  his  companions.  He 
then  petulantly  placed  himself  between  tlie  company  and  the  lire,  abd  soon  after 
kicked  down  the  table.  This  produced  a  quarrel,  swords  were  drawn  on  both  sides, 
and  one  Mr.  James  Smdair  was  killed.  Savage,  having  wounded  likewise  a  maid  that 
held  him,  forced  his  way  with  Merchant  out  of  the  house ;  but  being  intimidated  and 
confused,  without  resolution  either  to  fly  or  stay,  they  were  taken  in  a  back-coort  bj 
one  of  the  company,  and  some  soldiers,  whom  he  had  called  to  his  assistance. 

Being  secured  and  guarded  that  night,  they  were  m  the  morning  carried  before  three 
justices,  who  committed  them  to  the  gatehouse,  from  whence,  upon  the  death  of  Mr. 
Sinchur,  which  happened  the  same  day,  they  were  removed  in  the  night  to  Newgate, 
where  they  were  however  treated  with  some  distraction,  exempted  from  the  ignomiDj 
of  chams,  and  confined,  not  among  the  conunon  criminals,  but  id  the  pressyaid. 

When  the  day  of  trial  came,  the  court  was  crowded  in  a  very  unusual  manner}  and 
the  public  appeared  to  interest  itself  as  in  a  cause  of  general  concein.  Th^  witnessed 
against  Mr.  &ivage  and  his  friends  were,  the  woman  who  kept  the  house,  wfakh  was 
a  house  of  ill  fame,  and  her  maid,  the  men  who  were  in  the  room  with  Mr.  Sindaii) 
and  a  woman  of  the  town,  who  had  been  drinking  with  them,  and  with  whom  one  of 
them  had  been  .seen  in  bed.  They  swore  in  general,  that  Merchant  gave  the  pfovoca* 
tu>n,  which  Savage  and  Gregory  drew  their  swords  to  justify :' that  Savage  dtew  firsts 
and  that  he  stabbed  Sinclair  when  he  was  not  in  a  posture  of  defence,  or  iriiile 
Gregory  commanded  his  sword ;  that  after  he  had  given  the  thrust  he  turned  pale,  and 
would  have  retu^.  but  that  the  maid  clung  round  bun,  and  one  of  the  compuy  en* 
deavoured  to  detam  him,  from  whom  he  broke,  by  cutting  the  makl  on  the  h^ad^  bat 
was  afterwards  taken  in  a  court. 

There  was  some  difference  m  their  depositions;  one  did  not  see  Savage  give  the  wotind 
another  saw  it  given  when  Sinclair  held  his  pomt  towards  the  ground ;  and  the  wemaa 
of  the  town  asserted,  that  she  did  not  see  Sindaur's  sword  at  all :  this  difierence  how- 
ever was  very  ftur  fr^m  amounting  to  inconsbtency ;  but  it  was  sufiicient  to  show,  that 
the  hurry  of  the  dispute  was  such,  that  it  was  not  easy  to  discover  the  truth  with  relation 
to  particular  circumstances,  and  that  therefore  some  deductions  were  to  be  made  fiom 
the  credibility  of  the  testimonies. 

Sindaur  had  dedared  several  times  before  his  death,  that  he  received  his  wound  fiom 
Savage :  nor  dkl  Savage  at  his  trial  deny  the  fiict,  but  endeavoured  partly  to  eat^iuate 
it,  by  urging  the  suddenness  of  the  whole  action,  and  the  impossibilky  of  any  ill  desigi^ 
or  premeditated  malice ;  and  partly  to  justify  it  by  the  necessity  of  self-defence,  and  the 
hassard  of  his  own  life,  if  he  bad  lost  that  opportunity  of  ghrmg  the  thrust :  heobeerved, 
that  neither  reason  nor  law  obliged  a  man  to  wait  for  the  blow  whkh  was  threatened^ 
and  v^ieh,  if  he  diould  suffer  it,  he  might  never  be  able  to  return;  that  it  was  always 
allowable  to.  prevent  an  assault,  and  to  pieserve  life  by  taUog  away  thai  of  theadvea^ 
saiy  by  whom  it  was  endangered* 
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H^fe^vd  to  the  ^olenoe  with  which  he  endeavoured  to  escape,  he  dedaied.  Hut 
kwas  not  his  design  to  fly  from  justice,  or  decline  a  trial,  but  to  avoid  the  expences 
ind  severities  of  a  prison;  and  that  he  intended  to  have  appeared  at  therbar  without 


This  defence,  which  took  up  more  than  an  hour,  was  heard  by  the  multitude  thai 
dnonged  the  court  with  the  most  attentive  and  respectful  silence :  those  who  thought 
lie  ought  not  to  be  acquitted,  owned  thsit  applause  could  not  be  refused  him;  and 
those  who  before  pitied  his  misfortunes,  now  reverenced  his  abilities. 

The  witnesses  which  appeared  agamst  him  were  proved  to  be  persons  of  characters 
nhich  did  not  entitle  them  to  much  credit ;  a  common  strumpet,  a  woman  by  whom 
Ununpels  were  entertained,  and  a  man  by  whom  they  were  supported :  and  the  dia- 
ladorof  Savage  was  by  several  persons  <^  distinction  asserted  to  be  that  of  a  modest 
inofiensive  man,  not  mdmed  to  broils  or  to  insolence,  and  who  had,  to  that  time,  been 
only  known  for  his  misfortunes  and  his  wit. 

Had  bis  andienee  been  his  judges^  he  had  undoubtedly  been  acquitted ;  but  Mr. 
Fige,  who  was  then  upon  the  bench,  treated  him  with  his  usual  insolence  and  severity^ 
nd  when  be  had  summed  up  the  evidence,  endeavoured  to  exasperate  thejuiy;  as 
Ifr. Savage  used  to  relate  it,  with  this  eloquent  harangue;  ^ 

^Oettdemcn  of  the  jury,  you  are  to  consider  that  MA  Savage  is  a  very  great  man,  a 
nmdi  greater  man  than  you  or  I,  gentlemenof  the  jury;  that  he  wears  very  fine  clothes,i 
flmch  finer  dothoi  than  you  or  I,  -gentlemen  of  the  jury;  that  he  has  abundance  of 
money  in  his  pocket,  much  more  money  than  you  or  I,  gentlemen  of  thejuiy:  but 
geofionen  of  the  jury,  is  it  Hot  a  veiy  bard  case,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  that  Mr* 
Savage  shoidd  therefore  kill  you  or  me,  gentlemen  of  the  jury  f ' 

Mr.  Savage,  hearing  hb  defence  thus  misrepresented,  and  the  men  who  were  to  decide 
Us  ftte  incited  against  hhn  by  invidious  comparisons,  resolutely  asserted,  that  his  cause 
was  not  candidly  explained,  and  began  to  recapitulate  what  he  had  before  said  with 
regird  to  his  condition,  and  the  necessity  of  endeavouring  to  escape  the  etpences  of 
haprisonment;  but  the  judge  having  ordered  him  to  be  sileni;  and  repeated  his  ordem 
widioat  eSect,  commanded  that  he  should  be  taken  from  the  bar  by  force. 

The  jury  then  beard  Uie  opmion  of  the  judge,  that  good  characters  were  of  no  weigjfat 
apinSt  potttive  evidence,  though  tbey  might  turn  the  scale  where  it  was  doubtful ;  uid 
that  thooijh,  when  two  men  attack  each  other,  the  death  of  either  b  only  mansbnghter  ; 
bat  wliere  one  is  the  ag^iressor,  as  in  the  case  before  them,  and,  in  pursuance  of  hit 
fint  attack,  kUb  the  other,  the  law  supposes  the  action,  however  sudden,  to  be  malicious. 
They  tbeif  deliberated  upon  their  verdkst,  and  determined  that  Mr.  Savage  and  Mr. 
Gregory  were  guilty  of  murder ;  and  Mr.  Merchant  who  had  no  sword,  only  of  man- 
Am^iter. 

Thus  ended  this  memorable  tirial,  whkh  lasted  eight  hours.  '  Mr.  Savage  and  Mr. 
Gregoiy  were  conducted  back  to  prison,  where  they  were  more  closely  confined,  and 
hwded  witfi  irons  of  fifty  ponnds  weight;  four  days  afterwards  they  were  sent  back  to 
the  coist  to  leeeife  sentence;  on  which  occasion  Mr.  Savagemade^asfor  asiteouMbe 
Mrined  in  mamofy,  the  following  speech : 

^  It  is  BoWj  mylordt  too  late  to  oftr  anything  byway  of  defence  or  vindication; 
Korean  we  cyectfion  yourloidah^  id  thiscoiw^  but  tN  witeaot  which  the  hw 
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MfHiru  you^-asjadgesy  to  prooounce  agUDBtmenaf  onrcalainilDiii  cofidiliosw— IhHve 
«re  also  persuaded^  that  at  mere  men,  and  oot  of  this  seat  of  ^gorooa  juatie^  .70a  aif 
auwq^ve  qf  the  tender  passions,  and  too  hniBaae  not  to  commiaei9te  the  imhaypf 
iftuation  of  those,  whom  the  law  sometimes  perhaps — exacts— from  yon  to  pronomcs 
vpoo.  No  doubt  yon  distinguish  between  offences  whioh  arise  out  of  piwmwlilMliiMi» 
and  a  disposition  habituated  to  vice  or  immoralilyi  and  transgiessions^  which  are  Ilia 
wohappy  and  unforaeen  effects  of  casual  abaence  c^  reason,  and  sodden  impulse  of  pa»> 
sion :  we  therefore  hope  you  will  contribute  all  yon  can  to  an  extensioii  of  that  merqr^ 
yffbkh  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  have  been  pleased  to  sliow  Mr.  MwikuA,  wko  (allow- 
ing facts  as  sworn  i^gaimit  ns  by  the  evidence)  has  led  ns  into  this  our  ealamily.  Uhofia 
this  will  not  be  construed  as  if  we  meant  to  reflect  upon  that  gentieman,  or  leaMyve  aoy 
thing  from  us  upon  him,  or  that  we  repine  the.  more  at  onr  fate,  becanae  he  haa  no 
participation  of  it:  No,  my  lord!  For  my  part  I  decfavenothmg  coaU  moieaoAaamf 
grief,  than  to  be  without  any  companion  in  so  great  a  misfortune  "^Z 

Mr.  Savage  had  now  no  hopes  of  life,  hot  frnn  the  meicy  of  the  erowi^  irideli  iras 
yeiy  aan^estly  aolicited  by  Ivs  fnendi^  and  whicb«  with  whatever  diliori^  Aeibny  wf 
ojbtain  belief,  was  obstnicled  only  by  his  mother. 

To  prejudice  the  queen  against  him,  she  nnde  use  of  an  incident,  wbidb  waa  oairil* 
led  in  the  order  of  time,  that  it  m^  be  mentioned  together  with  the  pmpoaewiiieh  it 
wasmade  to  serye.  Mr.  Savage,  when  he  had  discovered  his  biith,  Ind  ai»  j 
4c8ke  to  ipeak  to  hismother,  who  always  avoided  hifl»  in  puUic,  and  refinad 
fion  into  her  house.  One  evening  waUdnf^  as  it  wnshia  custom,  in  dm  slieet  ffistshr  in* 
luihited,  he  saw  the  door  <rf.her  house  by  accident  open ;  he  entered  it,  nod»  indJF'B  — 
person  in  the  passage  to  hinder  him,  went  up  stairs  to  salute  her.  She  cMseoyared  kiai 
l^efore  lit  oouU  enter  her  chamber,  akrmed  the  family  with  the  most  distresslU  tfut- 
€3m»  4ild»  when  she  had  by  her  sceeams  gaAered  them  ^bout  her,  oideied  thean  V$ 
drive  out  of  thehou^e  Uiat  villain,  who  had  forced  himself  m  upon  her,  nadendenvanmd 
to  murder  her.  Savage,  who  had  attempted  with  the  most  sdMssive  t«ndainoaa  to 
aoAen  her  tage,  hearing  her  utter  so  deftMtnble  an  accusation,  thought  jt  pmdent  I9  sa? 
tire;  and,  I  believe,  never  attempted  afternuds  to  i|)eak  to  her. 

Bul^  shocked  as  he  was  vrith  her  falshood  and  her  craeltj,  he  imgjned  dmt  she 
inlandednoother  uaeof  herUe,  than  to  set  herself  free  from  his  embsaces  and  a 
jtMNW,  affd  was  vetylar  from  suspecting  that  she  would  tieaanre  itinherme 
jnstnunsAt  of  future  wickedness,  or  that  she  would  endeavour  for  this  fictitions  1 
t»  deprive  him  of  his  life. 

But  when  the  queen  was  solicited  for  his  paidon»  and  iiMiiaaned  of  tka  seyeae  i 
matt  irhicb  he  had  svfiered  from  his  jodg^  she  anaw^md,  that,  lioweiver  mqqsHii»Wi^ 
might  be  the  manner  of  his  trial,  or  whatever  extenuation  the  action  for  whi^  im  wfta 
MKlsflviad  might  adinit,  irihe  could  not  think  that  man  a  peeper  ol^  <4  the  k^s 
mmy^  who  hnd  heto  «yi^Ue  of  ei9tei»g  his  motbei^s  house  m  the  Vi^  irithnninlffl 
Aomuoterhev* 

^jE  whom  this  Mqdauacakwmybnd  bean  tmnaddltad  to  the  qween;  whelberjbntknt 
hvented  had  the  front  to  relate  it;  whether  she  fouid  an^eno  w^enaaigh  tt>  cafldit 
A^  on  ctenpt  eini«|h  to  aomaMr  wttblmriftte 

esMrtS^vaae'sIJfe, 
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M  been  taken  to  }i^rsuadc  the  queen  so  strongly  of  the  truth  of  it>  that  she  for  a 
ioiig  time  refused  to  hear  any  one  of  those  who  petitioned  for  his  life. 

llius  had  Savage  perished  by  the  evidence  of  a  bawd,  a  strumpet,  and  his  mother^ 
had  not  justice  and  compassion  procured  him  an  advocate  of  rank  too  great  to  be  reject- 
ed unheard,  and  of  virtue  too  eminent  to  be  heard  without  being  believed.  His  merit 
and  his  calamities  bappenec?  to  reach  the  ear  of  the  countess  of  Hertford,  who  engaged 
in  hi^  support  with  all  the  tenderness  tfiat  is  excited  by  pity,  and  all  the  zeal  which  is 
kindled  by  generosity;  and,  demanding  an  audience  of  the  queen,  laid  before  her  the 
whole  series  of  hismother^s  cruelty,  exposed  the  improbability  of  an  accusation  by  which 
he  was  charged  with  an  intent  to  commit  a  murder  that  could  produce  no  advantage^ 
and  soon  convinced  her  how  little  his  former  conduct  could  deserve  to  be  mentioned  at 
a  reason  for  extraordinary  severity. 

The  inter]iosition  of  this  lady  was  so  successful,  that  he  was  soon  after  admitted  to  bail, 
and,  on  the  pth  of  March  1728,  pleaded  the  king's  pardon. 

ft  is  natural  to  Inquire  upon  what  motives  his  mother  could  persecute  him  in  a  roan* 
ner  so  outrageous  and  implacable ;  for  what  reason  she  could  employ  all  the  arts  of 
malice,  and  all  the  snares  of  calumny,  to  take  away  the  life  of  her  own  son,  of  a  son 
who  never  injured  her,  who  was  never  supported  by  her  expense,  nor  obstructed  any 
prospect  of  pleasure  or  advantage :  why  she  would  endeavour  to  destroy  him  by  a  lie — 
a  lie  which  could  riot  gain  credit,  )3ut  must  vanish  of  itself  at  the  first  moment  of  examn 
nation,  and  of  which  only  this  can  be  said  to  make  it  probable,  that  it  may  be  observed 
from  faer  conduct,  that  the  most  execrable  crimes  are  sometimes  committed  without 
apparent  temptation. 

Tliis  mother  is  still  alive ^',  and  may  perhaps  even  yet,  though  her  malice  was  so  often 
defeated,  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  reflecting,  that  the  life  which  she  often  endeavoured  to 
destroy,  was  at  least  sliortencd  by  her  maternal  offices ;  that  though  she  could  not 
transport  her  son  to  the  plantations,  bury  him  in  the  shop  of  a  mechanic,  or  hasten  the 
hand  of  the  public  executioner,  she  has  yet  had  the  satisfaction  of  imbittering  all  his 
hours,  and  forcing  him  into  exigencies  that  hurried  on  his  death. 

It  is  by  no  means  necessary  to  aggravate  the  enormity  of  this  woman's  conduct,  by 
p!acing  it  in  opposition  to  that  of  the  countess  of  Hertford ;  no  one  can  fail  to  observe 
how  nmch  more  amiable  it  is  to  relieve,  than  to  oppress,  and  to  rescue  innocence  from 
destruction,  than  to  destroy  without  an  injury, 

Mr.  Savage,  during  his  imprisonment,  his  trial,  and  the  time  in  which  he  lay  imder 
sentence  of  death,  behaved  with  great  firnmess  and  equality  of  mind,  and  confirmed 
by  hb  fortitude  the  esteem  of  those  who  before  admired  him  for  his  abilities^.  The 
peculiar  circumstances  of  hb  life  were  made  more  generally  known  by  a  short  account^, 

SI  Ste  died  Oct.  II,  1753,  at  her  bouse  io  Old  Bond  Street,  aged  aliove  fooraoore.  R, 
22  It  appears  that  during  his  confinement  he  wrote  a  letter  to  his  mother,  which  he  sent  toTheoptulai 
Cibber,  that  it  might  be  transmitted  to  her  through  the  means  of  Mr.  WUks.  In  his  l^ter  to  C^tbber 
he  says-—"  As  to  death,  I  am  easy,  and  dare  meet  it  like  a  man — all  that  touches  me  is  the  concern 
«f  my  friends,  and  a  reconcilement  with  my  mother — I  cannot  express  the  agony  I  felt  when  I  wrote 
the  letter  to  ber^if  you  can  6nd  any  decent  excuse  for  showing  it  to  Mrs.  Oldfield,  do ;  for  I  would 
ba^  aU  my  ftiends  (and  tbat  admirable  lady  in  particular)  be  satiffied  1  bm  doM  mf  duty  tnwaidi 
it^Dr.  Young  to  day  sent  me  a  letter,  most  passionately  kind."  IL 
»  Written  by  Mr.  B«ckiBghMB  aiid  VBOtto  ytnUeman.    Dr.  J. 

VOU  XL  » 
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which  was  then  published,  and  of  which  several  thousands  were  In  a  few  weeln  dispef- 
ted  over  the  nation :  and  the  compassion  of  mankind  operated  so  powerfully  in  his  favour, 
that  he  was  enabled,  by  frequent  presents,  not  only  to  support  himself,  but  to  assist  Mr. 
Gregory  in  prison;  and,  when  hovas  pardoned  and  released,  he  found  the  number  of 
bis  friends  not  lessened. 

The  nature  of  the  act  for  which  he  had  been  tried  was  in  itself  doubtful;  of  the  evi* 
dences  which  appeared  against  him,  the  character  of  the  man  was  not  unexceptionable, 
that  of  the  woman  notoriously  infamous;  she,  whose  testimony  chiefly  influenced  the 
jury  to  condemn  him,  afterwards  retracted  her  assertions.  He  always  himself  denied 
that  he  was  drunk,  as  had  been  generally  reported.  Mr.  Gregoiy,  who  is  now  (17^) 
Collector  of  Antigua,  is  said  to  declare  him  far  less  criminal  than  he  was  imagined, 
even  by  some  who  favoured  him ;  and  Page  himself  afterwards  confessed,  that  he  had 
treated  him  with  uncommon  rigour.  When  all  these  particulars  are  rated  togetheTi 
perhaps  the  memory  of  Savage  may  not  be  much  sullied  by  his  trial. 

Some  time  after  he  obtained  his  liberty,  he  met  in  the  street  the  woman  who  had 
sworn  with  so  much  malignity  against  him.  She  informed  him,  that  she  was  in  distress, 
and,  with  a  degree  of  confidence  not  easily  attainable,  desired  him  to  relieve  her.  He* 
instead  of  insulting  her  misery,  and  taking  pleasure  in  the  calamities  of  one  who  had 
brought  his  life  into  danger,  reproved  her  gently  for  her  perjury ;  and  changing  thf 
only  guinea  that  he  had,  divided  it  equally  between  her  and  himself. 

This  b  an  action  which  in  some  ages  would  have  made  a  saint,  and  perhaps  in  others 
a  hero,  and  which,  without  any  hyperbolical  encomiums,  must  be  allowed  to  be  an  in- 
stance of  uncommon  generosity,  an  act  of  complicated  virtue ;  by  which  he  at  once  re* 
lieved  the  poor,  corrected  the  vicious,  and  forgave  an  enemy ;  by  which  he  at  once  remit- 
ted  the  strongest  provocations,  and  exercised  the  most  ardent  charity. 

Compassion  was  indeed  the  distinguishing  quality  of  Savage ;  he  never  appeared 
inclined  to  take  advantage  of  weakness,  to  attack  the  defenceless,  or  to  press  upon  the 
falling:  whoever  was  distressed,  was  certain  at  least  of  his  good  wishes;  and  when  he 
could  give  no  assistance  to  extricate  them  from  misfortunes,  he  endeavoured  to  sooth 
them  by  sympathy  and  tenderness. 

But  when  his  heart  was  not  soflened  by  the  sight  of  misery,  he  was  sometimes  obsti* 
nate  in  his  resentment,  and  did  not  quickly  lose  the  remembrance  of  an  injury.  He 
always  continued  to  speak  witli  anger  of  the  insolence  and  partiality  of  Page^  and  a 
short  tune  before  his  death  revenged  it  by  a  satire  \ 

It  is  natural  to  inquire  in  what  terms  Mr.  Savage  spoke  of  this  fatal  action,  when  the 
danger  was  over,  and  he  was  under  no  necessity  of  using  any  art  to  set  his  conduct  in  tiw 
feirest  light.  He  was  not  willing  to  dwell  upon  it;  and,  if  he  transiently  mentioned  it, 
appeared  neither  to  consider  himself  as  a  murderer,  nor  as  a  man  wholly  free  from  the  guilt 
of  blood  ^.  How  much  and  how  long  he  regretted  it,  appeared  in  a  poem  which  he  pub* 
iished  many  years  afterwards.  On  occasion  of  a  copy  of  verses,  in  which  the  failings  of 
good  men  were  recounted,  and  in  which  the  author  had  endeavoured  to  illustrate  his  posi- 
tion, that  "  the  best  may  sometimes  deviate  from  virtue,''  by  an  mstance  of  murder  com* 
mittcd  by  Savage  in  the  heat  of  wine.  Savage  remarked,  that  it  was  no  very  just  represen* 
Ration  of  a  good  man,  to  suppose  iiim  liable  to  drunkenness  aud  disposed  in  his  riots  to 
cut  throats. 

S*  Printed  in  the  late  ooUecdmu 
*  in  OBA-of  hii  kttert  be  styles  it  «  a  fatal  q[uarrel,  but  too  well  kaowii^*'    Jh*  /• 
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He  wto  now  indeed  at  Uberty,  but  was,  as  before,  whhout  any  other  support  than 
Mckkntal  fkvours  and  uncertain  patronage  afforded  him ;  sources  by  which  he  was 
iomrtimps  tery  liberally  supplied,  and  which  at  other  times  were  suddenly  stopped ; 
10  that  he  spent  his  life  between  want  and  plenty ;  or,  what  was  yet  worse,  between 
beggary  and  extravagance ;  for,  as  whatever  he  received  was  the  gift  of  chance,  which 
■ugjht  as  wdl  fiivour  him  at  one  time  as  another,  he  was  tempted  to  squander  what  he 
had,  because  he  always  hoped  to  be  immediately  supplied. 

Another  cause  of  his  profiison  was  the  absuid  kindness  of  his  friends,  who  at  once 
lewafededand  enjoyed  his  abilities,  by  treating  him  at  taverns,  and  habituating  him  to 
pleasures  wliidi  he  could  not  afford  to  enjoy,  and  which  he  was  not  able  to  deny  him- 
mX,  though  he  purchased  the  luxuiy  of  a  sbgle  night  by  the  anguish  of  cold  and  hun« 
gcribr  •  week* 

The  experience  of  these  inoonveniences  determined  him  to  endeavour  after  some 
sdtled  income,  which,  having  long  foond  submission  and  entreaties  fruitless,  he  attempted 
to  extort  from  bis  mother  by  rougher  methods.  He  had  now,,  as  he  acknowledged, 
lost  that  tenderness  for  her,  which  the  whole  series  of  her  cruelty  had  not  been  able 
wholly  to  repress,  till  he  found,  by  the  eflforts  which  she  made  for  his  destruction,  that 
she  was  not  content  with  refusing  to  assist  him,  and  being  neutral  in  his  struggles  with 
poverty,  but  was  ready  to  snatch  every  opportunity  of  adding  to  his  misfortunes ;  and 
that  she  was  to  be  consklered  as  an  enemy  impkcably  malicious,  whom  nothing  but 
Us  blood  could  satisfy.  He  therefore  threatened  to  harass  her  with  lampoons,  and  to 
publish  a  copious  narrative  of  her  conduct,  unless  she  consented  to  purchase  an  exempt 
tion  from  infemy  by  allowing  him  a  pension. 

This  expedient  proved  successful.  Whether  shame  still  survived,  though  virtue  waa 
extinct,  or  whether  her  relations  had  more  delicacy  than  herself,  and  imagined  that  some 
of  the  darts  which  satire  might  point  at  her  would  glance  upon  them ;  lord  Tyrconnel, 
whatever  were  his  motives,  upon  his  promise  to  lay  aside  his  design  of  exposing  the 
cniel^  of  his  mother,  received  him  into  his  family,  treated  him  as  hb  equal,  and  en- 
gaged to  allow  him  a  pension  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

This  was  the  golden  part  of  Mr.  Savage's  life ;  and  for  some  time  he  had  no  reason 
to  complain  of  fortune;  his  appearance  was  splendid,  his  expenses  large,  and  his 
acquaintance  extensive.  He  was  courted  by  all  who  endeavoured  to  be  thought  men  . 
of  genius^  and  caressed  by  all  who  valued  themselves  upon  a  refined  taste.  To  ad« 
mue  Mr.  Savage,  was  a  proof  of  discernment;  and  to  be  acquainted  with  him,  was  a 
title  to  poetical  reputation.  Hb  presence  was  sufiident  to  make  any  place  of  public 
eotertaimnent  popuhir ;  and  his  approbation  and  example  constituted  the  fashion.  Sa 
powerful  is  genius,  when  it  b  invested  with  the  glitter  of  affluence !  Men  willingly  pay 
to  fortune  that  regard  which  they  owe  to  merit,  and  are  pleased  when  they  have  an 
opportAnty  at  once  of  gratifying  their  vanity,  and  practbing  their  duty. 

Thb  interval  of  prosperity  fumbhed  him  with  opportunities  of  enlarging  his  know- 
ledge of  human  nature,  by  contemplating  life  from  its  highest  gradations  to  its  lowest ; 
and,  had  he  afterwards  applied  to  dramatic  poetry,  he  would  perhaps  not  have  bad 
many  superiors;  for,  as  he  never  suffered  any  scene  to  pass  before  his  eyes  withoit 
notice,  he  had  treasured  in  hb  mind  all  the  different  combinations  of  passions,  and  the 
innumerable  mixtures  of  viee  and  virtue,  which  distinguish  one  character  from  another; 

S2 
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and;  as  his  conception  was  strong,  bis  expressions  were  clear,  he  easily  received  Hopies- 
sions  from  objects,  and  very  forcibly  ti*ansniitted  tbeni  to  others. 

Of  his  exact  observations  on  human  life  he  has  lefl  a  proof,  wliich  would  do  hunooi 
to  the  greatest  names,  in  a  small  pamphlet,  called  The  Author  to  Ik  Let  ^^  wbeic  h« 
introduces  Iscariot  Hackney,  a  prostitute  scribbler,  giving  an  account  of  his  birth,  bit 
education,  hb  disposition,  and  morals,  habits  of  life,  and  maxims  of  oondttct.  In  tbe 
introduction  are  related  many  secret  histories  6f  the  petty  writers  of  that  time,  but  some- 
times mixed  with  ungenerous  reflections  on  their  birth,  their  circumstances,  or  tlM>seof 
their  relations ;  nor  can  it  be  denied,  that  some  pas&ages  are  such  as  Iscariot  Hackney 
might  himself  have  produced. 

He  was  accused  likewise  of  living  in  an  appearance  of  friendsliip  with  some  whom 
lie  satirised,  and  of  making  use  of  the  confidence  which  he  gained  by  a  seemibf  kind* 
Bess,  to  discover  failmgs  and  expose  them :  it  must  be  confessed,  that  Mr.  Savage's 
esteem  was  no  very  certain  possession,  and  that  he  would  lampoon  at  one  tiaie  thoM 
whom  he  had  plaised  at  another. 

It  may  be  alleged,  that  the  same  man  may  change  his  principles ;  aed  tbart  he  who 
was  once  deservedly  commended  may  be  at^ehvards  satirised  with  equal  jnslk^ ;  or, 
that  the  poet  was  dazzled  with  the  appearance  of  virtue,  and  found  the  man  whom  be 
]kad  celebrated,  when  he  had  an  opportunity  of  examining  him  more  narrowly,  Qnwor> 
thy  of  the  panegyric  which  he  had  too  hastily  bestowed ;  and  that,  as  a  iakse  salinr 
^ught  to  be  recanted,  for  tlie  sake  of  him  whose  reputation  may  be  injured,  ftilse  praise 
ought  likewise  to  be  obviated,  lest  tlie  disjtiiicfion  between  vice  and  virtue  ^boukl  be 
lost,  lest  a  bad  man  should  be  trusted  upon  the  credit  of  his  encomiast,  or  lest  otben 
ihould  endeieivour  to  obtain  the  like  praises  by  the  same  means. 

But  though  these  excuses  may  be  oOen  plausible,  and  sometimes  just,  they  are  very 
•eldom  satisfactory  to  mankind ;  and  the  writer  who  is  not  constant  to  bis  subject, 
quickly  sinks  into  contempt,  his  satire  loses  its  force,  and  his  panegyric  its  value ;  and 
lie  is  only  con;9idered  at  one  time  as  a  flatterer,  and  as  a  calunmkitor  at  another. 

To  avoid  these  imputations,  it  is  only,  necessary  to  follow  the  rales  of  virtue,  and  to 
|>reserve  an  unvaried  regard  to  truth.  For  though  it  is  undoubtedly  possible  that  a 
man,  however  cautious,  may  be  sometimes  deceived  by  an  artful  appearance  of  virtue, 
er  by  false  evidences  of  guilt,  such  errours  will  not  be  frequent ;  and  it  will  be  allowed, 
that  the  name  of  an  author  would  never  have  been  made  contemptible,  had  no  man 
ever  said  v^at  he  did  not  think,  or  misled  others  but  when  he  was  himself  deceived. 

The  Author  to  be  Let  was  first  published  in  a  single  pamphlet,  and  afkrwards  inserted 
hk  a  collection  of  pieces  relating  to  the  Dunciad,  which  were  addressed  by  Mr.  Savage  to 
the  earl  of  Middlesex,  in  a  dedication  ^  which  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  sign^  tfaongh 
lie  did  not  write  it,  and  in  which  there  are  some  positions,  that  the  true  author  would  per- 
haps not  have  pul)Iished  under  his  own  name,  and  on  which  Mr.  Savage  afterwards  re- 
flected with  no  great  satisfaction;  the  enumeration  of  the  bad  efiects  of  the  uncontroled 
Ireedom  of  the  press,  and  the  assersion  that  the  liberties  taken  by  the  writers  o^  jour- 
nals mih  "  then:  superiors  were  exorbitant  and  unjustifiable,''  very  ill  became  men,  wb<r 
liave  themselves  not  always  shown  the  exactest  regard  to  the  laws  of  sabordnrntrao  ar 
tibeir  writings,  and  who  have  of^n  satirised  those  that  at  least  thought  themselves  tidr 

n^riinted  lahis  Werks^  V^U  h  p.  »^U  ^  Swt  p.  S^ 
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wpcriow,  M  tbey  were  emineiit  for  their  hereditary  rank,  and  employed  in  the  highest 
offices  oi  tbit  kiogdoni.  But  tliis  is  only  an  instance  of  that  partiality  which  almost 
CTeiy'imui  indulges  with  regard  to  himself:  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  a  blessing  H^en 
we  are  inclined  to  write  against  others,  and  a  calamity  when  we  find  ourselves  over- 
bonie  by  the  muititode  of  our  assailants ;  as  the  power  of  the  crown  is  always  thought 
too  great  by  those  who  sufitir  by  its  influence,  and  too  little  by  those  in  whose  favour 
it  is  exerted ;  and  a  standing  army  is  generally  accounted  necessaiy  by  those  who  com* 
mnd,  and  dangerous  and  oppressive  by  those  who  support  it. 

Mr.  Savage  was  likewise  very  far  from  believing  that  the  letters  annexed  to  each 
species  of  bad  poets  in  the  Bathos  were,  as  he  was  directed  to  assert,  *^  set  down  at 
nndom ;"  for  when  be  was  charged  by  one  of  his  friends  with  putting  his  name  to 
such  an  improbability,  he  had  no  other  answer  to  make  than  that  **  he  did  not  think  of 
it;"  and  bis  friend  bad  too  much  tenderness  to  reply,  that  next  to  the  crime  of  writing 
contrary  to  what  he  thought,  was  that  of  writing  without  thinking. 

After  liaving  remarked  what  is  fahe  in  this  dedication,  it  is  proper  that  I  observe  the 
ifl^Hirtiality  which  I  recommend,  by  declaring  what  Savage  asseited,  that  the  account 
of  the  cirenmsftmces  which  attended  the  publication  of  the  Dunciad,  however  strange 
tod  improbable,  was  exactly  trae. 

The  publication  of  this  piece  at  thb  time  raised  Mr.  Savage  a  great  number  of  ene* 
nucs  among  those  that  were  attacked  by  Mr.  iPope,  with  whom  he  was  considered  as  a 
kM  of  eosfederate,  and  whom  he  was  saspected  of  supplying  with  private  intelligence 
aod  secret  incidents,^:  so  that  the  ignominy  of  an  informer  was  added  to  the  terrour  o£ 
a  satirist. 

That  he  was  not  altogcthef  free  from  literary  hypocrisy,  and  that  he  sometimes  spoke 
one  thing  and  wrote  another,  cannot  be  denied ;  because  he  himself  confessed,  that; 
when  he  lived  in  great  familiarity  with  Dennis,  he  wrote  an  epigram  ^  against  him. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  set  all  the  malice  of  all  the  pigmy  writers  at  defiance,  and 
tliought  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Pope  ciieaply  purchased  by  being  exposed  to  their  cen- 
sure and  their  hatred  ;  nor  liad  he  any  reason  to  repent  of  the  preference,  for  he  found 
Mr.  Pope  a  steady  and  unalienable  friend  ahuost  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

About  this  time,  notwitiistanding  his  avowed  neutrality  with  regard  to  party,  he 
IMibtisbed  a  panegyric  on  sir  Robert  Walpole,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  by  bun  with 
twenty  guineas ;  a  sum  not  very  large,  if  either  the  excellence  of  the  performance,  or 
the  affluence  of  the  patron,  be  considered.;  but  greater  than  he  afterwards  obtained 
from  a  person  of  yet  higher  rank,  and  more  desirous  in  appearance  of  being  distin- 
gQished  as  a  patron  of  literature. 

As  he  was  very  far  fbom  approving  the  conduct  of  sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  m  con- 
versation mentioned  bun  sometimes  with  acrimony,  and  generally  with  contempt;  as 

*  This  epigram  was,  I  believe,  never  published. 

Should  Dennis  publish  you  had  stabb'd  your  brother,' 
LatupoonM  your  monarch,  or  debauch'd  your  mother ; 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had. 
Too  dull  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad  ^ 
On  one  so  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law. 
On  one  so  old  your  sword  you  scorn  to  draw. 
Uncag'd  then,  let  the  harmless  monster  rage, 
SMure  in  Maea,  n»dne»i  want,  and  age.    Jh^  /» 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


262  UFE  OF  SAVAGE. 

he  was  one  of  those  who  were  always  zealous  in  their  assertions  of  the  jostioe  of  the 
hite  opposition,  jealous  of  the  rights  of  the  people,  and  alarmed  by  the  IcMig-coDtinoed 
t^iiniph  of  the  court;  it  was  natural  to  ask  him  what  could  induce  him  to  emj^y  fail 
poetry  in  praise  of  that  man  who  was,  in  his  opinion,  an  enemy  to  liberty,  and  an  op- 
pressor of  his  country  ?  -He  alleged,  that  he  was  then  dependent  upon  the  lordTyrcon- 
Bel,  who  was  an  implicit  follower  of  the  ministry;  and  that,  being  enjoined  by  him,  sot 
without  menaces,  to  write  in  praise  of  his  leadei",  he  had  not  resolution  sufficient  to 
sacrifice  the  pleasure  of  affluence  to  tliat  of  integrity. 

On  this,  and  on  many  other  occasions,  he  was  ready  to  lament  the  miseiy  of  living 
at  the  tables  of  other  men,  which  was  his  fate  from  the  begmning  to  the  end  of  his  life^ 
for  I  know  not  whether  he  ever  had,  for  three  months  together,  a  settled  habilatioDy  in 
which  he  could  claim  a  right  of  residence. 

To  this  unhappy  state  it  is  just  to  impute  much  of  the  inconstancy  of  his  ooodud; 
for  though  a  readiness  to  comply  with  the  mclmation  of  others  was  no  part  of  his  natunl 
character,  yet  he  was  sometimes  obliged  to  relax  his  obstinacy,  and  submit  bis  own 
judgment,  and  even  his  virtue^  to  the  government  of  those  by  whom  he  was  supported: 
80  that,  if  his  miseries  were  sometunes  the  consequences  of  his  ^ults^  he  ought  not  yfi 
to  be  wholly  excluded  from  compassion,  l)ecause  his  faults  were  very  often  the  effects 
of  his  misfortunes. 

In  this  gay  period  ^  of  his  life,  while  he  was  surrounded  by  affluence  and  pleasure 
he  published  The  Wanderer,  a  moral  poem,  of  which  the  d^ign  is  comprised  in  then 
lines. 

I  fty  all  pablic  care,  all  Tenal  strife. 
To  try  the  still,  compared  with  active  life ; 
To  prove,  by  these,  the  sons  of  men  may  owe 
The  fruits  of  bliss  to  bursting  clouds  of  woe  ; 
That  ev'n  calamity,  by  thought  refin*d. 
Inspirits  and  adorns  the  thmking  mind. 

And  more  distinctly  in  the  following  passage: 

By  woe,  the  soul  to  daring  action  swells ; 

By  woe,  in  plaintless  patience  it  excels : 

From  patience,  prudent  clear  experience  springs. 

And  traces  knowledge  through  the  course  of  things ! 

Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thenoe  fortitude,  success. 

Renown : — ^whatc'cr  men  covet  and  caress. 

This  performance  was  always  considered  by  himself  as  hb  master-piece;  and  Ur. 
Pope,  when  he  asked  his  opinion  of  it,  told  him,  that  he  read  it  once  over,  and  was  oot 
displeased  with  it ;  that  it  gave  him  more  pleasure  at  the  second  perusal,  and  deKg^ 
bun  still  more  at  the  third. 

It  has  been  generally  objected  to  The  Wanderer,  that  the  disposition  of  the  parts  is 
irregular ;  that  the  design  is  obscure,  and  tlie  plan  perplexed ;  that  the  images,  however 
1)eautiful,  succeed  each  other  without  order ;  and  that  the  whole  performance  b  not  so 
much  a  regular  fabric,  as  aheap  of  shining  materials  thrown  together  by  accident,  which 
strikes  rather  with  the  solemn  magnificence  of  a  stupendous  ruin«  than  the  elegaat 
grandeur  of  a  finished  pile. 

»1799. 
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VoB  dHicisin  is  nniTersal,  and  therefore  it  is  reasonable  to  believe  it  at  least  in  a 
^reat  degree  just;  but  Mr.  Savage  was  always  of  a  contrary  opinion,  and  thought  his 
drift  could  oidy  be  missed  by  negligence  or  stupidity,  and  that  the  whole  plan  was  regular, 
tnd  the  parts  distinct. 

It  was  never  denied  to  abound  with  strong  representations  of  nature,  and  just  obser- 
va&Ds  upon  life ;  and  it  may  easily  be  observed,  that  most  of  his  pictures  have  an  evi- 
.  dent  tendency  to  illustrate  his  first  great  position,  ''  that  good  is  the  consequence  of 
fevL*  The  Sun  that  bums  up  the  mountains,  fructifies  the  vales ;  the  deluge  that  rushes 
down  the  broken  rocks  with  dreadful  impetuosity,  is  separated  into'purling  brooks ; 
ftnd  the  rage  of  the  hurricane  purifies  the  air. 

Even  in  this  poem  he  has  not  been  able  to  forbear  one  touch  upon  the  cruelty  of  hb 
mother,  which,  though  remarkably  delicate  and  tender,  is  a  proof  how  deep  an  impres* 
sion  it  had  upon  his  mind. 

This  must  be  at  least  acknowledged,  which  ought  to  be  thought  equivalent  to  many 
odier  excellencies,  that  this  poem  can  promote  no  other  purposes  than  those  of  vulue, 
and  that  it  is  written  with  a  very  strong  sense  of  the  efficacy  of  religion. 

But  my  province  is  rather  to  give  the  history  of  Mr.  Savage's  performances  than  to 
display  tfieir  beauties,  or  to  obviate  the  criticisms  which  they  have  occasioned ;  and 
therefore  I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  particular  passages  which  deserve  applause ;  I  shall 
neither  show  the  excellence  of  his  descriptions,  nor  expatiate  on  the  terrific  portrait  of 
suicide,  nor  point  out  the  artful  touches  by  which  he  has  distinguished  the  intellectual 
features  of  the  rebels  who  suffer  death  in  his  last  canto.  It  is,  however,  proper  to  observe* 
that  Mr.  Savage  always  declared  the  characters  wholly  fictitious^  and  without  the  least 
aHusion  to  any  real  persons  or  actions. 

From  a  poem  so  diligently  laboured,  and  so  successfully  finished,  it  might  be  rea- 
aonably  expected  that  he  should  have  gained  considerable  advantage ;  nor  can  it  with- 
out some  degree  of  indignation  and  concern  be  told,  that  he  sold  the  copy  for  ten 
guineas,  of  whidi  he  afterwards  returned  two,  that  the  two  last  sheets  of  the  work 
might  be  reprmted,  of  which  he  had  in  hb  absence  intrusted  the  correction  to  a 
friend,  who  was  too  indolent  to  perform  it  with  accuracy. 

A  superstitious  regard  to  the  correction  of  his  sheets  was  one  of  Mr.  Savage's  pecu- 
liarities: he  often  altered,  revised,  recurred  to  his  first  reading  or  punctuation,  and 
again  adopted  the  alteration ;  he  was  dubious  and  irresolute  wiUiout  end,  as  on  a  ques'- 
tion  of  the  last  hnportance,  and  at  last  was  seldom  satisfied :  the  mtrusion  or  omission 
of  a  comma  was  sufficient  to  discompose  him,  and  he  would  lament  an  errour  of  a  single 
letter  as  a  heavy  calamity.  In  one  of  his  letters  relating  to  an  impression  of  some 
verses,  he  remarks,  that  he  had,  with  regard  to  the  correction  of  the  proof,  "  a  spell 
upon  him  f  and  indeed  the  anxiety  with  which  he  dwelt  upon  the  minutest  and  most 
trifling  niceties  deserved  no  other  name  than  that  of  fascination. 

That  he  sold  so  valuable  a  performance  for  so  small  a  price,  was  not  to  be  imputed 
other  to  necessity,  by  which  the  learned  and  ingenious  are  often  obliged  to  submit  to 
very  hard  conditions ;  or  to  avarice,  by  which  the  booksellers  are  frequently  incited  1o 
oppress  that  genius  by  which  they  are  supported ;  but  to  that  mtemperate  desire  of  ' 
pleasure,  and  habitual  slavery  to  hb  passions,  which  involved  him  in  many  perplexities. 
He  happened  at  that  time  to  be  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  sofne  trifling  gratification. 
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mod,  being  without  money  ibr  the  present  occasion,  sold  his  poem  to  the  first  bidder, 
and  perhaps  for  the  first  price  that  was  proposed,  and  would  probahjy  have  been  con- 
tent with  less,  if  less  had  been  offered  him. 

This  poem  was  addressed  to  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  not  only  in  the  first  lines,  but  in  a 
formal  dedication  filled  wi|th  the  highest  strains  of  panegyric,  and  tlie  warmest  profes- 
sions of  gratitude,  but  by  no  means  remarkable  for  delicacy  of  connexion  or  elegance 
of  style. 

These  praises  in  a  short  time  he  found  himself  inclined  to  retract,  being  dt6carde4 
by  the  man  on  whom  he  had  bestowed  them,  and  whom  he  then  immediatel^f  di^cor 
vered  not  to  have  deserved  them.  Of  this  quarrel,  which  every  day  made  more  bitter, 
lord  Tyrconnel  and  Mr.  Savage  assigned  very  different  reasons,  which  (night  perhaps 
all  in  reality  concur,  though  they  were  not  all  convenient  to  be  alleged  by  either  part}*. 
Lord  Tyrconnel  affirmed,  that  it  was  tlie  constant  practice  of  Mr.  Savage  to  enter  a 
tavern  with  any  company  that  proposed  it,  drink-  the  most  expensive  wiftes  with  great 
profusion,  and  when  the  reckoning  was  demanded,  to  be  without  money :  if,  as  it  of^en 
happened,  his  company  were  willing  to  defray  his  part,  the  aflair  ended  without  any  ill 
consequences ;  but  if  they  were  refractory,  and  expected  that  the  wine  should  be  paid 
for  by  him  that  drank  it,  his  method  of  composition  was«  to  take  them  with  him  to  bis 
pwn  apartment,  assume  the  government  of  the  house,  and  order  the  butler  in  an 
imperious  manner  to  set  the  best  wine  in  the  cellar  before  hb  company,  who  often  drank 
till  they  forgot  the  respect  di/e  to  the  house  in  wluch  tliey  were  entertained,  indulged 
themselves  in  the  utmost  extravagance  of  merriment,  practised  the  most  licentious  fro- 
lics, and  committed  all  the  outrages  of  drunkenness. 

Nor  was  this  tlie  only  charge  which  lord  Tyrconnel  brought  against  him :  having 
given  him  a  collection  of  valuable  books,  stamped  with  his  own  arms^  he  had  the  mor- 
tification to  see  them  in  a  short  time  exposed  to  sale  upon  the  stalls,  it  being  usual  with 
Mr.  Savage,  when  he  wanted  a  small  sum,  to  take  his  b(^ks  to  the  pawnbroker. 

Whoever  was  acquainted  with  Mr.  Savage  easily  credited  both  these  ac<;,usatioDS : 
for  having  been  obliged,  from  his  first  entrance  into  the  world,  to  subsist  upon  expe- 
dients, affluence  was  not  able  to  exalt  him  above  them ;  and  so  much  was  he  delighted 
with  wine  and  conversation,  and  so  long  had  he  been  accustomed  to  live  by  chance, 
that  he  would  at  any  time  go  to  the  tavern  without  scruple,  and  trust  for  the  reckoning 
to  the  liberality  of  his  company,  and  frequently  of  company  to  whom  he  was  very  little 
known.  This  conduct  indeed  very  seldom  drew  upon  him  .  those  inconveniences  that 
might  be  feared  by  any  other  person ;  for  his  conversation  was  so  entertaining,  and  his 
address  so  pleasing,  tliat  few  thought  the  pleasure  which  they  received  from  bim  dearly 
purchased,  by  paying  for  his  wine.  It  was  his  peculiar  happiness,  that  he  scarcely 
ever  found  a  stranger,  whom  he  did  not  leave  a  friend ;  but  it  must  likewise  be  added* 
that  he  had  not  ofleu  a  friend  long,  without  obhging  bun  to  become  a  stranger. 

Mr.  Savage,  on  the  other  hand,  declared,  that  lord  Tyrconnel  quarrelled  ^  with  hiD, 
because  he  would  not  subtract  from  hb  own  luxury  and  extravagance  what  he  bad 
promised  to  allow  him,  and  that  his  resentment  was  only  a  plea  for  the  violation  of  bit 
promise.    He  asserted,  that  he  had  done  nothing  that  ought  to  exclude  liim  from  that 

3»  His  expression  in  one  of  his  letters  was,  "  that  lord  Tyrconnel  had  involved  his  QStatCi  and  therdbct 
poorly  «ought  an  occawn  to  qoanel  wxUl  him."    Dr,  /• 
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tabfiisleiice  which  he  thought  not  so  much  9  favour  as  9  deH  since  it  was  offered  hini 
upon  copditioua  which  he  had  never  broken;  and  that  his  only  f4uit  wa^  thathecouU 
pot  be  supported  with  nothing. 

He  acknowledged,  that  lord  Tyr^onnel  often  eiprted  him  to  regulate  his  method  of 
life,  and  not  to  spend  all  his  nights  in  taverns,  and  that  be  appeared  very  desirous  that 
he  would  pass  those  hours  with  him,  which  he  so  freely  besto^^ed  upon  others.  This 
demand  Mr.  Savage  considered  as  ^  censure  of  his  condu^rt,  which  he  could  nevec 
patiently  bear,  aud  which,  in  tiie  latter  s^id  cooler  parts  of  bis  life,  was  so  offensive  to 
him,  that  he  declared  it  as  his  resolution,  **  to  spurn  that  friend  who  should  presume  to 
dictate  to  him;"  and  it  is  not  likely  that  in  his  earlier  years  be  received  admonitiona 
with  more  calmness. 

He  was  likewise  inclined  tp  resent  such  expectations,  as  tending  to  infringe  his  liberty, 
of  which  he  was  very  jealous,  when  it  was  necessary  to  the  gratification  of  his  passions; 
and  declared,  that  the  requc^st  was  still  more  mi  reasonable,  as  tlie  company  to  which  he 
was  to  have  been  conhned  was  insupportahly  disagreeable.  Tliis  assersion  affords  ano- 
ther  instance  of  that  inconsistency  of  his  writings  with  his  conversation,  which  was  so 
often  to  t>e  observed.  He  forgot  how  lavishly  he  had,  in  his  dedication  to  The  Wan- 
derer, extolled  the  delicacy  and  the  penetration,  tiie  huma^iity  and  generosity,  the  caiH 
door  and  politeness  of  the  man,  whom,  when  he  no  longer  loved  him,  he  declared  to 
be  a  wretch  without  understandmg,  without  good-nature,  and  witliout  justice ;  pf  whose 
name  he  thought  himself  .obliged  to  leave  no  trace  in  any  future  edition  of  his  writings  s 
and  accordingly  blotted  it  out  of  that  copy  of  The  Wanderer  which  was  in  his  handsb 

During  his  continuance  with  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  he  wrote  The  Triumph  of  Health  and 
Mirth,  on.  the  recovery  of  lady  Tyrconnel  from  a  languishing  illness.  This  perform* 
ance  is  remarkable,  not  only  for  tlie  gaiety  of  the  ideas,  and  tlie  melody  of  the  nunt- 
bers,  but  for  the  agreeable  fiction  upon  which  it  is  formed.  Mirth,  overwhelmed 
with  sorrow  for  the  sickness  of  her  favourite,  takes  a  flight  in  quest  of  her  sistec 
Health,  whom  she  finds  reclined  upon  the  brow  oi  a  Jofty  mountain,  amidst  the  frisb» 
grance  of  perpetual  spring,  with  the  breezes  of  the  morning  sporting  about  her.  Being 
solicited  by  her  sister  Mirth,  slie  readily  promises  her  assistance,  flues  away  in  a  cIoud» 
and  impregnates  the  waters  of  Bath  with,  new  virtues,  by  which  the  sickness,  of  Belinda, 
is  relieved. 

As  tbje  reputation  of  bis  abilities,  the  particuliar  circumsUnces  of  his  birth  aud  life,  the, 
splendour  of  his  appearance,  and  the  distinction  which  was  for  some  time  paid  him  by 
lord  Tyrconnel,  entitled  him  to  familiarity  with  persons  of  higher  rank  than  those  to. 
whose  conversation  he  had  been  before  admitted ;  he  did  not  fail  to  gratify  that  curiosity 
whicli  induced  him  to  take  a  nearer  view  of  those  whom  their  birth,  their  employments^ 
or  th^r  fortunes^  necessarily  place  at  a  distance  from  the  greatest  part  of  mankind,  and 
to  examine  whether  their  merit  was  magnified  or  dimiuished  by  the  medium  througU. 
which  it  was  contemplated ;  whether  the  splendour  with  which  they  dazzled  their  ad- 
mirers was  inherent  in  themselves,  or  only  reflected  on  tl^em.  by  the  objects  that  sur- 
rounded them ;  and  whether  great  men  Were  selected  for  high  stations,  or  high  stations 
made  great  men. 

For  this  purpose  he  toolf  all  opportunities  of  conversing  familiarly  with  those  who 
were  most  conqpicuous  at  that  time  for  their  power  or  theijc  influence;  he  watched 
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thdr  looser  moments,  and  examined  Iheir  domestic  behanour,  ivith  that  acnteneu 
which  Batare  had  given  him,  and  which  the  uncommon  variety  of  his  lif^  had  contii- 
bated  to  increase,  and  that  inquisitiveness  which  must  always  be  produced  in  a  Tigor- 
OQs  mmd,  by  an  absolute  freedom  from  all  pressing  or  domestic  engagements. 

His  discernment  was  quick,  and  therefore  he  soon  found  in  eveiy  person,  and  in 
erery  affiiir,  something  that  deserved  attention ;  he  was  supported  by  othen  without 
any  care  for  himself,  and  was  therefore  at  leisure  to  pursue  his  observations. 

More  circumstances  to  constitute  a  critic  on  human  life  could  not  easily  concur; 
^lor  mdeed  could  any  man,  who  assumed  from  accidental  advantages  more  praise  than 
lie  could  justly  claim  from  his  real  merit,  admit  any  acquaintance  more  dangerous  than 
that  of  Savage :  of  whom  likewise  it  must  be  confessed,  that  abilities  really  exalted 
above  the  common  level,  or  virtue  refined  from  passion,  or  proof  agamst  comption« 
could  not  easily  find  an  abler  judge,  or  a  warmer  advocate. 

What  was  the  result  of  Mr.  Savage's  mquiry,  though  he'  was  not  much  accustomed 
to  conceal  his  discoveries,  it  may  not  be  entirely  safe  to  relate,  because  the  persons 
whose  characters  he  criticised  are  powerful ;  and  power  and  resentment  are  seldom 
strangers ;  nor  would  it  perhaps  be  wholly  just,  because  what  he  asserted  in  conversa- 
tion might,  though  true  in  general,  be  heightened  by  some  momentary  ardour  of  ima- 
gination, and,  as  it  can  be  delivered  only  from  memory,  may  be  imperfectly  reprc- 
tented ;  so  that  the  picture,  at  first  aggravated,  and  then  unskilfully  copied,  may  be 
justly  suspected  to  retain  no  great  resemblance  of  the  original. 

It  may,  however,  be  observed,  that  he  did  not  appear  to  have  formed  very  elcTated 
ideas  of  those  to  whom  the  administration  of  afiairs,  or  the  conduct  of  parties,  has 
been  intrusted ;  who  have  been  considered  as  advocates  of  the  crown,  or  the  guardians 
of  the  people;  and  who  have  obtained  the  most  implicit  confidence,  and  the  loudest 
applauses.  Of  one  parliculiar  person,  who  has  been  at  one  time  so  popular  as  to  be  gene* 
rally  esteemed,  and  at  another  so  formidable  as  to  be  universally  detested,  he  observed, 
that  his  acquisitions  had  been  small,  or  that  his  capacity  was  narrow,  and  that  the  whole 
range  of  his  mind  was  from  obscenity  to  politics,  and  from  politics  to  obscenity. 

But  the  opportunity  of  indulging  his  speimlations  on  great  characters  was  now  at  an 
end.  He  was  banbhed  from  the  table  of  lord  Tyrconnel,  and  tuined  again  adrift 
upon  the  worid,  without  prospect  of  finding  quickly  any  other  harbour.  As  prudence 
was  not  one  of  the  virtues  by  which  he  was  distinguished,  he  had  made  no  provision 
against  a  misfortune  like  this.  And  though  it  is  not  to  be  imagined  but  that  the  sepa- 
ration must  for  some  time  have  been  preceded  by  coldness,  peevishness,  or  neglect, 
though  it  was  undoubtedly  the  consequetrce  of  accumulated  provocations  on  bothies; 
yet  every  one  that  knew  Savage  will  readily  believe,  that  to  him  it  was  sudden  as  a 
stroke  of  thunder;  that,  though  he  might  have  transiently  suspected  it,  he  had  never 
aufiered  any  thought  so  nnpleasing  to  smk  into  his  mind;  but  that  he  had  driven  it 
away  by  amusements,  or  dreams  of  future  felicity  and  affluence,  and  had  never  taken 
any  measures  by  which  lie  might  prevent  a  precipitation  from  plenty  to  indigence. 

This  quarrel  and  separation,  and  the  difficulties  to  which  Mr.  Savage  was  exposed 
by  them,  were  soon  known  both  to  his  friends  and  enemies ;  nor  was  it  long  before  he 
perceived,  from  the  behaviour  of  both,  how  much  is  added  to  the  livtre  of  genius  hj 
the  ornaments  of  weahfa. 
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His  eondilkMi  did  not  appear  to  excite  much  compassion ;  for  he  had  not  alwa^ 
been  careful  Id  use  the  advantages  he  enjoyed  with  that  moderation  which  ought  til 
have  been  with  more  than  usual  caution  preserved  by  him,  who  knew,  if  he  had  re^ 
ieded,  that  he  was  only  a  dependent  on  the  bounty  of  another,  whom  he  could  expect 
to  support  him  no  longer  than  he  endeavoured  to  preserve  his  favour  by  complying  with 
hii  inclinations,  and  whom  he  neverthdess  set  at  defiance,  and  was  continually  irritating 
by  negligence  or  encroachments. 

Eiamples  need  not  be  sought  at  any  great  distance  to  prove,  that  superiority  of  for- 
tune has  a  natural  tendency  to  kindle  pride,  and  that  pride  seldom  fails  to  exert  itself 
ID  contempt  and  insult ;  and  if  this  is  often  the  efiect  of  hereditary  wealth,  and  of  ho- 
noun  enjoyed  only  by  the  merit  of  others,  it  is  some  extenuaticHi  of  any  indecent 
trianiphs  to  which  this  nuhappy  man  may  have  been  betrayed,  that  his  prosperity  was 
be^btened  by  the  force  of  novelty,  and  made  more  intoxicating  by  a  sense  of  the  misery 
m  which  he  had  so  long  languished,  and  perhaps  of  the  insults  which  he  had  formerly 
borne,  and  which  he  might  now  think  himself  entitled  to  revenge.  It  is  too  common 
for  those  who  have  unjustly  suffered  pain,  to  inflict  it  likewise  in  their  turn  with  the 
same  iiijnstiee,  and  to  imagine  that  they  have  a  right  to  treat  others  as  they  have  them« 
aehes  been  treated. 

That  Mr.  Savage  was  too  much  elevated  by  any  good  fortune,  is  generally  known  ; 
and  some  passages  of  his  Introduction  to  The  Author  to  be  Let,  sufficiently  show,  that 
he  did  not  wholly  refrain  from  such  satire,  as  ne  afterwards  thought  very  unjust  when 
be  was  exposed  to  it  himself;  for,  when  he  was  afterwards  ridiculed  in  the  character 
of  a  distretted  poet,  he  very  easily  discovered,  that  distress  was  not  a  proper  subject 
for  merriment,  nor  topic  of  invective.  He  was  then  able  to  discern  jthat  if  misery  be 
the  eflfect  of  virtue,  it  ought  to  be  reverenced ;  if  of  ill-fortune,  to  be  pitied ;  and  if  of 
noe,  not  to  be  insulted,  because  it  is  perhaps  itself  a  pumshment  adequate  to  the  crime 
by  which  it  was  produced.  And  the  humanity  of  that  man  can  deserve  no  panegyric, 
who  is  capable  of  reproaching  a  criminal  in  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 

But  these  reflections,  though  they  readily  occurred  to  him  in  the  first  and  last  parts 
of  his  life,  were,  I  am  afraid,  for  a  long  time  forgotten ;  at  least  they  were,  like  many 
other  maxims,  treasured  up  in  his  mind  rather  for  show  than  use,  and  operated  veiy 
little  upon  his  conduct,  however  elegantly  he  might  sometimes  explain,  or  however 
forcibly  he  might  inculcate,  them. 

His  degradation,  therefore,  from  the  condition  which  he  had  enjoyed  with  such  wan* 
ton  tiious^tlessness,  was  considered  by  many  as  an  occasion  of  triumph.  Those  vtiio 
had  before  paid  theur  court  to  bun  without  success,  soon  returned  the  contempt  which 
they  had  suffered ;  and  they  who  had  received  favours  from  him,  for  of  such  favours  as 
be  could  bestow  he  was  very  liberal,  did  not  always  remember  them.  So  much  more 
certain  are  the  effects  of  resentment  than  of  gratitude:  it  is  not  only  to  many  more 
pleasbg  to  recollect  those  faults  which  place  others  below  them,  than  those  virtues  by 
which  they  are  themselves  comparatively  depressed ;  but  it  is  likewise  more  easy  to 
neglect,  than  to  recompense ;  and  though  there  are  few  who  will  practise  a  laborious 
virtue,  there  will  never  he  vranting  multitudes  that  will  indulge  in  easy  vice. 

Savage,  however,  vras  very  little  disturbed  at  the  marks  of  contempt  which*  his  ill- 
foitnne  brought  upon  him^  from  those  whom  he  never  esteemed^  and  with  whom  he 
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'  coDsidered  himself  as  levelled  by  any  calamities:  aod  tboagfa  it  vm  not  wilboat 
fome  uneasioess  that  he  saw  some,  whose  friendship  he  valuedt  change  Uieir  behaviour ; 
he  yet  observed  their  coldness  without  much  emotioD^  coDsidered  tbem  «8  the  slaves 
•f  lbrtiuie>  and  the  wcursluppers  of  prosperity^  and  was  more  iacliued  to  despise.  Uiein» 
ftao  to  lament  himself. 

R  does  not  appear  that,  after  this  return  of  his  wants»  be  fouad  maiikmd  equally 
ftvourable  to  him,  as  at  his  first  appearance  in  the  world.  His  story,  though  in  reality 
■oC  Fc9s  melancholy,  was  less  affecting,  because  it  was  no  longer  new ;  it  therefore  pro- 
cured hRB  BO  new  friends ;  and  those  that  had  formerly  relieved  him,  thought  they  might 
jmm  con«gn  him  to  others.  He  was  now  likewise  considered  by  many  rather  tm  crimi* 
wai,  than  as  unhappy ;  for  the  friends  of  lord  Tyrconnel,  and  of  his  mother,  were  sat- 
ficiently  industrious  to  pubUsb  hb  weaknesses^  which  were  indeed  very  numerous  ;*  and 
■othiog  was  forgotten,  that  might  make  him  either  hateful  or  ridiculous. 

Zt  camiot  but  be  imagined,  that  such  representations  of  his  faults. must  make  great 
mnnbers  less  sensible  of  his  distress;  many,  who  had  only  an  (^porUuiify  to  hear  eae 
part,  made  no  scruple  to  propagate  the  account  which  they  received ;  many  assisled 
Iheif  circulation  from  malice  or  revenge;  and  perhaps  many  pretended  t<^  credit 
Aem,  that  they  might  with  a  better  grace  withdraw  their  regsu-d,  or  with-boU  thcis 
assistance^ 

Savage,  however,  was  not  one  of  those  who  suff^ed  himself  to  be  injured  without 
assistance,  nor  was  less  diligent  in  exposhig  tlie  £iults  of  lord  Tyrconnel ;  orer  whom 
,  fte  obtained  at  feast  this  advantage,  that  he  drove  him  first  to  tlie  practice  of  outrage  and 
iriokDce;  for  he  was  so  much  provoked  by  the  wit  and  virulence  of  Salvage,  that  he 
came  with  a  number  of  attendants,  that  did  no  honour  to  his  courage,  to  beat  him  at 
a  cofiee-house.  But  it  happened  that  he  had  left  the  place  a  few  minutes;  and  his 
lordship  had,  without  dtmger,  the  pleasure  of  bou&liog  how  he  would  have  treated  him. 
Mr*  Savage  went  next  day  to  repay  his  visit  at  his  own  house;  but  wasprcvaulcd  oa« 
iy  his  domestics,  to  retire  without  insistuig  upon  seeing  him« 

Lord  Tyrconnel  was  accused  by  Mr.  Savage  of  some  actions,  which  scarcely  any 
provocations  will  be  thought  sufficient  to  justify;  such  as  seizing  what  he  had  iu  his 
lodgings,  and  other  instances  of  wanton  cruelty,  by  which  he  increased  the  distress  of 
Savage,  without  any  advantage  to  himself. 

These  mutual  accusations  were  retorted  on  both  sides,  for  many  years,  with  the  ut- 
most degree  of  virulence  and  rage ;  and  time  seemed  rather  to  augment  than  diminish 
their  resentment.  That  the  anger  of  Mr.  Savage  should  be  kept  alive,  is  not  strange,; 
because  he  felt  every  day  the  consequences  of  the  quarrel ;  but  it  m|gbt  reasonably 
have  been  hoped,  that  lord  Tyrconnel  might  have  relented,  and  at  length  have  fbigofr 
those  provocations,  which,  however  they  might  have  once  inflamed  him,  had  not  in 
reality  mudi  hurt  him. 

The  spirit  of  Mr.  Savage  indeeed  never  suffered  him  to  solicit  a  reconciUatimi;  he 
xetumed  reproach  for  reproach,  and  insult  for  insult;  his  superiority  of  wit  supphed 
the  disadvantages  of  his  fortune,  and  enabkd  him  to  fi>im  a  party,  and  pr^udice  great 
numbers  in  his  favour. 

But  though  this  nought  be  some  gratification  of  his  vanity,  it  afiforded  very  little  relief 
la  his  necessities;  and  he  was  very  frequently  redoced  to  ua<K>mmon  hardships^  o£ 
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WUcb,  bowewr,  be  never  made  any  mean  or  importuiiate  coibplaii^s,  beiiq;  fanned 
rather  to  bear  misery  with  fortitude,  than  enjoy  prosperity  with  moderation. 

He  now  tbought  birnseif  again  at  liberty  to  expose  the  cruelty  of  his  mother;  and 
Iberelbre,  I  believe,  about  this  time,  puUislied  The  Bastard,  a  poem  remarkable  for 
tbe  vivacious  salHes  of  tbouglit  in  the  beginnini^  where  he  n^akes  a  pompous  enumene 
tion  of  the  imaginary  advantages  of  base  birth ;  and  tbe  pathetk  sentiments  at  tba 
end,  where  he  recounts  tbe  real  calamities  which  he  sufiered  by  the  crime  of  ki$ 
parents. 

Tbe  vigonr  and  spirit  «f  the  verses,  tbe  pecuHar  drcumstanees  of  tbe  author,  tbe 
novelty  of  the  subject,  and  the  notoriety  of  tiie  story  to  which  the  allusions  are  made^ 
procured  Ais  pferfonnance  a  very  favonrabk  reception;  great  numbers  wese  imne- 
dialely  dispersed,  and  editions  were  raoltiplied  with  unusual  rapidity. 

One  cirevmstance  attended  the  fKiblicalion  which  Savage  used  to  relate  with  grejft 
.satisliK^lion.  Hb  mother,  to-wboin  the  poem  was  with  '^  due  reverence"  inscribed*  ba|^ 
pened  then  to  be  at  Bath,  where  she  could  not  conveniently  retire  from  censor^ 
or  coaceel  herself  from  observation;  and  no  sooner  did  tlie  reputation  of  the  poem 
begin  to  spread,  than  she  heard  it  repeated  in  aU  fdaces  of  concourse ;  nor  could  she 
enter  the  assembly-rooms,  or  cross  the  walks,  wkboul  being  saluted  with  some  lines 
Irom  The  Bastard. 

This  was  perhaps  the  first  time  that  she  ever  discovered  a  sense  of  shame,  and  0m 
Ais  occasion  tlie  power  of  wit  was  very  conspicuous ;  the  wretch  who  had  withoift 
scmple  proclaimed  herself  an  adulteress,  and  who  had  first  endeavoured  to  starve  ber 
8^,  tiien  to  transport  him,  and  afterwards  to  hang  him,  was  not  able  to  bear  tbe 
represeatatk>n  of  her  own  conduct;  but  fled  from  reproach,  though  she  felt  no  pais 
from  guilt,  and  left  Bath  with  tlie  utmost  haste,  to  shelter  herself  among  tbe  crowdi 
«f  London. 

Thus  Savage  had  tlie  satisfaction  of  finding,  that,  though  he  could  not  leferm  hk 
motber,  he  could  pimish  her^  and  that  he  did  not  always  suffer  alone. 

The  pfeasnre  which  he  received  from  this  increase  of  bis  poetical  reputatkm,  wai 
sufiicieut  for  some  time  to  overbalance  the  miseries  of  want,  which  this  performanot 
^d  not  much  alleviate ;  for  it  was  sold  for  a  very  trivial  sum  to  a  bookseller,  wbo^ 
thovgh  the  success  was  so  uncommon  that  five  impressions  were  sold,  of  whkh  manj 
wefe  undoubtedly  very  numenms,  had  not  generosity  sufficient  to  admit  the  unhappy 
writer  to  any  port  of  the  profit. 

The  sale  of  this  poem  was  always  men^nedby  Savage  with  tbe  utmost  elevation  of 
heart,  and  referred  to  by  him  as  an  incontestible  proof  of  a  general  acknowledgment 
of  his  alyitities.  It  was  mdeed  tbe  only  production  of  which  he  could  justly  boast  m 
general  reception. 

But  thongh  be  did  not  lose  the  opportunity  which  success  gave  bun  of  setting  a  high 
nta  on  bis  abilities,  bat  paid  due  deference  to  the  suffrages  of  mankind  when  they 
were  ^en  in  his  favour,  he  did  not  suffer  his  esteem  of  himself  to  depend  npoii 
others,  nor  fennd  any  thing  sacred  in  the  voice  of  tbe  people  when  they  were  mclined 
ta  oenmre  kirn;  be  then  readfly  showed  the  folly  of  expecting  that  the  public  should 
J^ge  n^^  observed  how  slowly  poetical  merit  had  often  forced  its  way  into  the 
TCddi  he  cpntenlcA  bwdyf  witb  the  apptansa  of  men  of  judgamt^and  was  i 
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what  disposed  to  exclude  all  those  from  the  chaiacter  of  men  of  jndgmeBt  iriio  did 
not  applaud  hira« 

But  he  was  at  other  times  more  jfavonrable  to  mankind  than  to  think  them  bfiiid  to 
the  beauties  of  his  works,  and  imputed  the  slowness  of  thenr  sale  to  other  canses :  either 
they  were  published  at  a  time  when  the'  town  was  empty,  or  when  the  attention  of  th^ 
public  was  engrossed  by  some  struggle  in  the  pariiament,  or  some  other  object  <tf 
general  concetn ;  or  they  were  by  the  neglect  of  the  publisher  nor  diligently  diqiened^ 
or  by  his  avarice  not  advertised  with  sufficient  frequency.  Address,  or  industry,  or 
liberality,  was  always  wanting ;  and  the  blame  was  laid  raUier  on  any  person  than  tfa^. 
author. 

By  arts  like  these,  arts  which  every  man  practises  in  some  degree,  and  to  which 
too  much  of  the  little  tranquility  of  life  is  to  be  ascpbed.  Savage  was  always  oble  to 
live  at  peace  with  himself.  Had  he  indeed  only  made  use  of  these  expedients  to  alle- 
Tiate  the  loss  of  want  of  fortune  or  reputation,  or  any  other  advantage  which  it  is  nol 
in  man's  power  to  bestow  upon  hunself,  they  might  have  been  justly  mentioned  as 
instances  of  a  philosophical  mind,  and  very  properly  proposed  to  the  imitation  of  mol- 
titudes,  who,  for  want  of  diverting  their  imaginations  with  the  same  dexterify^  languish 
under  afflictions  which  might  be  easily  removed. 

It  were  doubtless  to  be  wished,  that  truth  and  reason  were  universally  {Hevalent; 
that  every  thing  were  esteemed  accordmg  to  its  real  value ;  and  that  men  would  secure 
themselves  from  being  disappomted  in  their  endeavours  after  faa|^ess,  by  placing  it 
only  in  virtue,  which  is  always  to  be  obtained ;  but,  if  adventitious  and  foreign  pleasures 
must  be  pursued,  it  would  be  perhaps  of  some  benefit,  since  that  punuit  must  frequent 
ly  be  fruitless,  if  the  practice  of  Savage  could  be  taught,  that  folly  might  be  an  anti- 
dote to  folly,  and  one  fallacy  be  obviated  by  another. 

But  the  danger  of  thb  pleasing  intoxication  must  not  be  concealed ;  nor  indeed  can 
any  one,  after  having  observed  the  life  of  Savage,  need  to  be  cautioned  against  it.  By 
imputing  none  of  his  miseries  to  himself,  he  continued  to  act  upon  the  same  principles. 
aud  to  follow  the  same  path ;  was  never  made  wiser  by  his  sufferings,  nor  preserved 
by  one  misfortune  from  falling  into  another.  He  proceeded  throughout  his  life  to 
tread  the  same  steps  on  the  same  circle ;  always  applauding  his  past  conduct,  or  at  least 
forgetting  it,  to  amuse  himself  with  phantoms  of  ha|4>iness,  which  were  dancing  before 
him ;  and  willingly  turned  his  eyes  from  the  light  of  reason,  when  it  would  have  dis- 
covered the  illusion,  and  shown  him,  what  he  never  wished  to  see,  his  real  state. 

He  is  even  accused,  after  having  lulled  his  imagination  with  those  Ideal  ojMates,  of 
having  tried  the  same  experiment  upon  his  conscience ;  and,  having  accustomed  himself 
to  impute  all  deviatbns  from  the  right  to  foreign  causes,  it  is  certain  that  he  was  upon 
every  occasion  too  easily  reconciled  to  himself;  and  that  he  appeared  veiy  little  to  re- 
gret those  practices  which  had  impaired  liis  reputation.  The  reining  errour  of  his  life 
was,  that  he  mistook  the  love  for  the  practice  of  virtue,  and  was  indeed  not  so  much  a 
good  man,  as  the  friend  of  goodness. 

This  at  least  must  be  allowed  hun,  that  he  always  preserved  a  strmig  sense  of  the 
dignity,  the  beauty,  and  the  necessity  rf  vhrtue;  and  that  he  never  contributed  deli- 
berately to  spread  corruption  amongst  mankind.  His  actk>ns,  which  we^  gmenBj 
precqpitate,  were  oflten  blaibeable;  but  his  writings,  being  the  pcodoctiont  of  studr. 
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luifonDly  tended  to  die  exalUtioii  of  the  miud,  and  the  propagatioa  of  mondity  %ad 
piety. 

These  writings  may  improve  nuuikind,  when  his  failings  shall  be  forgotten;  and 
therefore  he  must  be  considered,  upon  the  whole,  as  a  benefactor  to  the  worid ;  nor 
can  his  personal  example  do  any  hurt,  since  whoever  hears  of  his  £ciults  will  hear  of  the 
miseries  which  they  brought  upon  him,  and  which  would  deserve  less  pity,  had  not  his 
conditioa  been  ludi  as  made  his  faults  pardonable.  He  may  be  considered  as  a  child 
exposed  to  all  the  temptations  of  indigence,  at  an  age  when  resolution  was  not  yet 
strengthened  by  conviction,  nor  virtue  confirmed  by  habit;  a  circumstance  which,  i^ 
his  Bastard,  he  laments  in  a  very  affecting  manner : 

■No  Mother's  cave 

Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer; 

No  Father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  maintain'd, 

Gafl'd  forth  ray  virtues,  or  from  vice  restrained. 

The  Bastard,  however  it  might  provoke  or  mortify  his  mother,  could  not  be  expeded 
to  melt  her  to  compasfflon,  so  that  he  was  still  under  the  same  want  of  the  necessaries 
of  life ;  and  he  therefore  exerted  all  the  interest  which  his  wit,  or  his  birth,  or  his  mis- 
fortunes, could  procure,  to  obtain,  upon  the  death  of  Eusden,  the  place  of  poet  laureate 
and  prosecuted  hb  application  with  so  much  diligence,  that  the  king  publicly  declared 
it  his  intention  to  bestow  it  upon  him ;  but  such  was  the  fate  of  Savage,  that  even  the 
kin^  when  he  intended  his  advantage,  was  disappointed  in  his  schemes ;  for  the  lord 
chamberiain,  who  has  the  disp<)sal  of  the  laurel,  as  one  of  tlie  appendages  of  hb  ofHcc, 
either  did  not  know  the  kmg's  design,  or  did  not  approve  it,  or  thought  the  nomination 
of  fhe  laureat  an  encroachment  upon  his  rights,  and  therefore  bestowed  the  laurel 
upoa  Colley  Cibber. 

Mr.  Savage,  thus  disappointed,  took  a  resolution  of  applying  to  the  queen,  that, 
having  cmce  given  him  life,  she  would  enable  him  to  support  it,  and  therefore  published 
a  short  poem  on  her  birth  day,  to  which  he  gave  the  odd  title  of  Volunteer  Laureat 
The  event  of  this  essay  he  has  himself  related  in  the  following  letter,  which  he  prefixed 
to  the  poem,  when  he  afterwards  reprinted  it  m  The  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
whenee  I  have  copied  it  entue,  as  this  was  one  of  the  few  attemj^ts  in  which  Mr.  Savage 
sncoeeded* 

**  Mr.  Urban, 

^  In  your  Magazine  for  February  yon  published  the  last  Vohmteer  Laureat,  written 
on  a  very  meUmcholy  occasion,  the  death  of  the  royal  patroness  of  arts  and  literature 
m  general,  and  of  the  author  of  that  poem  in  partkular ;  I  now  send  you  the  first  that 
Hn  Savage  wrote  imder  that  title. — This  gentleman,  notwithstanding  a  very  consi- 
derable interest,  being,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Eusden,  disappointed  of  the  laureates 
place,  wrote  the  following  verses ;  which  were  no  sooner  published,  but  the  late  queen 
aent  to  •  bookseller  for  them.  Hie  author  had  not  at  that  thne  a  friend  either  to  get  him 
bitrodnoed,  or  his  poem  presented  at  court ;  jei,  such  was  the  unspeakable  goodness 
of  that  princess,  that,  notwithstanding  this  act  of  ceremony  was  wantuig,  in  a  few  days 
after  pnUieatioto,  Mr.  Savage  received  a  bank-bill  of  fifVy  pounds,  and  a  gracious  mes- 
aage  from  her  miyesty,  by  the  lord  North  «nd  Guilford,  to  this  efiect :  *  That  lie^ 
auyesty  wa«  hi|^ly  pleased  with  the  verses;  that  she  took  particularly  kind  his  lines 
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Oere  rdating  to  the  kitig;  that  he  had  penntssion  to  write  annually  on  the  same  snh* 
ject ;  and  that  he  should  yearly  receive  the  like  present,  till  something  better  (which 
wa&  her  majesty's  intention)  could  be  done  for  him/  After  this  he  wKs  permitted  to 
present  one  of  his  annual  poems  to  her  majesty,  had  the  honour  of  kissing  her  hand, 
nd  met  with  the  most  gracious  reception. 

Yours,  &C.'' 

Such  was  the  performance  ^,  and  such  its  reception ;  a  reception,  which,  though  by 
no  means  unkind,  was  yet  not  in  the  highest  degree  generous ;  to  chain  down  the  ge- 
nius of  a  writer  to  an  annual  panegyric,  showed  in  the  queen  too  much  desire  of  hear* 
ing  her  own  praises,  and  a  greater  regard  to  herself  than  to  him  on  whom  her  bounty 
was  conferred.  It  was  a  kind  of  avaricious  genero^y,  by  which  flattery  was  rather 
purchased  than  genius  rewarded. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  had  formerly  given  him  the  same  allowance  with  much  more  heroic 
intention :  she  had  no  other  view  tlian  to  enable  him  to  prosecute  his  studies^  and  to 
tet  himself  above  the  want  of  assistance,  and  was  contented  with  doing  good  without 
stipulating  for  encomiums. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  was  not  at  liberty  to  make  exceptions,  but  was  ravished  with 
the  favours  which  he  had  received,  and  probably  yet  more  with  those  which  he  was 
promised:  he  considered  himself  now  as  a  favourite  of  the  queen,  and  did  not  doubt 
but  a  few  annual  poems  would  establish  him  in  some  profitable  employment 

He  therefore  assumed  the  title  of  Volunteer  Laureat,  not  without  some  reprehensions 
from  Gibber,  who  informed  him,  that  the  title  of  Laureat  was  a  mark  of  honour  conferred 
by  the  king,  from  whom  all  honour  is  derived,  and  which  therefore  no  man  has  a  right  to 
bestow  upon  himself;  and  added,  that  he  might  with  equal  propriety  style  himself  a  volun- 
teer lord,  or  volunteer  baronet.  It  cannot  be  denied  tltat  the  remark  was  just;  but  Savage 
did  not  think  any  title,  which  was  conferred  upon  Mr.  Gibber,  so  honourable  as  that  the 
usurpation  of  it  could  be  imputed  to  him  as  an  instance  of  very  exorbitant  vanity,  and 
therefore  continued  to  write  under  the  same  title,  and  received  every  year  the  same  reward: 

He  did'  not  appear  to  consider  these  encomiums  as  tests  of  his  abilities,  or  as  any 
thing  more  than  annual  hints  to  the  queen  of  her  promise ;  or  acts  of  ceremony,  by 
the  performance  of  whith  he  was  entitled  to  his  pension;  and  therefore  did  not  labour 
them  with  great  diligence,  or  print  more  than  fifty  each  year,  except  that  for  some  of 
the  last  years  he  regularly  inserted  them  in  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  by  which  fhtj 
were  dispersed  over  the  kingdom. 

Of  some  of  them  he  had  hunself  so  low  an  opinion  that  he  intended  to  omit  tiien  in 
the  collection  of  poems,  for  which  he  printed  proposals,  and  solicited  subscriptions; 
nor  can  it  seem  strange,  that,  being  confined  to  the  same  subject,  he  should  l>e  at  some 
times  indolent,  and  at  others  unsuccessful ;  that  he  should  sometimes  delay  a  disagree- 
able task  till  it  was  too  late  to  perform  it  well ;  or  that  he  should  sometimes  i^pertt  the 
same  sentiment  on  the  same  occasion,  or  at  others  be  misled  b/an  atteilipt  after  BOvdty 
to  forced  conceptions  and  far-fetched  images* 

He  wrote  indeed  with  a  double  inteiitiop,  which  supplied  him  with  some  variety; 
for  his  business  was,  to  praise  the  queen  for  the  favours  which  he  had  i^eived,  and  to 
complain  to  her  of  the  delay  of  those  which  she  had  promised :  in  some  of  fats  pieoe^ 
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dierelbrey  gratitude  is  predominant,  and  in  some  discontent ;  in  some  he  represents  bim- 
idf  as  happy  in  her  patronage ;  and,  in  others,  as  disconsolate  to  find  himself  neglected. 

Her  promise^  like  other  promises  made  to  this  unfortunate  man,  was  never  performed, 
though  he  took' sufficient  care  that  it  should  not  be  forgotten.  The  publication  of  his 
Volunteer  Laureat  procured  him  no  other  reward  than  a  regular  remittance  of  fifty 
pounds. 

He  was  not  so  depressed  by  his  disappointments  ks  to  neglect  any  opportunity  that 
was  offered  of  advancing  his  interest.  When  the  princess  Anne  was  married,  he  wrote 
a  poem  **  upon  her  departure,  only,  as  he  declared,  «*  because  it  was  expected  from 
him,"  and  he  was  not  willing  to  bar  his  own  prospects  by  any  appearance  of  neglect. 

He  never  mentioned  any  advantage  gained  by  this  poem,  or  any  regard  that  was  paid 
to  it ;  and  therefore  it  is  likely  that  it  was  considered  at  court  as  an  act  of  duty,  to 
which  he  was  obliged  by  his  dependence,  and  which  it  was  therefore  not  necessary  to 
reward  by  any  new  favour:  or  perhaps  the  queen  really  intended  his  advancement^ 
end  therefore  thought  it  superfluous  to  lavish  presents  upon  a  man  whom  she  intended 
to  establish  for  life. 

Aboot  this  time  not  only  his  hopes  were  in  danger  of  bemg  frustrated,  but  his  pen-* 
«on  likewise  of  being  obstructed,  by  an  accidental  calumny.  The  writer  of  The 
Daily  Courant,  a  paper  then  published  under  the  direction  of  the  ministry,  charged 
him  with  a  crime,  which  though  not  very  great  in  itself,  would  have  been  remarkably 
invidious  in  him,  and  might  very  justly  have  incensed  the  queen  against  him.  He  was 
9ccnsed  by  name  of  influencmg  elections  against  the  court,  by  appearing  at  the  head 
of  a  Tory  mob ;  nor  did  the  accuser  fail  to  aggravate  his  crime,  by  representing  it  as  the 
effect  of  the  most  atrocious  ingratitude,  and  a  kind  of  rebellion  against  the  queen,  who 
had  fiist  preserved  him  from  an  infamous  death,  and  afterwards  distinguished  him  by  her 
fiivour,  and  supported  him  by  her  charity.  The  charge,  as  it  was  open  and  confident,  was 
Mkewise  l>y  good  fortune  very  particular.  The  place  of  the  transaction  was  mentioned, 
and  the  whole  scries  of  the  rioter's  conduct  related.  This  exactness  made  Mr.  Savage's 
vindication  easy ;  for  he  never  had  in  his  life  seen  the  place  which  was  declared  to  be 
the  scene  of  his  wickedness,  nor  ever  had  been  present  in  any  town  when  its  represen** 
tatives  were  chosen.  This  answer  he  therefore  made  haste  to  publish,  with  all  the  cir- 
cumstances necessary  to  make  it  credible ;  and  very  reasonably  demanded  that  the  ac- 
cusation should  be  retracted  in  the  same  paper^  that  he  might  no  longer  suffer  the 
imputation  of  sedition  and  ingratitude.  This  demand  was  likewise  pressed  by  him  in  a 
private  letter  to  the  author  of  the  paper,  who,  either  trusting  to  the  protection  of  those 
whose  defence  he  had  undertaken,  or  having  entertained  some  personal  malice  against 
Mr.  Savage,  or  fearing  lest,  by  retracting  so  confident  an  assertion*  he  should  impair 
the  credit  of  his  paper»  refused  to  give  him  that  satisfaction. 

Mr.  Savage  therefore  thought  it  necessary  to  his  own  vindication,  to  prosecute  him 
m  the  king's  bench;  but  as  he  did  not  find  any  ill  efificts  from  the  accusation,  having 
sofficiently  cleared  his  innocence,  he  thought  any  fartlier  procedure  would  have  the 
appearance  of  revenge ;  and  therefore  willingly  dropped  it 

He  saw  soon  afterwards  a  process  commenced  in  the  same  court  agamst  himself,  on  an. 
mfinmation  in  which  he  was  accused  of  writing  and  publbhing  an  obscene  pamphlet. 

/  yPrivtediAtbejpres^DlCoUwtiKb 
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It  was  always  Mr.  Savage's  desire  to  be  distinguiahed ;  and,  wben  any  controretBjr  ^ 
came  popular,  be  never  wanted  some  reason  for  engaging  in  it  with  great  ardour,  and 
appearing  at  the  head  of  the  party  which  he  had  chosen.  As  he  was  never  celebrated 
for  his  prudence,  he  had  no  sooner  taken  his  side,  and  inf<mned  himself  of  the  chief 
topics  of  the  aispute,  than  he  took  all  opportunities  of  asserting  and  propagating  his* 
principles,  witfiout  much  regard  to  his  own  interest,  or  any  other  visible  design  than 
that  of  drawing  upon  himself  the  attention  of  mankinds 

The  dispute  between  the  bishop  of  London  and  the  ehanoellor  is  well  known  to  have 
been  for  some  time  the  chief  topic  of  political  conversation ;  and  therefore  Mr.  Savage, 
in  pursuance  of  his  character,  endeavoured  to  become  conspicuous  among  the  contro- 
vertists  with  which  every  coffee-house  was  filled  on  that  octasion.  He  was  an  indefa- 
tigable opposer  of  all  the  claims  of  ecclesiastical  power,  though  he  did  not  know  on- 
what  they  were  founded ;  ai)d  was  therefore  no  friend  to  the  bishop  of  London.  But 
he  had  another  reason  for  appearing  as  a  warm  advocate  for  Dr.  Rundk ;  for  he  was 
the  friend  of  Mr.  Foster  and  Mr.  Thomson,  who  were  the  friends  of  Mr.  Savage. 

Thus  remote  was  his  interest  in  the  question,  which,  however,  as  he  imagined,  con- 
cerned him  so  nearly,  that  it  was  not  sufficient  to  harangue  and  dispute,  but  necesaaiy 
likewise  to  write  upon  it. 

He  therefore  engaged  with  great  ardour  m  a  new  poem,  called  by  him.  The  Progress- 
of  a  Divme ;  in  which  he  conducts  a  profligate  priest,  by  all  the  gradations  of  wicked- 
ness, from  a  poor  curacy  in  the  country  to  the  hig^iest  preferments  of  the  church ;  aqd 
describes,  with  that  humour  which  was  natural  to  him,  and  that  knowledge  which  was 
extended  to  all  the  diversities,  of  human  life,  hi^  behaviour  in  every  station;  and  insi-  ' 
ttuates,  that  this  priest,  thus  accomplished^  found  at  last  a  patron  in  the  bishop  of  London. 

When  he  was  asked,  by  one  of  his  friends,,  on  what  pietenoe  he  could  charge  the 
bbhop  with  such  an  action;  he  had  no  more  to.  say  than. that  he  had  only  inverted  the 
accusation;  and  that  he  thought  it  reasonable  to  believe,  that, he  who  obstructed  the^ 
rise  of  a  good  man  without  reason,  would  for  bad  reasons  promote  the  exaltation  of  a. 
viUaiu.  ^ 

The  clergy  were  universaUy  provoked  by  thb  satire^  and  Savage,  who,  as  was  his 
constant  practice,  had  set  ins  name  to  his  performance,  was  censured  in  The  Weekly^ 
Miscellany  ^  with  severity,  which  he  did  not  seem  indined  to  forget 

a*  A'-  short  satire  was  likewise  published  in  the  same  paper,  in  which  were  the  fiiUoWSng  lines :' 
]?6r  cruel  murder  doom*d  to  hempen  death, 
Siivage  by  royal  grace  prolong'd  his  breath. 
Well  might  you  think  lie  spent  his  ftitore  years' 
Jn  prayer,  and  fiuting,  and  repentant  tears. 
—But,  O  vain  hope !  —the  truly  Savage  crie^ 
'*  Priests,  and  their  slavish  doctrines,  I  despise* 

Shall  I 

Who  by  free-thinking  to  free  abtion  lEr'd^ 

In  midnight  bmwis  a  deathless  name  acquir'^d^ 

Now  stoop  to  learn  of  ecclesiastic  men  ?«-> 

•^  No,  arm'd  with  rhyme,,  at  priests  1  'U  take  my  tim. 

Though  prudence  bids  me  murder  but  their  fiime."   ' 

Weekly  Miscellany; 

An  answer  was  pubrisfied'  rar  ThrCfendeman's  Magazme,  written  by  an  unknown  hand,  fiun-  whidr 
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,  fiol  ^  teHrfn  of  ifiYective  was  not  thought  a  sufiicient  punishment.  The  court  of 
loDg's  bendi  was  therefore  moved  agamat  him ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  return  an  answer 
to  a  charge  of  obscenity.  It  was  ui^ged  in  his  defence,  that  obscenity  was  criminal 
when  it  was  intended  to  promote  the  practice  of  vice;  but  that  Mr.  Savage  had  only 
inliodoced  obscene  ideas,  with  the  view  of  exposing  them  to  detestation,  and  of  amend- 
ing the  age  by  showing  the  deformity  of  wickedness.  This  plea  was  admitted ;  and 
lir  Philip  Yorkfe^  ^ho  then  presided  in  that  court,  dbmissed  the  information  with  en- 
comimiis  upon  the  purity  and  excellence  of  Mr.  Savage's  writings.  The  prosecution, 
however,  answered  in  some  measure  the  purpose  of  those  by  whom  it  was  set  on  foot ; 
ibr  Mr.  Savage  was  so  far  intimidated  by  it,  that,  v^h^h  the  edition  of  his  poem  was 
leUJ,  he  did  not  venture  to  reprint  it ;  so  tb^t  it  was  in  a  short  time  forgotten,  or  for- 
gotten by  all  but  those  whftai  it  offended. 

It  is  said,  that  some  ^deavours  were  used  to  mcense  the  queen  against  him :  but  he  * 
found  advocates  to  obviate  at  least  part  of  their  effect ;  for,  though  he  was  never  ad* 
vancedi  be  still  continued  to  receive  hb  pension. 

This  poem  drew  more  infamy  upon  hhn  than  any  incident  of  his  Jife ;  and,  as  his 
conduct  cannot  be  vindicated,  it  is  proper  to  secure  his  memory  from  reproach,  by  in- 
fonning  those  whom  he  made  his  enemies,  that  he  never  intended  to  repeat  the  pro^ 
vocatioD;  and  that,  though  whenever  he  thought  he  had  any  reason  to  complain  of  the 
dergy,  he  used  to  threaten  them  with  a  new  edition  of  The  Progress  of  a  Divine,  it 
was  his  calm  and  settled  resdution  to  suppress  it  for  ever; 

ifae  ftUowiag  fines  ale  selected: 

TranBlbrm*^  by  tliougfatie«  rage,  ancl  midiiigfat  wftic/ 
^hm  malice  free,  and  push'd  without  design ; 
In  equal  brawl  if  Savage  lung'd  a  thrust, 
And  brought  the  youth  a  victim  to  the  dust; 
So  strong  the  hand  of  accident  appears. 
The  royal  hand  from  guilt  and  Vengeance  cleara: 

Instead  of  wasUng  *  all  thy  future  ^ears,  ^ 
Savage,  in  prayer  and  ,vain  rqtentant  tears, ' 
Exert  thy  pen  to  mend  a  vicious  age, 
To  curb  the  priest,  and  sink  his  higfa-chniich  rage  |' 
To  show  what  frauds  the  holy  vestments'  hide, 
'hie  nests  of  av'rice;  lust,  and  pedant  pride : 
Then  change  the  scene,  let  merit  brightly  shme/ 
And  round  the  patriot  twist  the  wreath  divine  $ 
The  heav^y  guide  deliver  down  to  fiune  $ 
in  well-tun'd  lays  transmit  a  Foster's  namejf 
Touch  ev'ry  passion'  ^ith  harmonious  art. 
Exalt  the-genius,  and  correct  the  heart. 
Thus  ftitnre  times  shall  royal  grace  extol; 
Hms  poUsh'd  tines  thy  present  fiune  enroL' 

*  "  Maliciously  that  Savage  plung*d  the  sted, 

And  made  the  youth  its  shining  vengeance  feel ; 
My  soul  abhon  the  act,  the  man  detests, 
iia^Mri  the  bigotry  in  priestly  breasts.  ^ 

OfsUeman's  Magazine,  May  173^.    Sir.  J.' 
t  St 
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He  once  intended  to  have  made  a  better  reparatioQ  for  the  foDy  or  mjiMtior  wUh 
which  he  might  be  charged,  by  ^vriting  another  poem  called  The  Progress  of  a  Free* 
thinker,  whom  he  intended  to  lead  through  all  the  stages  of  vice  and  folly,  to  comreit 
him  from  virtue  to  wickedness,  and  from  religionto  mfidelity,  by  all  the  modish  sophis* 
try  used  for  that  purpose ;  and  at  last  to  dismiss  faun  by  Us  own  hand  into  tiie  cUmt 
world. 

That  he  did  not  execute  this  design  is  a  real  loss  to  mankind  i  for  he  was  too  wdl 
acquainted  with  all  the  scenes  of  debauchery  to  have  failed  in  his  representatioiis  of 
them,  and  too  zealous  for  virtue  not  to  have  represented  them  in  soch  a  ouumer  aa 
should  eiipose  them  either  to  ridicule  or  detestation. 

But  this  plan  was,  like  others,  formed  and  laid  aside,  till  the  vigomr  of  his  ima|^na* 
tion  was  spent,  and  the  effervescence  of  invention  had  subsided;  but  soon  gave  way  to 
some  other  design,  which  pleased  by  its  novelty  for  a  while,  and  then  was  neglected  lika 
the  former. 

He  was  still  in  his  usual  exigencies,  having  no  certam  support  bat  the  penskm  aOoir* 
ed  hinl  by  the  queen,  which,  though  it  might  have  kept  an  exact  ecoDomist  from  want^ 
was  very  i^r  from  bemg*  sufficient  for  Mr.  Savage,  who  had  never  been  accustiMned  t» 
dismiss  any  of  his  appetites  without  the  grati6cation  which  they  solicited^  and  whom 
nothing  but  want  of  money  withheld  from  partdung  of  every  pleasure  that  fdl  wiOiii 
bis  view. 

His  conduct  with  regard  to  his'  pension  was  very  partiealar.  No  socmer  had  ht 
changed  the  bill,  than  he  vanished  from  the  sight  of  all  his  acquamtance,  and  lay  for 
some  time  out  of  the  reach  of  all  the  inquiries  4hat  friendship  or  cariosity  could  make 
after  him.  At  length  he  ap(>eared  again,  pennyless  as  before,  hot  never  informed  even 
those  whom  he  seemed  to  regard  most,  where  he  had  been;  nor  was  hb  wtteat  eva 
discovered. 

This  was  his  constant  practice  during  the  whole  time  that  he  received  the  pensioD  from 
the  queen :  he  regularly  disa|q)eared  and  returned.  He,  indeed,  affirmed  that  he  re- 
tired to  study,  and  that  the  money  8unK>rted  him  in  solittufe  for  many  months;  bat 
his  friends  declared,  that  the  shorttimein  which  it  tras  spent  sufficiently  confiited  his 
own  account  of  his  conduct. 

His  politeness  and  his  wit  still  rabed  hipi  friends^  who  were  desirous  of  settmg  him 
at  length  free  from  that  indigence  bywbicb  he  bfid  been  hitherto  oppressed;  and 
therefore  solicited  sir  Robert  Walpole  in  his  fiivour  with  so  much  eamestneas,  that 
they  obtained  a  promise  of  the  next  |>!ace'tfaat  should  beeoDM  vacant,  not.exceedmg 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  This  promise  wvls  made  with  an  uncommon  dedara- 
tion,  ''  that  it  was  not  the  promise  of  a  minister  to  a  ])etitioner,  bat  of  a  friend  to  his 
friend." 

Mi*.  Savage  now  concluded  hunselfast  at  ease  for  ever,  and,  as  he  observes  in  a  poem 
written  on  that  incident  of  his  life,  trusted  and  was  trusted ;  but  soon  found  tlmt  his 
confidence  was  ill-grounded,  ^nd  this  friendly  promise  was  not  mviobble.  He  qieot 
a  long  time  in  solicitations,  and  at  l^t  deipaired  and  desisted* 

He  did  not  indeed  deny  that  be  had  given  th^  piinister  some  reason  to  believe  dial 
he  should  not  strengthen  his  own  interest  by  advaseing  him,  for  he  had  taken  care  to 
distinguish  tuauelf  iH'COffi^botideS'as  an  advocate  for  the  minictiy  of  Ibe  last  jeais  of 
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^Htm  kaat^  and  was  dwi^s  ready  to  justify  the  conduct,  and  exalt  the  character,  of 
lord  Bdbgbroke,  whom  he  Bientions  with  great  regard  in  an  Epistle  upon  Authors, 
which  he  wrote  about  that  time,  bat  was  too  wise  to  publish,  and  of  which  only  some 
fragments  have  appeared,  inserted  by  him  in  the  Magazine  ader  his  retirement 

To  de^Mir  was  not,  however,  the  character  of  Savage ;  when  one  patronage  failed* 
he  had  recourse  to  another.  The  prince  was  now  eiLtremely  popular,  and  had  very 
yberally  rewarded  the  merit  of  some  writers  whom  Mr.  Savage  did  not  think  superior. 
lo  haumdi;  and  therefore  he  resolved  to  address  a  poem  to  him. 

For  this  purpose  he  made  choice  of  a  subject  which  could  regard  only  persons  of  the 
higiiest  nmk  and  greatest  affluence,  and  which  was  tlieiefore  proper  for  a  ppem  intended 
to  procure  the  patronage  of  a  prince ;  and,  having  retired  tor  some  time  to  Richmond^ 
that  be  might  prosecute  hb  design  in  full  tranquillity,  without  the  temptations  of  pleasure^ 
or  the  solicitations  of  creditors^  by  which  hb  meditatbns  were  in  equal  danger  of  being 
disconcerted,  he  produced  a  poem  On  Public  Spirit,  with  regard  to  Public  Works. 

The  ptas  of  thb  poem  b  very  extensive,  and  comprises  a  multitude  of  topicks,  each 
of  wlikh  might  fumbh  matter  sufficient  for  a  long  performance,  and  of  which  some 
htnre  already  eaqployed  more  eminent  writers;  but,  as  he  was  perhaps  not  fully  ac- 
quainted  with  the  whole  extent  of  hb  own  design,  and  was  writing  to  obtain  a  supply 
of  wants  too  pressing  to  admit  of  long  or  accurate  inquiries,  he  passes  negligently 
over  many  public  works»  which,  even  m  hb  own  opinion,  deserved  to  be  more  elabo# 
ntely  treatml.  ^ 

But,  though  he  may  sometimes  disappoint  hb  reader  by  transient  touches  upon  these 
subjects,  which  have  often  been  considered,  and  therefore  naturally^  raise  expectations^ 
he  niust  be  allowed  amply  to  compensate  hb  omissions,  by  expatiating,  in  the  conclusion 
of  his  work,  upon  a  kind  of  beneficence  not  yet  celebrated  by  any  eminent  4>oet,  tliough 
it  now  appears  more  susceptible  of  eml>ellishnients,  more  adapted  to  exalt  the  ideas^ 
and  affect  the  passions,  than  many  of  those  which  have  hitlierto  been  thought  most 
worthy  of  the  ornaments  of  verse.  The  settlement  of  colonies  in  uninhabited  coun- 
tries, the  establbhment  of  those  in  security  whose  misfortunes  have  made  their  own 
coimtry  no  longer  pleasing  or  safe,  the  acquisition  of  property  without  injury  to  any, 
the  appropriation  of  the  waste  and  luxuriant  bounties  of  nature,  and  the  enjoyment  of 
those  gifts  which  Heaven  has  scattered  upon  regions  uncultivated  and  unoccupied,  cannot 
be  con«dered  without  giving  rise  to  a  great  number  of  pleasing  ideas,  and  bewildering 
the  imagination  in  delightful  prospects;  and  therefore,  whatever  speculations  they  may 
produce  in  those  who  have  confined  Ihemselves  to  political  studies,  naturally  fixed  the 
attention,  and  excited  the  applause,  of  a  poet.  The  politician,  when  he  considers  men 
driven  into  other  countries  for  shelter,  and  obliged  to  retire  to  forests  and  deserts,  and 
pass  their  lives,  and  fix  their  posterity,  m  the  remotest  comers  of  the  world,  to  avoid 
those  hardshq>s  which  they  sufier  or  fear  in  tkeir  native  place,  may  very  properly  in- 
quire, why  the  legbUture  does  not  provide  a  remedy  for  these  miseries,  rather  than 
encourage  an  escape  from  them.  He  may  conclude  that  the  flight  of  every  honest  man 
b  a  loss  to  the  community;  that  those  who  are  unhappy  without  guilt  ought  to  be  re- 
lieved ;  and  the  life  which  b  overburthened  by  accidental  calamities  set  at  ease  by  the 
care  of  the  pu)»lic ;  and  that  those  who  have  by  misconduct  forfeited  their  claim  to 
iavoor^  bogbt  rather  to  be  made  useful  to  the  society  which  they  have  ii\|ured^'tban  be 
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driven  from  h.  But  the  poet  is  employed  in  a  more  pleasing  undertaking  than  tkat  of 
proposing  laws  which,  however  just  or  expedient^  will  never  be  made ;  or  endeavouring 
to  reduce  to  rational  schemes  of  government  societies  which  were  filmed  hj  chanoe, 
and  are  conducted  by  the  private  passions  of  those  who  preside  in  them.  He  guides 
the  unhappy  fugitive,  froni  want  and  persecution,  to  plenty',  quiet,  and  security,  and 
seats  him  in  scenes  of  {leacciful  solitude,  and  undisturbed  repose. 

Savage  has  not  ibrgolten,  amidst  the  pleasing  sentiments  which  thb  prospect  of  re- 
tirement suggested  to  him,  to  censure  those  crimes  which  have  been  generally  committed 
by  the  discoverers  of  new  regions,  and  to  expose  the  enormous  wickedness  of  makiog 
war  upon  barbarous  nations  because  they  cannot,  resist,  and  of  invading  comtries 
because  they  are  fruitful ;  of  extending  navigation  only  to  propagate  vice,  and  of  visit- 
ing distant  lands  only  to  lay  tliem  \yaste.  He  has  asserted  the  natond  equality  of 
mankind,  and  endeavoured  to  suppress  that  pride  which  inclines  men  to  imagme  that 
right  is  the  consequence  of  power. 

His  description  of  the  various  miseries  which  force  f^en  to  teeii  for  refuge  m  distant 
countries,  affords  another  instance  of  his  proficiency  m  the  important  and  extensiva 
study  of  human  life ;  and  the  tenderness  with  which  he  recounts  them,  another  proof 
of  his  humanity  and  benevolence. 

It  is  observable  that  the  close  of  this  poem  discovers  a  change  ^bich  experience  had 
made  in  M'r.  Savage's  opinions.  In  a  poem  written  by  him  in  his  youth,  and  publislied 
in  his  Miscellauies,  he  declares  his  contempt  of  the  contracted  views  and  narrow  pros- 
pects of  the  miildle  state  of  life,  and  declares  his  resolutic!!  either  to  tow^r  like  the  oedar, 
or  be  trampled  like  the  shrub;  but  in  this  poem,  though  addressed  to  aprinoe«  be 
mentions  tins  state  of  life  as  comprising  those  who  ought  most  \o  attract  reward,  tfaos« 
tvho  merit  most  the  confidence  of  power  and  the  familiarity  of  greatness ;  and,  acdden^ 
tally  mentioning  this  passage  to  one  of  his  friends,  declared*  that  in  his  opinion  all  tlia 
virtue  of  mankmd  was  comprehended  in  that  state. 

In  describing  villas  and  gardens,  he  did  npt  omit  to  condemn  tliat  absurd  custom 
wlikk  prevails  among  the  English,  of  permitting  servants  to  receive  money  from  8tran<i> 
gers  for  the  entertaiiunent  that  they  receive,  and  therefore  inserted  in  hb  poem  these 
lines: 
<  Bnt  uhat  the  fkm^ring  pride  of  gardens  race, 

llowever  royal,  or  however  fair, 

|f  fipBtes,  which  to  access  should  still  give  way, 

ppe  but,  like  Peter's  paradise,  for  pay ; 

If  perquisited  varlets  frequent  stand. 

And  each  new  walk  must  a  new  tax  demand; 

What  foreign  eye  but  with  contempt  surveys  > 

jyhfit  Miise  shall  from  oblivion  snatch  their  praise? 

But  before  the  publication  of  his  performance  he  recollected,  that  the  queen  allowed 
her  garden  and  cave  at  Richmond  to  be  shown  for  money;  and  that  she  so  openly 
countenanced  the  practice,  that  she  had  bestowed  the  privilege  of  showing  them  as  a 
place  of  profit  on  a  man,  whose  merit  she  valued  herself  upon  rewarding,  though  she  gave 
him  only  the  liberty  of  disgracing  hb  country. 

He  therefore  thought,  with  more  prudence  than  was  often  exerted  by  him,  that  the 
publication  of  thf  se  lines  miight  bis  officiously  represented  as  an  in|uit  iy>on  the  queen. 
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to  wlwm  lie  owed  his  Kfe  and  his  subsistence ;  and  that  the  propriety  of  his  observation 
would  be  no  security  against  the  ceAsures  which  the  unseasonableness  of  it  might 
dnw  upon  him ;  he  therefore  suppressed  the  passage  in  the  first  edition,  but  after  the 
queen's  death  thought  tiie  same  caution  no  longer  necessary,  and  restored  it  to  the 
proper  place. 

The  poem  was,  therefore,  published  without  any  political  faults,  and  inscribed  to  the 
priiioe;  but  Mr.  Savage,  having  no  friend  upon  whom  he  could  prevail  to  present  it  to 
him,  had  no  other  method  of  attracting  bis  observation  than  the  publication  of  freqoeut 
advertisements,  and  therefore  received  no  reward  from  his  patron,  however  generous  on  . 
other  occasions. 

This  disappointment  he  never  mentioned  without  tndignatioB,  being  by  s<mie  means 
•r  other  confident  that  the  prince  was  not  ignorant  of  his  address  to  him;  and  insinu- 
aled,  that  if  any  advances  in  popidarity  could  have  been  made  by  distinguishing  him, 
he  had  not  written  without  notice,  or  without  reward. 

He  was  once  inclined  to  have  presented  his  poem  in' person,  and  sent  to  the  printer 
for  a  copy  with  that  design;  but  eUier  his  opfaion  changed,  or  his  resolution  deserted 
Irim,  and  he  continued  to  resenf  neglect  without  attempting  to  force  himself  into 
regard. 

Nor  was  the  public  much  more  fiivourabie  than  his  patron ;  for  only  seventy-two 
were  sold,  though  the  performance  was  much  commended  by  some  whose  judgment 
m  tbat  kind  of  writing  is  generally  allowed.  But  Savage  easily  reconciled  himself  to 
mankind,  without  imputing  any  defect  to  his  work,  by  observing  that  his  poem  was 
unluckily  published  two  days  after  the  prorogation  of  the  parliament,  and  by  conse* 
quence  nl  a  time  when  all  those  who  could  be  expected  to  regard  it  were  in  the  hurry 
of  pnrpaiing  for  their  departure,  or  engaged  in  takmg  leave  of  others  upon  their  dis* 
raisBion  from  public  afiairs* 

It  must  be  however  allowed,  m  justification  of  the  public,  that  this  performance  is 
not  the  most  eicellent  of  Mr.  Savage's  works ;  and  that,  though  it  cannot  be  denied  to 
nmtaio  many  striking  sentiments,  majestic  lines,  and  just  observations,  it  is  in  general 
not  sofficiently  polished  in  the  language,  or  enlivened  in  the  imagery,  or  digested  in  the 


Tbm  his  poem  contributed  nothing  to  the  alleviation  of  his  poverty,  whfefa  was  such 
as  very  few  could  have  supported  with  equal  patience;  but  to  which,  it  must  likewise 
be  confipssedf  thftt  few  would  have  been  exposed  who  received  punctually  fifty  pounds 
a  year ;  a  salary  whicfa|  though  by  no  means  equal  to  the  demands  of  vanity  and  luxury* 
is  yet  found  sii$cieiit  to  support  families  above  want,  and  was  undoubtedly  more  than 
the  necessities  of  life  reqpire. 

But  DO  sooner  had  h^  received  his  pension,  than  he  withdrew  to  his  darling  privacy, 
from  which  he  returned  in  a  short  time  to  his  former  distress,  and  for  some  part  of  the 
year  generally  lived  I9  cbance,  eating  only  when  he  was  invited  to  the  tables  of  his  ac- 
qnaintaDoeSy  from  w|ii9ki  the  meanness  of  his  dress  often  excluded  him,  when  the  po- 
liteness and  variety  of  hiii  conversation  would  have  been  thought  a  suflhnent  recompense 
for  his  entertainment* 

He  lodged  as  much  by  accident  as  he  dined,  and  passed  the  night  sometimes  in  mean 
homa,  whkb  are  set  open  at  night  to  any  casual  wanderersi  sometimes  in  cellais 
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among  the  riot  and  filth  of  the  meanest  and  most  profligate  of  the  tabble ;  and  {_ 
times,  when  he  had  not  money  to  support  even  the  expenses  of  tiiese  receptacles,  walked 
about  the  streets  till  he  was  weary,  and  lay  down  in  the  summer  tqpon  a  bulk>  or  in 
the  winter,  witli  his  associates  in  poverty,  among  the  ashes  of  a  glass-house.' 

In  tliis  manner  were  passed  those  days  and  those  nights  whicli  nature  had  emiUed 
him  to  have  employed  in  elevated  speculations,  useful  studies,  or  pleasing  conversation. 
On  a  bulk,  in  a  collar,  or  in  a  glass-house,  among  thieves  and  beggars,  .was  to  be 
found  the  author  of  The  Wanderer,  the  man  of  exalted  sentiments,  extensive  views,  and 
curious  observations ;  the  man  whose  remarks  on  life  might  have  assisted  thesstatesman, 
whose  ideas  of  virtue  might  have  enlightened  the  moralist,  whose  eloquence  might  have 
influenced  senates,  and  whose  delicacy  might  liave  pohshed  courts. 

It  cannot  but  be  imagined  that  such  necessities  might  sometimes  force  him  upon 
disreputable  practices ;  and  it  is  probable  that  these  lines  in  The  Wanderer  were  nc* 
casioued  by  his  reflections  on  his  own  conduct : 

Though  misery  leads  to  happiness,  and  truth, 

Une(|ual  to  the  load  thi»  languid  youth, 

(O,  let  iiuiie  cerbiure,  if,  untried  by  grief. 

If,  amidst  woe,  untcmpted  by  rf-Iicf) 

He  st<)f>i)'d  reluctant  to  low  arts  of  <>ha]ne, 

Which  then,  ev'n  then,  he  scom'd,  and  bhish'd  to  name. 

Whoever  was  acquainted  with  him  was  certain  to  be  solicited  for  small  sums,  which 
the  fieciuency  of  the  request  made  in  time  considerable ;  and  he  was  therefore  quickly 
shuniiecl  by  those  who  were  become  familiar  enough  to  be  trusted  with  his  necessities; 
but  l)is  rambling  manner  of  life,  and  constant  appearance  at  houses  of  public  resort, 
aU^  iiys  procured  liini  a  new  succpssion  of  friends,  whose  kuidness  had  not  been  ex- 
hausted hy  repeated  requests ;  so  that  he  was  seldom  absolutely  without  resources, 
^but  had  in  his  utmost  exigeucies  this  comfort,  that  he  always  unagmed  himself  sure  of 
speedy  lolief. 

It  \Mis  ohsovved,  that  he  always  asked  favours  of  this  kmd  without  the  least  submis- 
sion or  iipirarent  consciousness  of  dependence,  and  that  he  did  not  seem  to  look  upon 
a  compliance  with  his  request  as  an  obligation  that  deserved  any  extraordinary  acknow* 
iedgnients;  but  a  refusal  was  resented  by  him  as  an  affront,  or  complained  of  as  an 
injury;  nor  did  he  readily  reconcile  himself  to  those  who  either  denied  to  lend,  or 
gave  him  afterwards  any  intimation  that  they  expected  to  be  repaid. 

He  was  sometimes  so  far  compassionated  by  those  who  knew  both  his  merit  and 
distresses,  that  they  received  him  into  their  families,  but  they  soon  discoverAl  hhn  to 
be  a  very  incommodious  inmate ;  for,  being  always  accustomed  to  an  irregular  man- 
ner of  life,  he  could  not  confine  himself  to  any  stated  hours,  or  pay  any  regard  to 
the  rules  of  a  fomily,  but  would  prolong  his  conversation  till  midhight,  without  consi- 
dering that  business  might  require  his  friend's  application  in  the  morning ;  and,  when 
he  had  persuaded  hims61f  to  retire  to  bed,  was  not  without  equal  difficulty  called  op 
to  dinner;  ii  was  therefore  impossible  to  pay  him  any  distinction  wRhout  the  entire 
isubversion  of  all  economy,  a  kind  of  establbh  mcntwhich,  wherever  he  went,  he 
always  appeared  ambitious  to  overthrow. 

It  must,  therefore,  be  acknowlc<lged,  in  justification  of  mankmd,  that  il  vtbb  not 
always  by  the  negligence  or  coldness  of  his  friends  that  Savage  waa  distressed^  bat  be* 
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nmm  it  was  in  reality  Tety  difficult  to  preserve  him  long  in  a  state  of  ease.  To  sup- 
ply liim  with  money  was  a  hopeless  attempt ;  for  no  sooner  did  lie  see  himself  master 
of  li  sum  sufficient  to  set  him  free  from  care  for  a  day,  than  he  became  profuse  and 
luxurious.  When  once  he  had  entered  a  tavern,  or  engaged  in  a  scheme  of  pleasure, 
he  never  retired  till  want  of  money  obliged  him  to  some  new  expedient.  If  he  was 
entertained  in  a  family,  nothing  was  any  longer  to  be  regarded  there  but  amusements 
and  joIUty;  wherev^  Savage  entered,  he  immediately  expected  that  ordctr  and  busi* 
ness  should  fly  before  him,  that  all  should  thenceforward  be  left  to  hazard,  and  that 
BO  dull  principle  of  domestic  management  should  be  opposed  to  his  inclination,  or  in- 
trude upon  his  gaiety. 

His  distresses,  however  afflictive,  never  dejected  him ;  in  his  lowest  state  he  wanted 
not  SfMrit  to  assert  the  natural  dignity  of  wit,  and  was  always  ready  to  repr^  that  in- 
solence which  tlie  superiority  of  fortune  incited,  and  to  trample  on  that  jeputation 
which  rose  upon  any  other  basis  than  that  of  merit :  he  never  admitted  any  gross 
fiuniliarities,  or  submitted  to  be  treated  otherwise  than  as  an  equaL  Once,  when  he 
was  witho|it  lodging,  meat,  or  dotlies,  one  of  his  friends,  a  man  indeed  not  remarkable 
for  moderation  in  his  prospeirity,  left  a  message,  that  he  desired  to  see  him  about  nine 
in  the  morning.  Savage  knew  that  his  intention  was  to  assist  him ;  bpt  was  very  much 
di^usted  that  he  should  presume  to  prescribe  the  hour  of  his  attendance,  and,  I  be- 
lieve, refused  to  visit  him,  and  rejected  his  kindness. 

The  same  invincible  temper,  whether  fiimness  or  obstinacy,  q>peared  in  his  conduct 
to  the  lord  T^rconuel,  from  whom  he  very  frequently  demanded,  that  the  allowance 
which  was  once  paid  him  should  be  restored ;  but  with  whom  he  never  i^ipeared  to 
entertain  for  a  moment  the  thought  of  soliciting  a  reconciliation,  and  whom  he  treated 
at  once  with  all  the  haughtiness  of  superiority,  and  all  the  bitterness  of  resentment. 
He  wrote  to  him,  not  in  a  style  of  supplication,  or  respect,  but  of  reproach,  menace, 
and  contempt ;  and  appealed  detennined,  if  he  ever  regained  his  allowance,  to  hold  it 
only  by  the  right  of  conquest. 

As  0iany  more  can  discover  that  a  man  is  richer  than  that  he  is  wiser  than  them- 
selves, superiority  of  understanding  is  not  so  readily  acknowledged  as  that  of  .fortune; 
nor  is  that  haughtiness  which  the  consciousness  of  great  abilities  incites  borne  with  the 
same  submission  as  the  tyranny  of  affluence ;  and  therefore  Savage,  by  asserting  his 
claim  to  deference  and  regard,  and  by  treating  those  with  contempt  whom  better  for- 
tune animated  to  rebel  against  him,  did  not  fail  to  raise  a  great  number  of  enemies  in 
the  different  classes  of  mankmd.  Those  who  thought,  themselves  raised  above  him  by 
the  advantages  of  riches,  hated  him  because  they  found  no  protection  from  the  petu- 
lanoe  of  his  wit  Tliose  who  were  esteemed  for  their  writings  feared  him  as  .a  critic, 
and  maligned  him  as  a  rival;  and  almost  all  the  smaller  wits  were  his  professed 
enemies. 

Among  these  Mr. Miller  so  far  indulged  his  .resentment  as  to  introduce  him  in  a 
farce,  and  direct  hhn  to  be  personated  on  the  stage,  in  a  dress  like  that  whkh  he 
then  wore;  a  mean  insult,  which  only  msinuated  that  Savage  had  but  one  coat,  and 
which  was  therefore  despised  by  him  rather  than  resented ;  for,  though  he  wrote  a 
lampoon  against  Miller,  he  never  prmted  it :  and  as  no  other  person  ought  to  prose* 
cute  that  revenge  from  which  the  person  who  was  injured  desisted,  I  shall  not  preserve 
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what  Mr.  Savage  suppressed-;  of  which  the  publicatioii  would  indeed  have  hetm  m 
pimishmeiit  too  severe  for  so^potent  an  assault. 

*The  great  hardships  of  poverty  were  to  Savage  not  the  want  of  lodging  or  of  food, 
but  the  neglect  and  contenpt  which  it  drew  upon  him.  He  complained  that,  as  his 
aftirs  grew  desperate,  he  found  bis  reputation  for  capacity  visibly  decline ;  that  his 
opinion  in  questions  of  criticism  was  no  longer  regarded,  when  bis  coat  was  out  of 
fiishion ;  and  that  those  who,  m  the  interval  of  his  prosperity,  wure  always  eocourag-' 
iog  him  to  gceat  undertakings  by  encomiums  on  his  genius  aad  assurances  of  success, 
now  received  any  mention  of  his  designs  with  coldness,  thought  that  the  sufcgects  on 
which  he  proposed  to  write  were  very  difficult,  and  were  ready  to  inform  bun,  that 
the  event  of  a  poem  was  uncertain,  that  an  author  ought  to  employ  much  time  in 
the  consideration  of  his  plan,  and  not  presume  to  sit  down  to  write  in  confidence  of  s 
few  cursory  ideas,  and  a  superficial  knowledge;  difficulties  were  started  on  all  sides,  and 
be  was  no  longer  qualified  for  any  performance  but  The  Volunteer  Laureat. 

Yet  even  this  kind  of  contempt  never  dq>resSed  him ;  for  he  always  preserved  a 
steady  confidence  w  his  own  capacity,  and  believed  nothing  above  his  reacli  which  he 
^ould  at  any  time  earnestly  endeavour  to  attain.  He  formed  schemes  of  the  same 
kuid  with  regard  to  knowledge  and  to  fortune,  and  flattered  himself  with  advances  to 
be  made  in  science,  as  with  riches,  to  be  enjoyed  in  some  distant  period  of  his  life.  For 
the  acquisition  of  knowledge  he  was  indeed  far  better  qualified  than  for  that  of  riches  i 
for  he  was  natuially  inquisitive,  and  desirous  of  the  conversation  of  those  from  whom 
any  information  was  to  be  obtained,  but  by  no  means  soUcitous  to  improve  those  op* 
poitunities  that  were  sometimes  offered  of  raising  his  fortune ;  and  he  was  remarJkably 
retentive  of  his  ideas,  which,  when  once  he  was  in  possession  of  them,  rarely  forsook 
him ;  a  quality  whidi  could  never  be  communicated  to  his  money. 

While  he  was  thus  wearing  out  his  life  in  expectation  that  the  queen  would  some  time 
lecoUect  her  promise,  he  had  recourse  to  the  usual  practke  of  writen,  and  published 
proposals  for  printing  his  works  by  subscription,  to  which  he  was  encouraged  by  the 
success  of  many  who  had  not  a  better  right  to  the  favour  of  the  public ;  bu^  whatever 
was  the  reason,  be  did  not  find  the  worid  equally  inclmed  to  favour  him ;  and  be  ob* 
served  with  some  discontent,  that,  though  he  offered  his  works  at  half-a<(uinea,  he  was 
able  to  procure  but  a  small  number  in  comparison  with  those  who  subscribed  twice  as 
much  to  DucL 

Nor  was  it  witliput  indignation  that  he  saw  his  proposals  neglected  by  the  queen, 
who  patronised  Mr.  Ducks  with  uncommon  ardour,  and  incited  a  competition,  among 
Ihoae  who  attended  the  court,  who  should  most  promote  his  interest,  and  who  should 
first  otter  a  subscription.  This  was  a  distinction  to  which  Mr.  Savage  made  no,  scruple 
of  asserting,  that  his  birth,  his  misfortunes,  and  his  genius,  gave  a  fairer  title  than  could 
be  pleaded  by  him  on  whom  it  was  conferred. 

Savage's  applications  were,  however,  not  universally  unsuccessful;  for  some  of  the 
nobility  countenan<^  his  design,  encouraged  his  proposals,  and  subscribed  with  great 
liberality.  He  related  of  the  duke  of  Chandos  particulariy,  that,  upon  receiving  his 
proposals,  he  sent  him  ten  guineas. 

But  the  money  whkh  his  subscriptions  afforded  him  was  not  less  voUitile  than  that 
whipb  he  ttmf^  f\on )»»  other  schemes;  whei|fv^r  a  subscription  w«s  paid  him,  he 
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WBlloa  teiwD;  und  as  money  so  odlected  is  necessarily  reodred  in  small  sinns,  h« 
•em  wns  able  fo  send  bis  poems  to  the  piess«  but  for  many  yean  continaed  his  solicita!? 
tioii»  aad  squandered  wbateyer  he  obtained. 

This  project  of  printing  his  works  was  frequently  revived;  and  ashis.proposakgrew 
•bsolele,  new  ones  were  printed  with  fresher  dates.  To  form  schemes  for  the  publican 
lioo»  was  one  of  his  fiurourite  amusements ;  nor  was  he  ever  more  at  ease  than  when» 
willi  any  fifend  who  readily  fell  in  with  his  schemes,  he  was  adjusting  the  print,  forming 
Hie  ndvcitisements,  and  regulating  the  dispersion  pf  his  hew  edition,  which  he  really 
intended  some  time  to  publish,  and  which,  as  long  as  experience  had  shown  him  the 
impossibility  of  printing  the  volume  together,  he  at  last  deterquned  to  divide  into 
weekly  or  monthly  ntunbers,  that  the  profits  of  the  first  might  supply  the  expenses  of 
the  next 

Thus  he  spent  his  time  in  mean  expedients  and  tormenting  suspense,,  living  for  the 
greatest  part  in  fear  of  prosecutions  from  his  creditors,  and  consequently  skulking  u^ 
obscoQe  parts  pt  the  Idwb,  pf  which  he  was  no  stranger  to  the  remotest  corners.  But 
wherever  he  cane,  his  address  secured  him  friends,  whom  his  necessities  soon  alienated ; 
so  that  he  had,  perhaps,  a  more  numerous  acquaintance  than  any  man  ever  before 
attained,  there  being  scarcely  any  person  eminent  on  any  account  to  whom  he  was  not 
known,  or  whose  character  he  was  not  in  some  degnee  able  to  delineate. 

To  the  acquisition  of  this  extensive  acqqamlance  every  circumstance  of  his  life  con- 
tributed. He  excelled  in  the  arts  of  conversation,  and  therefore  willingly  practised 
them.  He  had  seldom  any  home,  or  even  a  lodgiag  in  which  he  could  be  private;  and 
therefore  was  driven  into  puUic-honses  for  the  common  conveniences  of  life  and  sup- 
ports of  nature.  He  was  always  ready  to  comply  with  every  invitation,  having  no 
employment  to  withhold  him,  and  often  no  money  to  provide  for  himself;  and  by  dm- 
ing  with  one  company,  he  never  failed  of  obtaining  an  introduction  into  another. 

Tbas  dissipated  was  his  life,  and  thus  casual  his  subsistence ;  yet  did  not  the  distra^ 
tioo  of  his  views  hinder  him  from  reflection,  nor  thcw  uncertainty  of  his  condition  depress 
hb  gaiety.  When  he  had  wandered  about  without  any  fortunate  adventure  by  which 
he  was  led  mto  a  tavern,  he  sometiipes  retired  into  the  fields,  and  was  able  to  employ 
hb  mind  in  study,  or  amuse  it  with  pleasing  imaginations ;  and  seldom  appeared  to  be 
melanclioly,4)ot  when  some  sudden  misfortuqe  had  just  fallen  npon  him ;  and  even  then 
in  a  few  moments  he  would  disentangle  himself  from  his  perplexity,  adopt  the  subject 
of  convenation,  and  apply  h»  mind  wholly  to  the  objects  that  others  presented  to  it 

This  Ufe,  unhappy  as  it  may  be  already  imagined,  was^et  imbittered,  m  1738,  with 
new  calamities.  The  d^ath  of  tha  queen  deprived  bun  of  all  the  prospects  of  preferr 
ment  with  which  he  so  long  entertained  his  imaginati6n ;  and,  as  sir  Robert  Walpole  had 
before  given  him  reason  to  believe  that  he  never  intended  the  perfoimance  of  his  pro? 
mise,  he  was  now  abandoned  again  to  fortune. 

He  was,  however,  at  that  time,  supported  by  a  friend;  and  as  it  was  not  his  custoni 
to  look  out  for  distant  calamities,  or  to  feel  any  other  pain  than  that  which  forced  itself 
npon  his  senses,  he  was  not  much  afilicted  at  his  loss,  and  perhaps  comforted  himself 
that  his  pension  would  be  now  continued  without  the  annual  tribute  of  a  panegyric 

Another  expectation  contributed  likewise  to  support  him;  he  had  taken  a  resohitioii 
to  write  fL  second  tragedy  uppn  the  story  of  «r  Tbamas  Ov^uiyj  in  whic||  he  pres^ 
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ved  a  few  lines  of  his  fonner  play,  but  made  a  total  alteration  of  the  plaii»4ulded  new 
incidentSy  and  introdoced  new  cbaracteis;  so  that  it  was  a  new  tragedy,  not  a  remal 
of  the  former. 

Many  of  his  friends  blamed  hhn  for  not  making  choice  of  another  subject ;  bat,  in 
▼indication  of  himself,  he  asserted,  that  it  was  not  easy  to  find  a  better;  and  that  he 
thought  it  his  interest  to  extinguish  the  memory  of  the  first  tragedy,  which  he  could  only 
do  by  writing  one  less  defective  upon  the  same  stor]^ ;  by  which  he  should  entibfely  defeat 
the  artifice  of  the  booksellers,  who,  after  the  death  of  any  author  of  lepotation,  are 
always  industrious  to  swell  his  works,  by  uniting  his  worst  productions  with  his  best. 

In  the  execution  of  this  scheme,  however,  he  proceeded  but  slowly,  and  probably 
only  employed  himself  upon  it  when  he  could  find  no  other  amusement ;  but  he  pleased 
himself  with  counting  the  profits,  and  peihaps  imagined  that  the  theatrical  repatBti<m 
which  he  was  about  to  acquire,  would  be  equivalent  to  all  that  he  had  lost  by  the  death 
of  his  patroness.  » 

He  did  not,  in  confidence  of  his  approaching  riches,  neglect  the  measures, proper  to 
secure  the  continuance  of  his  pension,  though  some  of  his  fi&vourers  thought  him  cul- 
pable for  omitting  to  write  on  her  death ;  but  on  her  btrtli-day  next  year,  he  gave  a 
proof  of  the  solidity  of  his  judgment,  and  the  power  of  his  genius.  He  knew  that  the 
track  of  elegy  had  been  so  long  beaten,  that  it  was  impossible  to  travel  in  it  without 
treading  in  the  footsteps  of  those  who  had  gone  before  him ;  and  that  therefore  k  was 
necessary,  that  he  might  distinguish  hunself  from  the  herd  ct  encomiasts,  to  find  out 
some  new  walk  of  funeral  panegyric. 

This  ^fficult  task  he  performed  in  such  a  manner,  that  his  poem  may  be  justly  ranked 
among  the  best  pieces  that  the  death  of  princes  has  produced.  9y  Munsfi^ning  the 
mentk>n  of  her  death  to  her  burth-day,  he  has  formed  a  happy  combination  of  to|Mcs, 
which  any  other  man  would  have  thought  it  very  difficult  to  connect  in  one  view,  but 
which  he  has  united  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  rebtion  between  th^m  qipears  natural ; 
and  it  may  be  justly  said,  that  what  no  other  man  wouldhave  thought  on,  it  now  appean 
scarcely  possible  for  any  man  to  miss. 

The  beauty  of  this  peculiar  combiiiation  of  images  is  so  masteriy,  that  it  is  suflkient 
to  set  this  poem  above  censure;  and  therefore  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention  many  other 
delicate  touches  which  may  be  found  in  it,  and  which  would  deservedly  be  ac|mued  in 
any  other  performance. 

To  these  proofe  of  his  genius  may  be  added,  from  the  same  poem,  an  instance  of  his 
prudence,  an  excellence  for  which  he  was  not  so  often  distinguished ;  he  does  not  forget 
to  remind  the  king,  in  the  most  delicate  and  artful  manner,  of  continuing  his  peosion. 

With  regard  to  the  success  of  this  address,  he  was  for  some  time  in  salience,  but  was 
in  no  great  degree  solicitous  about  it;  and  continued  his  labour  upon  his  new  tragedy 
with  great  tranquillity,  till  the  friend  who  had  for  a  considerable  time  supported  hiai» 
l«movfaig  his  famWy  to  another  place,  took  occasion  to  dismiss  him*  It  then  became 
necessary  to  inquire  more  diligently  what  was  determined  in  his  afiair,  having  reason  to 
inspect  tiiat  no  great  fiivour  was  intended  him,  because  be  had  not  received  hu^  pension 
at  the  usual  time. 

It  is  said,  tiiat  he  did  not  take  those  methods  of  retrievmg  his  interest,  which  were 
wost  likely  to  suceeed;  and  some  of  those  who  were  en^p]^  in  the  ezcheqiierf  cur 
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fioned  bim  tglAiat  too  much  violence  in  his  proceedings;  but  Mr.  Stvage*  who  seldom 
icgttlated  his  oondoct  by  the  advice  of  others,  gave  way  to  his  passion,  and  demanded 
of  sur  Robert  Walpole,  at  his  levee,  the  reason  of  the  distinction  that  was  made  between 
him  and  the  other  pensioners  of  the  queen,  with,  a  degree  of  roughness  which  perhaps 
deterauaed  him  to  withdraw  what  had  been  only  delayed. 

Whatever  was  the  crime  of  which  he  was  accused  or  snsipected,  and  whatever  influ* 
cooe  was  emjiloyed  against  him,  he  received  soon  after  an  account  tliat  took  from  him 
all  hopes  of  regaining  his  pension ;  and  he  had  now  no  prospect  of  subsistenioe  but  from 
Us  play,  and  he  knew  no  way  of  living  for  the  time  required  to  finish  it. 

So  pecoliar  were  the  misfortunes  of  this  man,  deprived  of  an  estate,  and  title  by  m 
partkular  law,  exposed  and  abandoned  by  a  mother,  defrauded  by  a  mother  of  a  fortune 
which  his  father  had  allotted  him,  he  entered  the  world  without  a  friend ;  and  though 
his  alnlities  forced  tiiemselves  mto  esteem  and  reputation,  he  was  nev^r  able  tp  obtain 
any  real  advantage;  and  whatever  prospects  arose,  were  always  intercepted  as  he  began 
to  approach  them.  The  king's  intentions  in  his  &vour  were  frustrated;  his  dedication 
Id  the  prince,  whose  generosity  on  every  otLer  occasion  was  eminent,  procured  him  no 
teward ;  sir  Robert  Walpole,  who  valued  himself  upon  keeping  his  proniise  to.  others^ 
broke  it  to  hitn  without  r^ret ;  and  the  boiinty  of  the  queen  was>  after  her  death,  witb> 
drawn  from  him,  and  from  him  only. 

Such  were  his  misfortunes,  which  yet  he  bore»nbt  only  with  decency,  but  with  cheer- 
fblness;  nor  was  his  gaiety  clouded  even  by  his  last  disappointments,  though  lie  was  in 
i  ^rt  time  reduced  to  the  lowest  degree  of  distress,  and  often  wanted  both  lodging 
and  food. ,  At  this  time  he  gave  another  instance  of  the  insurmountable  obstinacy  of 
Us  spirit;  his  clothes  were  worn  out ;  and  be  receivednotiee,  that  at  a  coffee-bouse  some 
ckthes  and  Imen  were  left  for  bun :  the  person  who  sent  them  did  not,  I  believe,  inform 
bim  to  whom  he  was  to  be  obliged,  that  he  mig^t  spare  the  perplexity  of  acknowledging 
the  benefit;  but  though  the  offer  wa^  so  far  generous,  it  was  made  with  some  neglect 
of  oeiemooies,  which  Mr.  Savage  so  much  resented,  that  he  refused  the  present,  and 
declined  to  enter  the  house  till  the  clothes  that  had  been  designed  for  him  were  taken 
•way. 

His  distress  was  now  publicly  known,  and  his  friends  therefore  thought  it  proper  to 
concert  some  tneasures  for  hb  relief;  and  one  of  them  wrote  a  letter  to  him,  in  which 
he  expressed  his  coneem  <'fbr  the  miserable  withdrawing  of  his  pension  ;**  and  gave  him 
hopes,  that  in  a  short  time  he  should  find  himself  supplied  with  a  competence,  '*  without 
«iiy  dependence  on  those  little  creatures  which  we  are  pleased  to  call  the  Great." 

Hie  scheme  proposed  for  this  happy  and  bdependent  subsistence  was,  that  he  should 
lefire  into  Wales,  and  receive  an  allowance  of  fifty  pounds  a  year,  to  be  raised  by  a 
sabscription,  on  whksh  he  was  to  live  privately  in  a  cheap  place,  without  aspiring  aqy 
iDore  to  alRaenee,  or  havmg  any  fiirther  care  of  reputation. 

This  ofier  Mr.  Savage  gladly  accepted,  though  with  mtentions  very  different  from 
those  of  Ids  frwnds ;  for  they  proposed  that  he  should  continue  an  exile  from  London 
for  ever,  and  spend  all  die  remaming  part  of  his  life  at  Swansea;  but  he  designed  only 
to  tJkt  the  opffortunity,  Whidi  their  scheme  offered  him,  of  retreating  for  a  short  time, 
ttst  he  m%ht  prepare  hb  play  for  the  stage,  and  hb  other  works  for  the  press,  and  then 
<|ta&  to  London  to  edubil  hb  tragedy,  and  live  uponk  the  profits  of  hbown  labour. 
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Vlltb  regard  ib  lus  works,  he  proposed  very  great  improTemeiitfy  Wbidi  wmU  ^vS 
Quired  much  time,  or  great  application ;  and,  when  he  had  finished  them,  he  designed 
(o  do  joftipe  to  his  sobscribers,  by  poblishmg  them  according  to  his  prqmsala 

As  he  was  ready  to  entertain  himsdf  with  future  pleasures,  he  had  phuined  out  a  scheme 
of  life  for  the  country,  of  which  h^  had  no  knowledge  but  fronk  pastorals  and  songs.* 
He  imagmed  that  he  should  be  tnuisported  to  scenes  of  floweiy  felidty,*  like  those  which 
One  poet  has  reflected  to  Another;  and  had  projected  a  perpetual  round  of  innooeBt 
|>leasures,  of  which  he  suspected  nor  interruption  from  pride,  or  ignorance,  or  bnitality.' 

With  these  expectatiotaar  he  was  so  enchanted,  that  when  he  was  once  gently  re^' 
firoached  by  a  friend  for  submitting  to  live  upon  a  subscription,  and  advised  rather  by 
a  resolute  exertion  offals  abilities  to  support  hiniself>  he  could  not  bear  to  debar  htnself 
from  the  happiness  which  wasr  to  be  found  in  the  edm  of  a  cottage,  or  lose  the  oppor- 
tunity of  listening,  witholff  intermission,  to  the  melody  of  the  nightingale,  which  h^ 
believed  was  to  be  heard  fironf  eHfy  bramble,  and  which  he  did  not  iail  to  mentimi  as 
a  very  important  paft  of  the  happinefi  oF  a' country  Hfer 

While  this  scheme  was  ripening,  his  friends  directed  him  to  take  a  lodging  in  the 
Kberties  of  the  Flee^  that  he  might  be  secure  from  Ins  creditors'^  and  sent  him  eveiy 
Monday  a  guinea,'  which  he  conmionly  spent  Istefore  the  next  naonung',  and  trusted  after 
his  usual  manner,  the  remaining  part  of  the  week  to'  the  bounty  of  fortune* 

He  now  began  tef^  ^nslbly  to  feci*  the  niiseniBS  of  di^pendence.'    Those  by  whom  ha 
was  to  be  supported  began  to  prescribe  to  him- with  an  air  of  authority,  which  he  knew 
'  not  how  decently  to  resent,  nor  patiently  to  bear  r  and  he  stooti  discovered,  from  the  coo^ 
duct  of  most  of  his  subscribers,  that  he  was  yet  in  the  hands  of  '*  little  creatnres.'* 

Of  the  insolence  that  he  was  obliged  to  suffer,  he  gave  many  instances;  of  wbicfa 
none  appeared  to  raise  hb  indigniition  to  a  greater  he^ht,  than  the  metlnkl' which  was 
taken  of  furnishing  him  with  clothes.  Instead  of  consulting  him,  and  allowing  him  td 
send  a  tailor  his  orders  for  what  they  thought  proper  to  allow  him,  they  piV>posed  to 
send  for  a  taitor  to  take  his  measure,  and  then  to  consult  how  they  should  equip  Um. 

iFhitf  treatmenr  waai  not  very  delicate,  nor  was  it  such  as  Savage's  humanity  would 
have  suggested  to  him  on  a  like  occasion ;  but  it  had  scarcely  deserved  mention,  had  it 
'  Hot,  by  aflectmg.lrim  m  an  imcoinmoh  dbgree,  shown  the  peculiarity  of  his  ehamcler*' 
Upon  hearing  the  design  that  was  formed,  he  came  to  the  lodging^of  »friend  with  tba 
ikiost  vblent  agonies  of  rage;  and,  bdng  asked  what  it  conld  be  that  gave  hmi  such 
disturbance,  he  repliri'with  the  utmost  vehementie  of  indignation,  **  that  they  had  senlt 
for  a  tailor  to  measure  him.'' 

How  the  affiiir  ended  was  never  mqnired,  for  foar  of  renewing  his  uneasineaB.  It  is 
probable  that,  upon  recoUeetion,  he  Stabmitted  with  a  good  grace  to  what  he  coold  not* 
avoid,  and  diat  he  discovered  noresesitment  where  he  had  no  power. 

He  was,  however,  not  humbled  to  implicit  and  universal  complianoe;  for  whea  tiiar 
gentlemany  lAo  had  first  mformed  him  of  the  design  to  support  Um  by  a  sofafcripliofi^' 
attempted  to  procure  a  reconciliation  with  the  lord  T^rconnel,  he  couM^by  no  means* 
be  prevailed  upon  to  comply  with  the  itieasures  that  were  proposed; 

A  letter  was  written  for  him^  to  sur  William  Lemon,  to  prevail  upon  him'  to  intei^ 
pose  hir^tood  oflkea  with  lord  TyrccMinel,  in.which  he  solicited' sir  WSIiam's  ] 
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^  fer  ff  unn  who  really  needed  it  aa  much  as  any  man  could  well  do;"  and  informedf 
him,  that  he  was  retirinf  *'  for  ever  to  a  pbce  where  he  should  no  moie  trouble  hb 
itlatioDS,  friend^  or  enemiesr'  he  confessed,  that  his  passion  had  betrayed  him  to  some 
cDnd«cl»  with  regard  to  lord  lyconnel,  for  which  he  could  not  but  heartily  adc  hi» 
pardoo;  and  as  he  imagmed  lord  Tyrconnel's  passion  might  be  yet  so  high  that  he' 
woald  not  ''  receive  a  letter  from  him/'  heggbi  that  sir  WUliam  would  endeavour  to 
safteD  hmy  and  expressed  his  hopes  that  he  would  comply  with  his  r^uest,  and  that 
'*  so  soiall  a  rebtion  would  not  harden  his  heart  against  him/' 

That  any  man  should  presume  to  dictate  a  letter  to  him,  was  not  very  agreeable  to- 
Mr.  Savage;  and  therefore  he  was,  before  he  had  opened  it,  not  mucli  inclined  to  ap^ 
prove  it  But  when  he  read  it,  he'  found  ii  contained  sentiments  entirely  opposite  to 
hm  own,  and,  as  he  asserted^  to  the  truth,^  and  therefore,  hutead  of  copying  it,  wrote  his* 
friend  a  letter  foil  of  masculine  resentment  and  warm  expostulations*  He  very  justly 
observed,  that  the  style  was  too  sui^>licatoryi-  and  the  representation  too  abject,  and 
that  he  ought  at  least  to  have  made  him  complain  with  "the  dignity  of  a  gentieman  m 
distress.*  He  dedared  that  he  wouU  not  write  the  paragraph  in  which  he  was  to  ask 
lord  T^rrconners  pardon;  for,  "  he  despised  his  pardon,  and  therefore-  could  not 
heartily,  and  would  not  hypocriticaUy,  adc  it'*  He  remarked*  that  his^  friend  made  » 
very  unreasonable  distinction  between  himself  and  hun;  for,  says  he,  *' when  you  men- 
tioD  men  of  high  rank  in  your  own  character,"  they  are  'Hhose  little  creatures  whom 
'we  aro  pleased  to  caltthe  Great;"  but  when  you  address- them  ''i»mine,*  no  servility 
is  suffititiitly  humble.  He  then  with  great  propriety  explained  the  ill  consequences 
which  might  be  expected  from  such  a  letter^  which:  his  relations  would  print  in  thehr 
own  defence,  and  which  would  for  ever  be  produced  as  a  fnU  answer  to  all  that  he 
ihoold  allege  agauist  them;  for  he  always  intended  to  publish  a  minute  account  of 
the  treatment  which  he  had  received.  It  is  to  be^remembered,  to  the  honour  of  the 
gentksnan  by  whom  this  letter  was  drawn  up,  that  he  yielded  to  Mr.  Savage's  reasons^ 
and  agreed  that  it  ou(^t  to  be  suppressed. 

After  many  aheraliens and  delays,  asubscrii^on  was  at  length  raised,. which  did  not 
amount  to  fi%  poaads  a  year»  though  twenty  were  paid  by  one  gentleman  ^  ^  such  was- 
the  generosity  of  raankmd,  that  what  had  been  done  by  a  pkiyer  without  solidtatioo, 
•otddnot  now  be  effected  by  application  and  interest;  and  Savage  had  a  great  nombea  - 
to  court  and  to  obey  for  a  penskm  less  than  that  which  Mrs;  Qldfidd  paid  him' without 
exacting  any  servilities. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  was  satisfied,  and  willing  to  returer  and  was  convmced  that  the 
aUowancer  though  scanty,  would  he  mor^  than^  sufficient  for  him,  being  now  determined 
to  commence  a  rigid  economist^  and  to  live  acconting  to  the  exactest  rules  of  frugality  ; 
for  nothing  was  in  his  opinion  more  contemptibk  than  a  man,,  who,  when  he  knew  his 
neome,  exceeded  it;  and  yet  he  confessed^,  thai  instmces  of  such  folly  were  too  com* 
moOt  and  lamented  that  some  men  were  not  to  be  trusted  tnth  their  own  money. 

Full  of  these  salutary  resolutions,  he  left  London  m  July  1739,  havmg  taken  leave 
ivith  great  tenderness  of  his  friends,  and  parted  from  the  author  of  this  narrathre  with 
lean  m  his  eyesr    He  was  furnished  with  fifteen  gumeas,  and  informed  that  they  wouW 

»Mr,  Pqpe.    & 
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be  sufficient,  not  only  for  tlie  expense  of  his  journey,  but  for  his  support  in  Wales  lof 
•ome  time;  and  that  there  remained  but  little  more  of  the  first  collection.  He  pro* 
mised  a  strict  adherence  to  his  maxims  of  parsimony,  and  went  away  in  the  stage  coach  $ 
nor  did  his  friends  expect  to  hear  from  him  till  he  informed  them  of  his  arrival  at 
Swansea. 

But,  when  they  least  expected,  arrived  a  letter  dated  the  fourteenth  day  after  hn 
departure,  in  ^ich  he  sent  them  word,  that  he  was  yet  upon  the  road,  and  without 
money ;  and  that  he  the]:efore  could  not  proceed  without  a  remittance.  They  then  sent 
him  the  money  that  was  in  their  hands,  with  which  he  was  enabled  to  reach  Bristol, 
from  whence  he  was  to  go  to  Swansea  by  water. 

At  Bristol  he  found  an  embargo  laid  upon  the  shipping,  so  that  he  could  not  imm^ 
diately  obtain  a  passage;  and  l>eing  therefore  obliged  to  stay  there  some  time,  he  with 
his  usiial  felicity  ingratiated  himself  with  many  of  the  principal  inhabitants,  was  invited 
to  then:  houses,  distingubhed  at  their  public  feasts,  and  treated  with  a  regard  that  gOf 
fified  his  vanity,  and  therefore  easily  engaged  his  affection* 

He  began  very  early  after  his  retirement  to  complain  of  theconduat  of  his  friends  ia 
London,  and  hrritated  many  of  them  so  much  by  his  letters,  that  they  withdrew,  however 
honourably,  their  contributions ;  and  it  is  believed  that  little  more  was  paid  him  than 
the  twenty  pounds  a  year,  which  were  allowed  him  by  the  gentleman  who  proposed  the 
subscription. 

After  some  stay  at  Bristol  he  retired  to  Swansea,  the  place  originally  proposed  for 
his  residence,  where  he  lived  about  a  year,  very  much  dissatisfied  with  the  diminution 
of  his  salary;  but  contracted,  as  in  other  places,  acquaintance  with  those  who  wert 
most  distinguished  in  that  country,  among  whom  he  has  celebrated  Mr.  Powel  and 
Mrs.  Jones,  by  some  verses  which  he  inserted  in  The  Gentleman^s  Magaxme  ^. 

Here  he  completed  hb  tragedy,  of  which  two  acts  were  wanting  when  he  left  London ; 
and  was  desirous  of  coming  to  town,  to  bring  it  upon  the  stage.  Thb  design  was  very 
urarmly  opposed;  and  he  w^  advised,  by  his  chief  benefactor,  to  put  it  into  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Thomson  and  Mr.  Mallet,  that  it  might  be  fitted  for  the  stage,  and  to  allow  hb 
friends  to  receive  the  profits,  out  of  which  an  annual  pension  should  be  paid  him. 

Thb  proposal  he  rejected  with  the  utmost  contempt.  He  was  by  no  means  convinced 
tf»t  the  judgment  of  those,  to  whom  he  was  required  to  submit,  was  superior  to  hb 
own.  He  was  uow  determined,  as  he  expressed  it,  to  be  '<  no  longer  kept  in  ]eadiiig>* 
strings,''  and  had  no  elevated  idea  of  **  hb  bounty,  who  proposed  to  pension  him  out 
of  the  profits  of  hb  own  labours." 

He  attempted  in  Wales  to  promote  a  subscription  for  his  works,  and  had  once  hopes 
of  success;  but  in  a  short  time  afterwards  formed  a  resolution  of  leaving  that  part  of 
the  country,  to  which  he  thought  it  not  reasonable  to  be  confined,  for  the  gratification 
of  those  who,  havmg  promised  him  a  liberal  income,  had  no  sooner  banbhed  him  to  a 
remote  comer,  than  they  reduced  his  allowance  to  a  salary  scarcely  equal  to  the  neoes* 
Mtles  of  life. 

Hb  resentment  of  this  treatment,  which,  in  hb  own  opinion  at  least,  be  had  not  de>- 
iervedi  was  mcU,  that  be  broke  off  all  correspondence  with  most  of  hb  cimtiibutor% 

l^9«pniited  in  the  present  CoUecUo^^ 
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ftod  appear^  to  conaider  theni  as  persecutors  an^l  oppre89ors ;  and  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  life  declared,  that  their  conduct  toward  him  since  his  departure  from  London  '*  had 
been  perfidiousnesS  improving  on  perfidiousness,  and  inhumanity,  on  inhumanity.^ 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  necessities  of  Mr.  Savage  did  notsometimes  incite 
him  to  satirical  exaggerations  of  the  behaviour  of  those  by  whom  he  thought  himself  re* 
duced  to  them.  But  it  must  be  granted,  that  the  diminution  of  his  allowance  was  a 
great  hardship,  and  that  those  who  withdrew  their  subscriptions  from  a  man,  who,  upon 
the  fiuth  of  their  promise,  had  gone  into  a  kind  of  banishment,  and  abandoned  all 
those  by  whom  he  had  been  before  relieved  in  ha  distresses,  will  find  it  no  easy  task  to 
vindicate  their  conduct. 

It  may  be  alleged,  and  perhaps  justly,  that  he  was  petnlant  and  contemptuous ;  that  he 
more  frequently  r^roached  his  subscribers  for  not  giving  him  more,  Ihan  thanked  them 
for  what  he  received;  but  it  is  to  be  remembered,  that  his  conduct,  and  this  is  the  worst 
charge  that  can  be  drawn  up  against  him,  did  them  no  real  injury,  and  that  it  therefore 
ought  rather  to  have  been  pitied  than  resented ;  at  least,  the  resentment  it  might  provoke 
ought  to  have  been  generous  and  manly ;  epithets  which  his  conduct  will  hardly  deserve^ 
that  starves  the  matt  whom  he  has  persuaded  to  put  himself  into  his  power. 

It  might  have  been  reasonably  demanded  by  Savage,  that  they  should,  before  they 
had  taken  away  what  they  promised,  have  replaced  him  m  his  former  state,  that  they 
shottld  have  taken  no  advantages  from  the  situation  to  which  the  appearance  of  their 
kindness  had  reduced  him,  and  that  he  should  have  l>een  recalled  to  London  before  he 
was  abandoned.  He  might  justly  represent,  that  he  ought  to  have  been  considered 
at  a  lion  in  the  toils,  and  demand  to  be  released  before  the  dogs  should  be  loosed 
upon  him. 

He  endeavoured,  indeed,  to  release  himself,  and,  with  an  intent  to  return  to  London^ 
went  to  Bristol,  where  a  repetition  of  the  kindness  which  he  had  formerly  found  invited 
him  to  stay.  He  was  not  only  caressed  and  treated,  but  had'  a  collection  made  for  him 
of  aboat  thirty  pounds,  with  which  it  had  been  happy  if  he  had  immediately  departed 
for  Lcmdoo ;  hot  his  negligence  did  not  suffer  him  to  consider,,  that  such  proofs  of 
kindness  were  not  often  to  be  expected,  and  that  this  ardour  of  benevolence  was  in  n 
great  degree  the  effect  of  novelty,  and  might,  probably,  be  e%ery  day  less ;  and  there- 
fore be  tookno  caie  to  improve  the  happy  time,  but  was  encouraged  by  one  favour 
Id  hope  for  another,  till  at  length  generosity  was  exhausted,  and  ofiiciousness  wearied. 

Another  part  of  hb  misconduct  was  the  practice  of  prolonging  his  visits  to  unseason« 
able  hours,  and  discooeertfng  all  the  families  into  which  he  was  admitted.  This  was 
an  errour  in  a  place  of  commerce,  which  all  the  charms  of  his  conversation  conld  not 
compensate;  for  what  trader  would  purchase  such  airy  satbfaction  by  the  loss  of  solid 
gain,  which  must  be  the  consequence  of  mklnight  merriment,  as  those  hours  which  were 
gained  at  night  were  generally  lost  in  the  morning? 

Thus  Mr.  Savage,  after  the  curiosity  of  the  inhabitants  was  gratified,  found  the  num* 
ber  of  his  friends  daily  decreasing,  perhaps  without  suspecting  for  what  reason  their 
conduct  was  altered;  for  he  still  continued  to  harass,  virith  his  nocturnal  intrusions,  {hose 
that  yet  countenanced  him,  and  admitted  him  to  their  houses. 

But  he  did  not  spend  all  the  tfane  of  his  residence  at  Bristol  in  visits  or  at  taverns; 
for  he  sometimes  returned  to  his  studies  and  began  several  considerable  designs.    When 
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he  felt  an  ioclination  to  write*  be  alwa^^s  retired  from  the  kaowledge  of  |ih  fiieods,  and 
lay  bid  io  ao  obscure  part  of  the  suburbs,  till  he  found  himself  again. desirous  of  com- 
pany,  to  which  it  is  likely  tliat  intervals  of  absence  made  him  more  welcome. 

He  was  always  full  of  hb  design  of  returning  to  London,  to  bring  his  tnigedj 
upon  the  stage:  but,  having  neglected  to  depart  with  the  money  that  was  raised  for 
bim,  he  could  not  afterwards  procure  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  the  expenses  of  his 
journey ;  nor  perhaps  would  a  fresh  supply  have  had  any  other.effect  than,  by  putting 
immediate  pleasures  into  his  power,  to  have  driven  the  thoughts  of  bis  journey  out  of 
his  mind; 

While  he  was  tlius  spending  the  day  in  contriving  a  scheme  for  the  morrow,  distresi 
stole  upon  him  by  imperceptible  degrees.  His  conduct  bad  already  wearied  some  of 
those  who  were  at  first  enamoured  of  his  conversation ;  but  he  might,  perhaps,  stiD 
have  devolved  to  others,  whom  he  might  have  entertained  with  equal  success,  had  not 
the  decay  of  hb  clothes  made  it  no  longer  consistent  with  their  vanity  to  admit  him  to 
their  tables,  or  to  associate  with  him  in  public  pkces.  He  now  began  to  find  every  man 
from  home  at  whose  house  he  called ;  and  was  therefore  no  longer  able  to  procnie  the 
necessaries  of  life,  but  wandered  alK>ut  the  town  slighted  and  neglected,  in  qncat  of  a 
dinner,  which  he  did  not  always  obtain. 

.  To  complete  hb  xpisery,  he  was  pursued  by  the  officers  for  small  debts  which  he  had 
contracted ;  and  was  therefore  obliged  to  withdraw  from  the  small  number  of  friends 
from  whom  he  had  still  reason  to  hope  for  favours.  JElis  custom  was,  to  lie  m  bed  the 
greatest  part  of  the  day,  and  to  go  out  iu  the  dark  with  the  utmost  privacy,  and,  after 
having  paid  hb  visit,  return  again  before  moniing  to  his  lodging,  which  was  the  garret 
of  an  obscure  inn. 

Being  thus  excluded  on  one  hand,  and  confined  on  the  oth^r,  he  sufiered  the  utmost 
extremities  of  poverty,  and  often  fasted  so  long  that  lie  was  seized  with  &tntness,  and 
bad  lost  hb  appetite,  not  being  able  to  bear  the  smell  of  meat,  till  the  action  of  bis 
stomach  was  restored  by  a  cordial. 

In  thb  distress,  he  received  a  remittance  of  five  pounds  from  London,  widi  which 
be  provided  himself  a  decent  coat,  and  determmed  to  go  to  London,  but  uabappily 
tptni  hb  money  at  a  favourite  tavern.  Thus  was  he  again  con&ied  to  Brbtol,  where 
be  was  every  day  hunted  by  bailiffs..  In  thb  exigence  he  once  more  found  a  friend,  who 
shellered  him  in  hb  house,  though  at  the  usual  inconveniences  with  which  hb  compsDy 
vas  attended ;  for  be  could  neither  be  persuaded  to  go  to  bed  m  the  nig^t,  nor  to  tise 
in  the  day; 

It  b  observable,  that  in  these  various  scenes  of  nusery  he  was  always  disengaged  and 
cheerful:  be  at  some  times  pursued  hb  studies,  and  at  others  oontmued  or  enlarged  his 
q>istplary  contspondence ;  nor  was  he  ever  so  far  dejected  as  to  endeavovr  to  ^nocure 
ai^increase  of  hb  allowance  by  any  other  metliods  than  accusations  and  reproaches. 
.  He  had  now  no  longer  any  hopes  of  assbtance  from  hb  friends  at  Bristol,  who  as 
merchants,  and  by  consequence  sufficiently  studious  of  profit,  cannot  be  supposed  to 
bave  looked  with  much  compassion  upon  negligence  and  extravagance,  or  to  think  say 
exoelience  equivalent  to  a  fault  of  such  consequence  as  neglect  .of  economy.  It  is 
natural  to  unagine,  that  many  of  those,  who  would  have  relieved  hb  real  wants,  were 
4isooQnged  from  the  exertion  of  theb  benevplence  bv  observation  of  the  use  which  was 
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Slide  of  their  finroitn»  and  coDTictioii  that  relief  would  only  be  momientary,  and  tiiat 
Ike  same  necessity  would  quickly  return. 

At  last  he  quitted  the  house  of  his  friend,  and  returned  to  his  lodging  at  the  inn^ 
itiH  intending  to  set  out  iq  a  few  days  for  London;  but  on  the  10th  of  January  I742-3» 
havmg  been  at  supper  with  two  of  his  friends,  he  was,  at  his  return  to  his  lodgings 
arrested  for  a  debt  of  about  eight  pounds,  which  he  <iwed  at  a  coffee-house,  and  con- 
docted  to  the  house  of  a  sheriff's  officer.  The  account  which  he  gives  of  this  mis- 
fortune, in  a  letter  to  one  of  the  gentlemen  with  whbnr  he  had  supped,  is  too  remark- 
able to  be  omitted. 

*'  It  was  not  a  little  unfortunate  for  me,  that  I  spent  yesterday's  evening  with  you ; 
because  the  hour  hindered  me  from  entering  oi).  my  new  lodgmg;  however,  I  have 
now  got  one,  but  such  an  one  as  I  believe  nobody  would  chuse. 

*'  I  wa3  arrested  at  the  suit  of  Mrs.  Read,  just  as  I  was  going  up  stairs  to  bed,  at 
Mr.  Bowyer's ;  but  taken  in  so  private  a  manner,  that  I  believe  nobody  at  the  White 
lion  is  apprised  of  it  \  though  I  let  the  officers  know  the  strength,  or  rather  weakness^ 
of  my  pocket,  yet  they  treated  me  with  thfe  utmost  civility ;  and  even  when  they  con- 
ducted me  to  confinement,  it  was  in  such  a  mpnner,  that  I  verily  believe  I  could  have 
escaped,  which  I  would  rather  be  ruined  than  have  done,  notwithstanding  the  whole 
amount  of  my  finances  was  but  three  pence  halfpenny. 
*'  In  the  first  place,  I  must  insist,  that  you  will  industriously  conceal  this  from  Mrs. 

S s,  because  I  would  not  have  her  good-nature  sufier  that  pain,  which,  I  know,  she 

would  be  apt  to  feel  on  this  occasion. 

**  Next,  I  conjure  you,  dear  sn*,  by  all  the  ties  of  friendship,  by  no  means  to  have 
one  uneasy  thought  on  my  accomit ;  but  to  have  the  same  pleasantry  of  countenance, 
and  unruffled  serenity  of  mind,  which  (God  be  praised !)  I  have  in  this,  and  have  liad 
in  a  much  severer  calamity.  .  Furthermore,  I  charge  you,  if  you  value  my  friend- 
ship as  truly  as  I  do  yours,  not  to  utter,  or  even  harbour,  the  least  resentment  against 
Mrs.  Read.  I  believe  she  has  ruined  me,  but  I  freely  forgive  her ;  and  (though  I 
will  never  more  have  any  intimacy  with  her)  I  would,  at  a  due  distance,  rather  do  her 
an  act  of  good,  than  ill-will.  Lastly,  (pardon  tlie  expression)  I  absolutely  cbnmiaud 
yon  not  to  offer  me  any  pecuniary  assistance,  nor  to  attempt  getting  me  any  from  any 
one  of  ytNir  friends.  At  another  time,  or.  on  any  other  occasion,  you  may,  dear 
friend,  be  well  assured,  I  would  rather  write  to  you  in  the  submissive  style  of  a  request, 
than  that  of  a  peremptory  command. 

**  However,  that  my  truly  valuable  friend  may  not  think  I  am  too  proud  to. ask  a 
fiivoor,  let  me  intreat  you  to  let  me  have  your  boy  to  attend  me  for  this  day,  not  only 
ibr  the  sake  of  savmg  me  the  expense  of  porters,  but  fbr  the  delivery  of  some  letters 
to  people  whose  names  I  would  not  have  known  to  strangers. 

**  Tbt  civil  treatment  I  have  thus  fiir  met  from  thoi>e  whose  prisoner  I  am,  mak^ 
me  thankful  to  the  Almighty,  that  though  he  has  thought  fit  to  visit  me  (on  my  birth- 
B%lit)  with  affliction,  yet  (such  is  his  great  goodness  I)  my  affiiction  is  not  without  alle- 
viattDg  circmnstances.  I  murmur  not ;  but  am  all  resignation  to  the  divine  will.  As 
to  the  world,  I  1k^  that  I  shall  be  endued  by  Heaven  with  that  presence  of  rnind^ 
that  serene  dignity  in  misfortune,  that  constitutes  the  character  of  a  true  nobleman;  a 
digDily  frur  beyond  that  of  coronets ;  a  nobility  arising  from  the  just  principles  of  phi- 
losophy,  refined  and  exalted  by  those  of  ChrisLanity.'* 

V  2 
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He  continued  five  days  at  the  officer^s,  in  hopes  that  he  should  be  able  to  procnfe 
bafly  and  avoid  the  necessity  of  going  to  prison.  The  state  m  which  he  passed  his 
time,  and  the  treatment  which  he  received,  are  very  justly  expressed  by  him  in  t 
letter  which  he  wrote  to  a  friend :  "  The  whole  day/'  says  he,  *'  has  been  employed 
in  various  people's  filling  my  head  with  their  foolish  chimerical  systems,  which  has 
obliged  me  coolly  (as  far  as  nature  will  admit)  to  digest,  and  accommodate  myself  to 
every  different  person's  way  of  thinking ;  hurried  from  one  wild  system  to  another, 
till  it  has  quite  made  a  chaos  of  my  imagination,  and  noUiing  done — promised — 
disappointed—ordered  to  send,  every  hour,  from  one  part  of  the  town  to  the 
Other/' 

When  his  friends,  who  had  hitherto  caressed  and  applauded,  found  that  to  give 
bail  and  pay  the  debt  was  the  same,  they  all  refused  to  preserve  him  from  a  prison 
at  the  expense  of  eight  pounds ;  and  therefore,  after  having  been  for  some  time  at  the 
office/s  bouse  *'  at  an  immense  expend,"  as  he  observes  in  his  letter,  he  was  at  length 
removed  to  Newgate. 

This  expense  he  was  enabled  to  support  by  tlie  generosity  of  Mr.  Nash  at  Bath, 
who»  upon  receiving  from  him  an  account  of  his  condition,  immediately  sent  him 
five  guineas,  and  promised  to  promote  his  subscri(>tion  at  Bath  with  all  his 
interest. 

By  bk  removal  to  Newgate,  he  obtained  at  least  a  freedom  from  suspense,  and  rest 

from  the  disturbing  vicissitudes  of  hope  and  disappointment:   he  now  found  that  his 

friends  were  only  companions,  who  were  willing  to  share  hb  gaiety,  but  not  to 

partake  of  his  misfortunes;  apd  therefore  he  no  longer  expected  any  assistance  from 

Jem. 

It  must,  however,  be  observed  of  one  gentleman,  that  he  offered  to  release  him  by 
paying  the  debt ;  but  that  Mr.  Savage  would  not  consent,  I  suppose,  because  he  thought 
he  had  before  been  too  burtbensoroe  to  him. 

He  was  offered  by  some  of  his  friends  that  a  collection  should  be  made  for  his  en* 
largement:  but  he  "  treated  the  proposal,"  and  declared^  '*  he  should  again  treat  it, 
with  disdain.  As  to  writing  any  mendicant  letters,  he  had  too  big  a  spirit,  and  deter- 
mined only  to  write  to  some  ministers  of  state  to  try  to  regain  his  pension.'' 

He  continued  to  complain  ^  of  those  that  had  sent  him  into  the  country,  and  ob- 
jected to  them,  that  he  had  *'  lost  the  profits  of  his  play,  which  had  been  finished 
three  years/'  and  in  another  letter  declares  his  resolution  to  pubUsh  a  pamphlet^ 
that  the  world  might  know  how  ''  he  had  been  used.** 

This  pamphlet  was  never  written ;  for  he  in  a  very  short  time  recovered  his  usual  tran- 
quillity, and  cheerfully  applied  himself  to  more  moffensive  studies.  He  indeed  steadily 
declared,  that  he  was  promised  a  yearly  allowance  of  fifty  pounds,  and  never  re^dved 
half  the  sum;  biit  he  seemed  to  resign  himself  to  that  as  well  as  to  other  nusfortunesy 
and  lose  the  remembrance  of  it  in  his  amusements  and  employments. 

Th^  cheerfulness  with  which  he  bore  his  confinement  appears  from  the  foUowmg 
letter,  which  he  wrote,  January  the  30th,  to  one  of  hb  fiiends  in  London* 

vi  In  a  letter  after  bii  coDfioement.    Dr.  J, 
90  Letter,  Jan.  15. 
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^  I  now  write  to  you  from  my  confinement  in  Newgate,  where  I  have  been  ever 
ihice  Monday  last  was  se'nnight,  and  where  I  enjoy  myself  with  much  more  tranquil- 
lity than  I  have  known  for  upwards  of  a  twelvemonth  past;  having  a  room  entirely  to 
myself,  and  pursuing  the  amusement  of  my  poetical  studies,  uninterrupted,  and  agree** 
ible  to  my  mind.  I  thank  the  Almighty,  I  am  now  all  collected  in  myself;  and, 
though  my  person  is  in  confinement,  my  mind  cau  expatiate  on  ample  and  useful  sub- 
jects with  all  the  freedom  imaginable.  I  am  now  more  conversant  with  the  Nine  than 
ever,  and  if,  instead  of  a  Newgate-bird,  I  may  be  allowed  to  be  a  bird  of  the  Muses» 
I  assure  yon,  sir,  I  sing  very  freely  in  my  cage ;  sometimes  indeed  in  the  plaintive 
notes  of  the  nightingale  ;  but  at  others  in  the  cheerful  strains  of  the  lark.*' 

In  another  letter  he  observes,  that  he  ranges  frx>m  one  subject  to  another,  without 
tonfinmg  himself  to  any  partknilar  task ;  and  that  he  was  employed  one  week  upon  . 
one  attempt,  and  the  next  upon  another. 

Surely  the  fortitude  of  this  man  deserves,  at  least,  to  be  mentioned  with  applause ; 
and,  whatever  faults  may  be  imputed  to  him,  the  virtue  of  sufiering  well  cannot  be 
denied  him.  The  two  powers  which,  m  the  opinion  of  Epictetus,  constituted  a  wise 
man,  are  those  of  bearing  and  forbearing;  which  it  cannot  indeed  be  affirmed  to  have 
been  equally  possessed  bj^  Savage ;  and  indeed  the  want  of  one  obliged  him  very  fre^ 
quently  to  practise  the  other. 

He  was  treated  by  Mr.  Dagge,  the  keeper  of  the  prison,  with  great  humanity;  wa 
supported  by  him  at  his  own  table,  without  any  certainty  of  recompense;  had  a 
room  to  himself,  to  which  he  could  at  any  time  retire  from  all  disturbance;  was 
allowed  to  stand  at  thexloor  of  the  prison,  and  sometimes  taken  out  into  the  fields  39 ; 
10  that  he  suffered  fewer  hanbhips  in  prison  than  he  had  been  accustomed  to  undergo 
in  the  greatest  part  of  his  life. 

Tlie  keeper  dkl  not  confine  his  benevolence  to  a  gentle  execution  of  his  ofiice^  but 
roadte  some  overtures  to  the  creditor  for  his  release,  though  without  effect ;  and  con- 
tinned,  during  the  whole  time  of  his  imprisonment,  to  treat  him  with  the  utmost  ten* 
demess  and  civility. 

Virtue  is  undoubtedly  most  laudable  in  that  state  which  makes  it  most  difikult; 
and  therefore  the  humanity  of  a  gaoler  certainly  deserves  this  public  attestation ;  and 
the  man,  whose  heart  has  not  heea  hardened  by  such  an  employment,  may  be  justly 
proposed  as  a  pattern  of  benevolence.  If  an  inscription  was  once  engraved  "  to  the 
honest  toll-gatherer»*  less  honours  ought  not  to  he  paid  **  to  the  tender  gaoler.^' 

Mr.  Savage  very  frequently  received  visits,  and  sometimes  presents  from  his  acquain- 
tances ;  but  they  did  not  amount  to  a  subsistence,  for  the  greater  part  of  which  he 
wtt  indebted  to  the  generosity  of  this  keeper ;  but  these  favours,  however  they 
might  endear  to  him  the  particular  persons  from  whom  he  received  them,  were  very 
frr  from  impiessmg  upon  his  mind  any  advantageous  ideas  of  the  people  of  Bristol* 
and  therefore  he  thought  he  could  not  more  properly  emfioj  himself  in  prison^  than 
in  writing  a  poem  called  London  and  Bristol  delineated  ^« 

>»  See  tliii  oonilnnad,  Gent  Mag.  voULVIL  1140.    K 

^  The  Anthor  prafened  thit  title  ta  that  of  Loodoo  and  Bristol  ooniwrod  |  which,  whea  he  he- 
fM  the  piici^  he  intended  to  piefe  ID  it    Dr./.  ^ 
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When  he  had  brought  this  poem  to  its  piesent  state^  which,  without  coosidering  die 
chasm,  is  not  perfect,  he  wrote  to  London  an  account  of  his  design,  and  informed  hi» 
friend^*,  that  he  was  determined  to  print  it  with  his  name ;  hot  enjoined  him  not  U> 
communicate  his  intention  to  his  Bristol  acquaintance*  Tlie  gentleman,  surprised  at 
his  resolution,  endeavouted  to  dissuade  hun  from  4>ubli8hing  it,  at  least  from  prefixing 
his  name ;  and  declared,  that  he  could  not  reconcile  the  injunction  of  secrecy  with 
his  resolution  to  own  it  at  its  first  appearance.  To  this  Mr.  Savage  returned  an  answer, 
agreeable  to  his  character,  in  the  following  terms : 

"  I  received  ^ours  this  morning ;  and  not  without  a  little  surprise  at  the  cooteals. 
To  answer  a  question  with  a  question,  you  ask  me,  concerning  London  and  Bristol, 
why  will  I  add  delineatedl  Why  did  Mr.  Woolaston  add  the  same  word  to  hb 
Religion  of  Nature  ?  I  suppose  that  it  was  his  will  and  pleasure  to  add  it  in  his  case ; 
and  it  is  mine  to  do  so  in  my  own.  You  are  pleased  to  tell  me,  that  you  understand 
not  why  secrecy  is  enjoined,  and  yet  I  intend  to  set  my  name  to  it  My  answer  is — 
1  have  my  private  reasons,  which  I  am  not  obliged  to  explain  to  any  one.    You  doubt 

'my  friend  Mr.  S -^^  would  not  approve  of  it — ^And  what  is  it  to  me]  whether  he 

does  or  not  1  Do  you  imagine  that  Mr.  iS— —  is  to  dictate  to  me  1  If  any  man  who 
calls  himself  my  friend  should  assume  such  an  air,  I  would  spuni  at  his  friendship  with 
contempt.  You  say,  I  seem  to  think  so  by  not  letting  hini  know  H — ^And  suppose  I 
do,  what  then  1  Perhaps  I  can  give  reasons  for  that  disapprobation,  ver]^  foreign  from 
what  you  would  imagine.  You  go  on  in.  saying.  Suppose  I  should  not  put  my  name 
to  it — My  ahswer  is,  that  I  will  not  suppose  any  such  thing,  being  determined  to  the 
contrary:  neither,  sir,  would  I  have  you  suppose,  that  I  applied  to  you  for  want  of 

another  press:  nor  would  I  have  you  imagine,  that  I^owe  Mr.  S obUgatioos  which 

I  do  not."" 

Such  was  his  imprudence,  and  such  his  obstinate  adherence  to  his  own  resohttions, 
however  absurd !  A  prisoner  I  supported  by  charity  I  and,  whatever  insults  be  m^fat 
have  received  during  tlie  latter  part  of  his  stay  at  Bristol,  once  caressed,  esteemed,  and 
^  presented  with  a  liberal  collection,  he  could  forget  on  a  sudden  hia  danger  and  his  obi** 
ligations,  to  gratify  the  petulance  of  his  wit,  or  the  eagerness  of  his  resentment,  and 
publish  a  satire,  by  which  he  might  reasonably  expect  that  he  should  alienate  those 
who  tiien  supported  him,  and  provoke  those  whom  he  could  neither  resist  nor 
escape. 

This  resolution,  from  the  execution  of  which  it  is  probable  that  only  his  death  coidd 
have  hindered  him,  is  sufficient  to  show,  how  innch  he  disregarded  all  condderations 
that  opposed  his  present  passions,  and  how  readily  he  hazarded  all  future  advantages 
for  any  immediate  gratifications.  Whatever  was  his  predominant  inclinatkiOa  neither 
hope  nor  fear  hindered  him  from  complying  with  it ;  nor  had  oppositian  any  other 
effect  tlian  to  hei^ten  his  airdour,  and  irritate  his  vehemence* 

This  performance  was  however  laid  aside,  while  he  was  employed  in  solicitiiig  a«st- 
ance  from  several  great  persons;  and  one  intemiptioa  succeeding  another,  hiadefed 
him  from  supplying  the  chasm,  and  perhaps  from  retouching  the  other  parts,  whidi  he 

<A  TUa  friend  was  Mr.  Cave  the  priater.    K 
4SMr.Stroiig,oftheP«Mt^)ace.    N. 
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can  hudly  be  imagiiied  to  hare  finished  in  bis  own  opinioD ;  for  it  is  Tery  unequal*' 
and  lonie  of  the  lines  are  nither  inserted  to  rhyme  to  others,  than  to  support  or  im- 
prove  the  sense ;  but  the  first  and  last  parts  are  worked  up  witii  great  spirit  and 
el^aiioe. 

Mis  tisie  was  spent  in  the  prison  for  the  most  part  in  study*  or  m  receiving  visits ; 
but  somctinies  he  descended  to  lower  amusements,  and  diverted  himseliT  in  the  kitchen 
with  the  conversation  of  the  criminals ;  for  it  was  not  pleasipg  to  him  to  be  much  with- 
out oompuiy ;  and,  though  he  was  very  capable  of  a  judicious  choice,  he  was  often 
contented  with  the  first  that  ofiered ;  for  this  he  was  sometimes  reproved  by  his  friends 
who  Iband  him  surrounded  with  felons :  but  the  reproof  was  on  that,  as  on  other  oc^ 
casioDs*  thrown  away;  he  continued  to  gratify  himself,  and  to  set  very  little  value  on 
the  ofrioieii  of  others. 

Bal  here,  as  in  every  other  scene  of  his  life,  he  made  use  of  such  opportunities  as 
occumd  of  benefitmg  those  who  were  more  miserable  than  himself,  and  was  always 
ready  to  perfcrra  any  office  of  humanity  to  his  feUow-^risoners. 

He  had  now  ceased  from  corresponding  with  any  of  bis  subscribers  except  <me,  who* 
jet  contioiied  to  remit  him  the  twenty  pounds  a-year  which  he  bad  promised  him,  and 
b;  whom  it  was  expected  that  he  would  have  been  in  a  very  short  time  enlarged,  be- 
cause he  had  directed  the  keeper  to  inquire  after  the  state  of  his  debts. 

However,  be  took  care  to  enter  bi|  name  accordmg  to  the  forms  of  the  court^,  that 
the  creditor  might  be  obliged  to  mdce  hnn  some  allowance,  if  he  was  continued  a- 
prisoner,  and,  when  on  that  occasion  he  appeared  in  the  hall*  was  treated  with  very 
unusual  nspett, 

But  the  resentment  of  the  city  was  afterwards  raised  by  some  accounts  that  bad 
been  spread  of  tbe  satire;  and  he  was  informed  that  sdtne  of  the  merchants  mtended' 
to  pay  the  allowance  which  the  law  required,  and  to  detain  him  a  prisoner  at  their 
own  expense.  This  he  treated  as  an  empty  menace;  and  pethaps  migBt  have  hastened 
the  publication,  only  to  show  how  much  he  was  superior  to  thdr  insults*  had  not  all 
his  schemes  been  suddenly  destroyed. 

When  he  had  been  six  months  in  prison,  he  received  from  one  of  his  friendiT**,  m 
whose  kindness  he  had  the  greatest  confidence,  and  on  whose  assistance  he  chiefly  de- 
pended, a  letter,  that  contained  a  charge  <^f  very  atrocious  ingratitude,  drawn  up  m 
sudi  terms  as  sudden  resentment  dictated.  Henley,  in  one  of  his  advertisements,  had 
mentioned  -  Pope's  treatment  of  Savage.""  Thib  was  supposed  by  Pope  to  be  the 
censequenee  of  a  compfaunt  made  by  Savage  to  Henley,  and  was  therefore  mentioned 
by  hon  with  mudi  resentment  Mr.  Savage  returned  a  very  solemn  proteslatkm  of 
his  innof<rnf»,  but  however  appeared  tsSQ^.^fsturbed  at  the  accusation.  Some  days- 
afterwards  he  was  seised  with  a  pam  m  his  bad^and  side,  whkh,  as  it  was  not  vident» 
was  not  suspected  to  be  dangerous;  but  glowing  daily  more  languid  and  dejected,  on 
the  25th  of  July  he  confined  huasdf  to  his  room,  and  a  fever  seised  his  S|Mrits.  The 
symptoaos  grew  every  day  more  fonridaUe,  but  his  conditioB  did  not  enable  hmi  to 

«  See  Gent  Mag.  voL  LVIt  1040.    K, 
^•mr.Vope.    See  9omeesxxwitt<iU»m  torn  tht^fS^e^^ 
YnihMd•ftIifc^Fofe,^«OB.    M. 
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procure  any  assistance.  The  last  time  that  the  keeper  saw  him  was  on  July  the  51st« 
1743;  when  Savage,  seeing  him  at  his  bed-side,  said,  with  an  uDcommon  earnestness, 
*'  I  have  something  to  say  to  you,  sir ;"  but,  after  a  pause,  moved  his  hand  in  a 
lancholy  manner ;  and,  finding  himself  unable  to  recollect  what  he  was  going  to 
municate,  said,  «  Tis  gone !"  The  keeper  soon  after  led  him ;  and  the  next  rooming 
he  died.  He  was  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  St.  Peter»  at  the  expense  of  the 
keeper. 

Such  was  the  life  and  death  of  Richard  Savage,  a  man  equally  distinguished  by  his 
virtues  and  vices ;  and  at  once  remarkable  for  his  weakness  and  abilities. 

He  was  of  a  middle  stature,  of  a  thin  habit  of  body,  a  long  visage,  coarse 
features,  and  melancholy  aspect ;  of  a  grave  and  manly  deportment,  a  solemn  dignity 
of  mien,  but  which,  upon  a  nearer  acquaintance,  softened  into  an  engaging  easiness  of 
manners.  His  walk  was  slow,  and  his  voice  tremulous  and  mournful.  He  was  easily 
excited  to  smiles,  but  very  seldom  provoked  to  laughter. 

His  mind  was  in  an  uncommon  degree  vigorous  and  active.  His  judgment  was  ac- 
curate, his  apprehension  quick,  and  his  memory  so  tenacious^  that  he  was  frequently 
observed  to  know  what  he  had  learned  from  others,  in  a  short  time,  better  than  those 
by  whom  he  was  informed ;  and  could  frequently  recollect  incidents,  with  all  their 
combination  of  circumstances,  which  fe%v  would  have  regarded  at  the  present  time,  but 
which  the  qujckness  of  bis  apprehension  impressed  upon  him.  He  had  tbe  peculiar 
felicity  that  his  attention  never  deserted  him ;  he  was  present  to  every  object,  and  re- 
gardful of  the  most  trifling  occurrences.  He  had  the  art  of  escaping  from  his  own  re- 
flections, and  accommodating  himself  to  every  new  scene. 

To  this  quality  is  to  be  imputed  the  extent  of  his  knowledge,  compared  with  the 
small  time  which  he  spent  in  vhible  endeavours  to  acquire  it.  He  mingled  in  cursory 
conversation  with  the  same  steadiness  of  attention  as  otiiers  apply  to  a  lecture ;  and 
amidst  the  appearance  of  thoughtless  gaiety,  lost  no  new  idea  that  was  started,  nor  any 
hint  that  could  be  improved.  He  had  therefore  made  in  coflfee^houses  the  same  pro- 
ficiency as  others  in  their  closets:  and  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  writings  of  a  nmn  of 
little  education  and  little  reading  have  an  air  of  learning  scarcely  to  be  found  in  any 
otlier  performances,  but  which  perhaps  as  often  obscures  as  eml>ellisbes  them. 

His  judgment  was  eminently  exact  both  with  regard  to  writings  and  to  men.  Tbe 
knowledge  of  life  was  indeed  his  chief  attainment ;  and  it  is  not  without  some  satisfiic- 
tion,  that  I  can  produce  the  suflfrage  of  Savage  in  &vour  of  human  nature,  of  which 
he  never  appeared  to  entertain  such  odious  ideas  as  some,  who  perhaps  had  neither 
his  judgment  nor  experience,  have  published,  either  in  ostentation  of  their  sagacity^ 
vindication  of  their  crimes,  or  gratification  of  their  malice* 

His  metliod  of  life  particularly  qualified  him  for  conversation*  of  which  he  knew  how 
to  practise  all  the  graces,  ite  was  never  vehement  or  loud,  but  at  once  modest  and 
easy,  open  and  respectful;  bis  language  was  vivacious  and  elegant,  and  equally  happy 
upon  grave  or  humorous  subjects.  He  was  generally  censured  for  not  knowing  when 
to  retire;  but  that  was  not  the  defect  of  his  judgment,  but  of  his  fortune:  when  he 
left  his  company,  he  was  frequently  to  spend  the  remaining  part  of  the  night  in  tlie 
street,  or  at  least  was  abandoned  to  gloomy  reflections,  which  it  is  not  strange  thai  he 
delayed  as  long  as  he  could ;  and  sometimes  forgot  that  he  gave  others  pain  to  avoid 
it  himself. 
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'  It  camiot  be  said,  that  he  made  use  of  his  abilities  for  the  direction  of  hii  own  conn 
duct ;  an  irregular  and  dissipated  manner  of  life  had  made  him  the  slave  of  eveiy  pas- 
sion that  happened  to  be  excited  by  the  presence  of  its  object,  and  that  slavery  to  his 
passioos  redprooally  prodnced  a  life  irregular  and  dissipated.  He  was  not  master  of 
his  own  motions,  nor  could  promise  any  thing  for  the  next  day. 

With  regard  to  his  economy,  nothing  can  be  added  to  the  relation  of  his  life.  He 
appeared  to  think  himself  bom  to  be  supported  by  others,  and  dispensed  from  all  ne- 
cessity of  providing  for  himself;  he  therefore  never  prosecuted  any  scheme  of  advan- 
tage, nor  endeavoured  even  to  secure  the  profits  which  his  vmtings  might  have  afford- 
ed him.  Hb  temper  was,  in  consequence  of  the  dominion  of  his  passions,  nncertam 
and  capricious ;  he  was  easily  engaged,  and  easily  disgusted ;  but  he  b  accused  of  le* 
tainiog  hb  hatred  more  tenaciously  than  hb  benevolence. 

He  was  compassionate  both  by  nature  and  principle,  and  always  ready  to  perform 
oflioes  of  humanity ;  but  when  he  was  provoked,  (and  very  small  offences  were  sufficient 
to  provoke  bun)  he  would  prosecute  hb  revenge  with  the  utmost  acrimony  till  hb  pas* 
sion  had  subsided. 

Hb  friendship  was  therefore  of  little  vaioe ;  for,  though  he  was  zealous  m  the  sup- 
port or  vindication  of  those  whom  he  loved,  yet  it  was  always  dangerous  to  trust  him, 
because  he  considered  himself  as  discharged  by  the  first  quarrel  from  all  ties  of  honour 
or  gratitude;  and  would  betray  those  secrets  which  in  the  warmth  of  confidence  had 
been  imparted  to  him.  Thb  practice  drew  upon  him  an  universal  accusatbn  of  in- 
gratitude :  nor  can  it  be  denied  that  he  was  very  ready  to  set  himself  free  from  the  load  of 
an  obligation ;  for  he  could  not  bear  to  conceive  himself  in  a  state  of  dependence,  hb 
pride  being  equally  powerful  with  his  other  passions,  and  appearing  in  the  form  of  in- 
solence at  one  time,  and  of  vanity  at  another.  Vanity,  the  most  innocent  species  of 
pride,  was  most  frequently  predominant:  he  could  not  easily  leave  off,  when  he  had 
once  begun  to  mention  himself  or  his  works ;  nor  ever  read  his  verses  without  stealing 
hb  eyes  from  the  page,  to  discover  in  the  faces  of  hb  audience,  how  they  were  afilected 
with  any  favourite  passage. 

A  kinder  name  than  that  of  vanity  ought  to  be  given  to  the  delicacy  with  which  he 
was  always  careful  to  separate  his  own  merit  from  every  other  man's,  and  to  reject 
that  praise  to  which  he  had  no  claim.  He  did  not  forget,  in  mentionmg  hb  perfor* 
mances,  to  mark  every  line  that  had  been  suggested  or  amended ;  and  was  so  accurate^ 
as  to  relate  that  he  owed  three  words  in  The  Wanderer  to  the  advice  of  hb 
friends. 

Hb  veracity  was  questioned,  but  with  little  reason ;  hb  accounts,  though  not  indeed 
always  the  same,  were  generally  consistent.  When  he  loved  any  man,  he  suppressed 
all  hb  faults :  and,  when  he  had  been  offended  by  him,  concealed  all  hb  virtues :  but 
hb  characters  were  generally  true,  so  far  as  he  proceeded ;  though  it  cannot  be  denied^ 
that  Jib  partiality  might  have  sometimes  the  effect  of  falsehood. 

In  cases  indifferent,  he  was  xealous  for  virtue,  truth,  and  justice :  he  knew  very  well 
the  necessity  of  goodness  to  the  present  and  future  happiness  of  mankind ;  nor  b  there 
perhaps  any  writer,  who  has  less  endeavoured  to  please  by  flattering  the  appetites^  or 
perverting  the  judgment 
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Am  an  author,  theieforey  and  he  now  ceases  to  infloeoce  niankkid  io  any  other  dia- 
racter»  if  one  piece  which  he  had  resolved  to  suppress  he  excepted,  he  has  verj  Uule 
to  fear  from  the  strictest  moral  or  religioiis  censure.  And  though  he  may  not  be 
ritogether  secure  against  the  objections  of  the  critic,  it  must  however  be  acknowk^lged, 
that  his  works  are  the  pxodueticais  of  a  genius  truly  poetical;  and,  what  many  wiiten 
who  hi^ve  been  move  lavishly  aqpplauded  cannot  boast,  that  they  have  an  original  air, 
which  has  bo  resembbpoe  of  any  forgoing  writer,  that  the  vetsificatbn  and  sentiments 
have  a  cast  peculiar  to  themselves,  whieh  no  man  can  imitate  wkh  success^  because 
vrbat  was  n^ure  in  Savage  would  in  another  be  afiectation.  It  must  be  confessed, 
that  his  descr^itk>BS  are  striking,  his  images  anunated,  his  fictions  justly  imagined,  and 
his  allegories  artfully  pucsued;  that  his  diction  is  elevated,  though  sometimes  lbi€ed» 
and  his  numbers  sonorous  and  mujestic,  though  frequently  sluggish  and  encumbered. 
Of  his  fllyk,  the  general  &ult  is  haishness,  and  its  general  excellence  is  dignity ;  of  his 
BCPtimfnt^  the  pievailing  beauty  is  sinjdicity,  and  uniformity  the  prevailing  defect. 

for  his  life,  or  for  his  writings,  none,  who  candidly  consider  his  fortune,  will  tUnk 
an  apology  either  necessary  or  difficult.  If  he  was  not  always  sufficiently  mstructed 
on  his  anl^ctp  his  knowledge  was  at  least  greater  than  could  have  been  attained  by 
others  in  the  same  state.  If  his  works  were  sometimes  unfinisbed,  aceuiacy  cannot 
rcnnonaHy  be  e^eted  from  a  man  oppressed  with  want,  which  he  has  no  hope  q{  i^ 
Ijeving  but  by  a  speedy  puUicatioa.  The  insolence  and  resentment  of  which  he  is 
aseused  weie  net  easily  to  be  avoided  by  a  great  mind,  irritated  by  perpetual  haid- 
shipi^  and  constrained  hourly  to  return  the  spum^  of  contempt,  and  repress  the  inso- 
lence of  prosperi^;  and  vanity  may  surely  be  readily  pardoned  in  him,  to  whom 
life  affcHNled  no  other  comforts  than  barren  praises,  and  the  consciousness  of  deserving 


Thoae  am  no  |Hr<^r  ju^es  of  his  conduct,  who  have  slumbered  away  their  time  on 
the  down  of  pfenty ;  nor  will  any  wise  man  presume  to  say,  "  Had  I  been  in  Savage's 
condMmi,  1  should  have  lived  or  written  better  than  Savage.^ 

This  relation  will  not  be  wholly  without  its  use,  if  those,  who  languish  under  any 
part  of  his  suftring^,  shaU  be  enabled  to  fortify  their  patience,  by  mflecting  that  they 
feel  only  those  affictipna  from  which  the  abilities  of  Savage  did  not  exempt  him ;  or 
those,  who,.in  eonfidenoe  of  superior  capacities  or  attainments,  disregarded  the  common 
nQMaiima  of  Itfe,  shall  be  reminded^  that  nothing  will  supply  the  vrant  of  prudence; 
and  that  negligence  and  ii««guUirity»  loi^  eontiBoed^  will  make  knowledge  useless 
wit  ridiculous,  and  genius  contemptible. 
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TO  THE  RIOHT  HONOURABLE 

JOHN  LORD  VISCOUNT  TYRCONNEI^ 

Baton  Chailktills,  and  Lord  BaowiiLOwa,  Knij^t  of  the  Batv* 

My  Lord, 

Part  of  this  poem  had  the  honour  of  your  Lordship's  perusal  when  in 
manuscript ;  and  it  was  no  small  pride  to  me,  when  it  met  with  approbation 
from  so  distinguishing  a  judge :  should  the  rest  find  the  like  indulgence, 
I  shall  have  no  occasion  (whatever  its  success  may  be  in  the  world)  to  re- 
pent the  labour  it  has  cost  me — But  my  intention  is  not  to  pursue  a  discourse 
oa  nfy  own  performance ;  no,  my  lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  opportunity 
of  throwing  out  sentiments  that  relate  to  your  lordship's  goodness,  the 
generosity  of  which,  give  me  leave  to  say,  I  have  greatly  experienced. 

I  offer  it  not  as  a  new  remark,  that  dependance  on  the  great,  in  former 
times,  generally  terminated  in  disappointment;  nay,  even  their  bounty  (if 
it  could  be  called  such)  was,  in  its  very  nature,  ungenerousl  It  was,  per- 
haps, with-held,  through  an  indolent  ot  wilful  neglect,  till  those  who  lingered 
in  the  want  of  it,  grew  almost  past  the  sense  of  comfort.  At  length  it  came, 
too  oheUi  in  a  manner  that  half  cancelled  the  obligation,  and,  perchance, 
must  have  been  acquired  too  by  some  previous  act  of  guilt  in  the  receiver, 
the  consequence  of  which  was  remorse  and  infamy. 

But  that  I  live,  my  lord,  is  a  proof  that  dependance  on  your  lordship,  and 
the  present  ministry,  is  an  assurance  of  success.  I  am  persuaded,  distress, 
in  many  other  instances,  affects  your  soul  with  a  compassion,  that  always 
shows  itself  in  a  manner  most  humane  and  active ;  that  to  forgive  injuries,  and 
confer  benefits,  is  your  delight ;  and  that  to  deserve  your  friendship  is  to 
deserve  the  countenance  of  the  best  of  men*  To  be  admitted  into  the  ho* 
nour  of  your  lordship's  conversation  (permit  me  to  speak  but  justice)  is  to 
be  elegantly  introduced  into  the  most  instructive,  as  well  as  entertaining, 
parts  of  literature ;  it  is  to  be  furnished  with  the  finest  observations  upon 
human  nature,  and  to  receive,  from  the  most  unassuming,  sweet,  and  win*, 
ning  candour,  the  worthiest  and  most  polite  maxims — such  as  are  always 
enforced  by  the  actions  of  your  own  life.  I  could  abo  take  notice  of  your 
many  public-spirited  services  to  your  country  in  parliament,  and  your 
constant  attachment  to  liberty,  and  the  royal,  illustrious  house  of  our  most 
gracious  sovereign ;  but  my  lord,  believe  me,  your  own  deeds  are  the 
noblest  and  fittest  orators  to  speak  your  praise,  and  will  elevate  it  &r  beyond 
the  power  of  a  much  abler  writer  than  I  am. 
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I  will  therefore  turn  my  view  from  your  lordship^s  virtues  to  the  kind 
influence  of  them^  which  has  been  so  lately  shed  upon  me ;  and  then,  if  my 
future  morals  and  writings  shall  gain  any  approbation  from  men  of  parts  and 
probity,  I  must  acknowledge  all  to  be  the  product  of  your  lordship's  good* 
ness  to  me.    I  must,  in  fine,  say  with  Horace, 

Quod  spiro,  fc  placeo,  (si  placeo)  tuom  est 

I  am^  with  the  highest  gratitude  and  veneration, 
my  lord, 
your  lordship^s  most  dutiful 
and  devoted  servant. 


Richard  Sava6i« 
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RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


WASDBRER* 

A  VISION. 

IN  PITB  cAirros. 

yulU  mail  nova  mi  facies  inopiuaTe  turi^t 

Vii^. 
CANTO    L 

1^  AIN  would  my  verse,  Tyrconnel,  boast  thy  name, 
Bnmnlowe,  at  once  my  subject  and  my  fame ! 
Oh !  oould  that  spirit,  which  thy  bosom  warms. 
Whose   strength   surprises,   and  whose   goodness 

charms ! 
That  Tarious  worth  !  could  that  inspire  my  lays, 
Envy  sliould  smile,  and  Censure  learn  to  praise  ; 
Yet,  though  miequal  to  a  soul  like  thine, 
A  generous  soul,  approarhing  to  divine. 
When  bless*d  beneath  such  patronage  I  write. 
Great  my  attempt,  though  hazardous  my  flight, 

0*er  ample  Nature  1  extend  my  views ; 
Nature  to  rural  scenes  invites  the  Muse ; 
She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  strife. 
To  try  the  still,  compared  with  active  life ; 
To  pffove,  by  these  the  sons  of  men  may  owe 
The  fruits  of  bliss  to  bursting  clouds  of  woe; 
Thatev'n  calamity,  by  thought  re6n*d. 
Inspirits  and  adorns  the  thmking  mind. 

Come,  Contemplation,  whose  unbounded  gaze. 
Swift  ip  a  glapce,  the  course  of  things  surveys ; 
Who  in  thyself  the  various  view  canst  find 
Of  sea,  land,  air,'  and  heaven,  and  human-kind  ; 
W\ax  tides  of  passion  in  the  bosom  roll; 
What  thoas^  debate,  and  what  exalt  the  soul. 
Whose  pencil  paints,  obsequious  to  thy  will. 
All  thoQ  iurvey'st,  with  a  creative  skill ! 
Oh !  leave  awhile  thy  lov'd,  sequester'd  shade ! 
Awhile  in  wintery  wilds  vouchsafe  thy  aid  ! 
Then  waft  me  to  some  olive,  bowery  green. 
Where,  doath'd  in  white,  thou  show'st  a  mind  serene ; 
Where  kind  Content  from  noiae  and  court  retires, 
And  sfflill)^  flits,  while  Muses  tuae  their  lyres : 


Where  Zephyrs  gently  breathe.  While  SleepproRrand 
To  their  soft  framing  nods,  witli  poppies  crown'df 
Sleep,  on  a  treasure  of  bright  dreams  reclines. 
By  thee  bestowed;  whence  Fancy  colour'd  shines. 
And  flutters  sound  his  brow  a  hovering  flight. 
Varying  her  plumes  in  visionary  light. 

Tho^  solar  fires  now  faint  and  watery  bum. 
Just  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn  I 
If  thaw'd,  forth  issue,  from  its  mouth  severe. 
Haw  clouds,  that  sadden  all  th'  inverted  year. 

When  Frost  and  Fire  with  martial  powers  engag'd^ 
Frost,  nortliward,  fled  the  war,  unequal  wag'd  ! 
Beneath  the  pole  his  legions  uig^d  their  flight. 
And  gained  a  cave  profimnd  and  wide  as  night* 
O'er  cheerless  scenes  by  Desolation  own'd. 
High  on  an  Alp  of  ice  he  sits  enthron'd ! 
One  clay-cold  hand,  his  crystal  beard  sustains. 
And  scepter'd  one,  o'er  wind  and  tempest  reigns^ 
O'er  stony  magazines  of  hail,  that  storm 
The  blossom'd  fruit,  and  flowery  Spring  deform* 
His  laqguid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear, 
Dim  gleaming  all  the  light  that  waniders  here. 
His  robe  snow.wrought,  and  hoar'd  with  age;  hit 

breath 
A  nitrous  damp,  that  strikes  petrific  death. 

Far  hence  lies,  ever-freez'd,  the  northern  main. 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain. 
That,  shut  against  the  Sun's  dusolving  ray. 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquish'd  day. 
And  stretching  eastward  half  the  world  secures. 
Defies  discovery,  and  like  time  endur^ ! 

Now  Frost  sent  boreal  blasts  to  scourge  the  air. 
To  bind  the  streams,  and  leave  the  landscape  bare ; 
Yet  when,  far  west,  bis  vicdence  declines. 
Though  here  the  brook,  or  lake,  his  power  con&oes } 
To  rocky  pools,  to  catatacts  are  unknown 
His  chains  !«4o  rivers,  rapid  like  the  Rhone  I 

The  falling  Moon  cast,  cold,  a  quivering  light. 
Just  silver'd  o'er  the  snow,  and  sunk !— pale  Night 
Retir'd .    The  dawn  m  light-grey  mists  arose  1 
Shrill  chants  the  cock ! — the  hungry  heifer  lows  I 
Slow  blush  yon  breaking  clouds;— the  Sun's  uproll'd  \ 
Th'  expansive  grey  turns  asnre,  chas'd  with  gold; 
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White-glittering  ice^chang'd  like  the  topaz,  gleams, 
Heflecting  safiraii  lustre  ftom  bis  beams. 

O  Contemplation,  teach  me  to  explore, 
From  Britain  far  remote,  some  distant  shore ! 
From  sleep  a  dream  distinct  and  lively  claim ; 
Clear  let  the  vision  strike  the  moral's  aim ! 
It  comes !  I  feel  it  o*er  my  soul  serene ! 
StiU  Mom  begins,  and  Frost  retains  the  scene ! 

Hark ! — ^the  loud  horn's  enlivening  note  *s  begun ! 
From  rock  to  vale  sweet-wandering  echoes  run  I 
Still  floats  the  sound  sbriU-windiDg  from  a^r ! 
Wild  beasts  astonishM  dread  the  sylvan  war ! 
Speaisto.the  Sun  in  files  embattled  play, 
Jtfarch  on,  charge  briskly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  f 

Swans,  ducks,  and  geese,  and  the  wing'd  winter- 
Chatter  discordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  !     [brood, 
At  Babel  thiis,  when  Heaven  the  tongue  confounds. 
Sudden  a  thousand  different  jargon-sounds, 
like  jangling  bells,  harsh  mingling,  grate  the  ear ! 
All  stare!  all  talk!  all  mean;  but  none 'cohere  ! 
Mark !  wiley  fowlers  meditate  their  doom,  [gloom  ! 
And  smoky  Fate  speeds  thundering  through  the 
StoppM  short,  they  cease  in  airy  rings  to  fly. 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  fluttering,  &U  and  die. 

Still  Fancy  wafts  me  on !  deceived  I  stand, 
Estrang'd,  adventuirous  on  a  foreign  land ! 
Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  scene  unknown ! 
Where  shall  I  turn,  a  Wanderer,  and  alone  ? 

Ftxnn  hiUy  wilds,  and  depths  where  snows  remain. 
My  winding  steps  up  a  steep  mountain  strain  ! 
Eroers'd  a>top,  I  mark,  the  hills  subside, 
And  towers  aspire,  but  with  inferior  pride ! 
On  this  bleak  height  tall  firs,  with  ice-work  crownM, 
Bend,  while  their  flaky  winter  shades  the  ground ! 
Hoarse,  and  direct,  a  blustering  north-wind  blows ! 
On  bongh8„  thick-rustling,  crack  the  crisped  snows  I 
Tanf^es  of  firost  half-frij^t  the  wilder'd  eye. 
By  heat  oft  blacken'd  like  a  lowering  sky! 
Hence  down  the  side  two  turbid  rivulets  pour. 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cataract  roar ! 
While  pleasM  the  watery  progress  t  pursue,        ^ 
Yon  rocks  in  rough  assemblage  rush  in  view ! 
In  form  an  amphitheatre  th^  rise ; 
And  a  dark  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  liesi 
There  thedim'd  sight  with  dizzy  weakness  fsuls. 
And  honour  o'er  the  firmest  bcain  prevails ! 
Thither  these  monntain-streams  their  passage  take, 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lake  ! 
The  lake,  high-swelling,  so  redundant  grows. 
From  the  h^*d  store  derived,  a  river  flows; 
Which,  deepening,  travels  thro'  a  distant  wood. 
And,  thence  emerging,  meets  a  sister-flood ; 
Mingled  they  flash  on  a  wide-opening  plain. 
And  pass  yon  city  to  the  far-seen  mam. 

So  blend  two  souls  by  Heaven  for  imion  made. 
And  strengthening  forward,  lend  a  mutual  aid. 
And  prove  in  every  transient  turn  their  aim» 
Through  finite  life  to  mfinite  the  same. 

Nor  ends  the  landscape — Ocean,  to  my  nght. 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  sailing  ships  delight, 
In  prospect  lessen'd !— Now  new  rocks,  rear'dhigh. 
Stretch  a  cross-ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye ; 
There  lies  obscur»d  the  ripemng  diamond's  ray. 
And  thence  red-branching  coral 's  rent  away. 
In  conic  form  there  gelid  crysUl  grows ; 
Thro'  such  the  palace-lamp,  gay  lustre  throws ! 
Lustre,  which,  through  dim  night,  as  various  plays. 
As  play  from  yonder  snows  the  changeful  rays ! 
Fbr  nobler  use  the  crystal's  worth  may  rise, 
U  tubes  perspective  hem  the  spotless  prize } 


Thro'  these  the  beams  of  the  &r-lengdien'd  eft 
Measure  known  stars,  and  new  remoter  spy. 
Hence  Commeree  many  a  shortened  voyage  steos, 
Shortened  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  yean ; 
Hence  Halley's  soul  etherial  flight  essays ; 
Instructive  there  frooi  orb  to  cvb  she  strays ; 
Sees,  round  new  conntleas  suns,  new  systons  roll  I 
Sees  God  in  all !  and  magnifies  the  whole ! 
Yon  rocky  side  enrich'd  Uie  summer  scene. 
And  peasants  seareh  for  herbs  of  healtfafol  green ; 
Now  naked,  pale,  and  comfortless  it  lies. 
Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death's  disguise. 
There,  while  without  the  sounding  tempest  swells, 
Incav'd  secure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells; 
And  there,  when  Nature  owns  prolific  spring, 
Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing. 
Swains  on  the  coast  the  fiir-fem'd  fish  descry, 
That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tynan  dye ; 
TVHiilc  shells,  a  scatteHd  ornament  bestow. 
The  tinctur'd  rivals  of  the  showery  bow. 
Yon  limelcss  sands,  loose-driving  with  the  wind. 
In  future  cauldrons  useful  texture  find, 
HU,  on  the  furnace  thrown,  the  glownag  mass 
Brightens,  and  brightening  hardens  into  glass. 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave. 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  sea  fbrgets  to  rave; 
Though  lash'd  by  storms, which  naval  pride  o'erturo 
The  foaming  de^  in  sparkles  seems  to  bum, 
Loud  vindis  turn  Zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes. 
And  each  safe  nest  on  a  calm  surfece  floats. 

Now  veers  the  wind  full  east ;  and  keen,  and  sore, 
Its  cutting  influence  aches  in  every  pore ! 
How  weak  thy  fabric,  man ! — A  puff,  thus  blown, 
Staggers  thy  strength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groao. 
A  tooth's  minutest  nerve  let  anguish  seize. 
Swift  kindred  fibres  catch !  (sb frail  our  ease!) 
Pinch'd,  piere'd,  and  torn,  inflamed,  and unassoag'd. 
They  smart,  and  swell,  and  throb,  and  shoot  enrsg'd ! 
From  nerve  to  nevye  fierce  flies  th'  exulting  pain ! 
— And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  ?    [glide* ! 
Now  my  blood  chills !  scarce  through  my  veins  it 
Sure  on  each  blast  a  shivering  ague  rides; 
Warn'd  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forsake, 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take ! 

Half  I  descend :  my  spirits  fest  decay ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 
Close  with  this  stage  a  precipice  combines; 
Whence  still  the  spacious  country  for  declines .' 
The  herds  seem  insects  in  the  distant  glades. 
And  men  diminish'd,  as,  at  noon,  their  shades ! 
Thick  on  this  top  o'ergrown  for  walks  are  seen 
Grey  leafless  wood,  and  winter-greens  between! 
The  reddening  beny,  deep-tingM  holly  shows, 
And  matted  mistletoe,  the  white,  bestows ! 
Though  lost  the  banquet  of  autunmal  fruits, 
Tho'  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  shoots ! 
These  boughs,  the  silenc'^  shivering  songsters  seek! 
Tliese  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a  place,  all  outward  bare^ 
Inward  the  dreary  mansion  of  Despair ! 
The  water  of  the  mountain-road .  tuilf'^stny'd. 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brown  casoide. 

Has  Nature  this  rough,  naked  piece  designed. 
To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind  ? 
She  has.    Approach'd,  appears  a  de^  desooH, 
Which  opens  in  a  rock  a  lai^ge  esitent ! 
And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach'd,  I  hear 
A  trampling  sound  of  footsteps  hastening  near! 
A  death-like  chillness  thwarts  my  panting  breasts 
Sofii  the  wish'd  object  stands  at  length  oarfestt 
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of  yattth  hii  foini !— 6«t  vliy  with  anguish  bent  ? 

Why  pcn'd  with  nallow  maiks  of  discontent  > 

Yet  Patieooe,  laboaring  to  beguile  his  care, 

Seems  to  rmise  hope,  and  smiles  away  despair. 

CompMBioD,  in  bis  eye,  sonreys  my  grief^ 

And  in  his  voice  inrites  faie  to  relief. 

"  Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  baste,'* 

(He  says,)  "  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  spirits  waste  * 

All  fear  forget        Each  portal  1  possets, 

Doty  wide-opens  to  receife  distress.'* 

OUig'd,  I  follow,  by  his  gnidaoce  led; 

The  Taulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  trobd ! 

And  DOW  in  sqoar'd  divisions,  I  survey 

Chambers  sequester'd  from  ^e  glare  of  day; 

Yet  needful  Ugbts  are  taught  to  interveno, 

Ihroogh  rifts;  each  forming  a  perspeettve  acene. 

hi  fhmt  a  parlour  meets  my  entering  view ; 
OpposM,  a  room  to  sweet  refection  due.  * 

Here  my  chitl*d  Teins  are  warm'd  by  chippy  fires, 
Tfarongh  the  bor'd  rock  above,  the^moke  expires; 
Keat,  o'er  a  homely  board,  a  napkin  's  spread, 
Crowned  with  a  hei^  canister  of  bread. 
A  maple  cup  is  next  diqpatch*d  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  salutary  spring : 
Nor  moom  we  absent  blessings  of  the  vme. 
Here  langhs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rosy  wine; 
And  savtmiy  cates,  upon  clear  embers  cast, 
I  je  hissing  till  snateh'd  off;  a  rich  repast ! 
Soon  leap  my  spirits  with  euKven'd  ptmer, 
And  in  gmy  ooaverRe  glides  the  foaslfol  hour* 

The  Hermit,  thus : "  Thou  wonder'st  at  thy  fkre : 
On  me,  yon  city,  kind,  bestows  her  cn« : 
M^at  for  keen  famine^  and  the  generous  juice. 
That  warms  chill'd  life,  her  eha^tes  produce : 
Accept  without  rewasd ;  unask'd 'twas  mine; 
Herevrhai  thy  hcallh  requires,  as  free  be  thine. 
Hence  learn  Uiat  God,  (who  in  the  time  of  need, 
fai  finooen  deserts  can  the  niven  feed)- 
WeIl-aott^,will  delegate  some  pitying  breast. 
His  second  means,  to  succour  man  distrest-" 
He  pen^d.  Deep  thought  upon  his  aspect  gloom'd; 
"nien  he,with  smile  humane,  his  voice  resumed. 
*  Fm  just  Infonn'd,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  sooro) 
By  one  unseen  by  thee,  thou'rt  English-bom. 
Of  England  I-*To  me  the  British  state 
Rises,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great ! 
Here  stand  we  conscious :-— diffidence  suspend ! 
Free  ftow  our  woids ! — Did  ne*er  thy  Muse  extend 
To  groCi,  where  Contemplation  smiles  serene, 
Wliere  angels  visit,  and  where  joys  convene } 
To  groves,  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rise, 
Cateh  the  rapt  soul,  and  waft  it  to  the  skies  ? 
IVis  cave!— Yon  walks !— But,  e're  I  more  unfold, 
What  artful  scenes  thy  eyes  shall  here  behold, 
Think  subjects  of  my  toil :  nor  wondering  gaze  i 
What  cannot  Industry  completely  raise? 
Be  the  whole  Earth  in  one  great  landscape  found, 
By  Industry  is  ftll  With  beauty  drown'd  ! 
He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gam. 
Hoes  the  haid  rock,  or  barrows  up  the  plain; 
He  forms  tbe  sword  to  smite ;  he  sheaths  the  steel, 
Draws  health  from  berbs,  and  shows  the  bahn  to  heal; 
Or  with  loomed  wool  the  native  robe  supplies ; 
Or  bids  yettng  plants  in  future  forests  rise ; 
Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away. 
Shall,  with  new  gnoe,  die  distant  ocean  sway; 
Hence  golden  Commeroe  views  her  wealth  increase. 
The  UiMil  child  of  Liberty  and  Peaoc^ 
He  acoopa  the  stubbom  Alpa,  and,  still' empdoy'd, 
Filtt,  wilh  Mft  ffeitU»iQOaU»  th9  ttaril  void  I 


Sloped  up  white  rocks,  small,  yellow  harvests  grow. 
And,  green  on  terrac'd  stages,  vineyards  blow  t 
By  him  fall  mountains  to  a  level  space, 
An  isthmus  smks,  and  sunder'd  seas  embrace ! 
He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  shore, 
And  desolation  starves  the  tract  no  more. 
From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land; 
Where  widetbeyfoam'd,  hertowns  and  traffics  stand; 
He  cleared,  manur'd,  enlarg'd  the  furtive  ground, 
And  firms  the  conquest  with  his  fiencefol  mound. 
Ev'n  mid  the  watery  world  hie  Venice  rose, 
Each  fiatbric  there,  as  Pleasure's  seat  he  shows  ? 
There  marts,  sports,  councils,  are  for  action  sought. 
Landscapes  for  heakb,  and  solitude  for  thought 
What  wonder  then,  I,  by  his  potent  aid,  • 
A  mansion  in  a  barren  mountain  made  ? 
Part  thou  hast  view'd !— If  forther  we  explore^ 
Let  Industry  deserve  applause  the  more. 

"  No  frowttiQg  care  yon  blest  apartment  sees. 
There  Sleep  retires,  and  finds  a  couch  of  ease. 
Kind  dreams,  that  fly  remorse,  and  pampered  wealth. 
There  shed  the  smiles  of  innocence  and  health. 

<<Maik  l^Here  descends  a  grot,  deligfatftil  seat ! 
Which  warms  e'en  winter,  tempers  summer  heat ! 
See !— burgling  from  a  top^  a  spring  distils ! 
In  moumfiil  measures  wind  the  dripping  riUs; 
Sofi  coos  of  distant  doves,  received  around, 
In  soothing  mixture,  swell  the  watery  sound ; 
And  hence  the  streamlets  seek  the  terrace*  shade. 
Within,  without,  aUke  to  aH  convey'd. 
Pass  on — New  scenes,  by  my  creative  power, 
Ii^yite  Reflection's  sweet  and  solemn  hour.** 

We  entered,  where,  in  well-rang'd  order,  stood 
Th'  instrodive  volumes  of  the  wise  and  good. 
«  These  firiends»  (said  he)  «<  though  I  desert  man- 
Good  angels  never  would  permit^hnid.         [kind. 
Each  genhis,  youdi  conceals,  or  time  displays,  ' 
I  know ;  each  work  some  seraph  here  conveys. 
Retirement  thus  presents  my  searehful  thought. 
What  Heaven  inspir'd,  and  what  the  Muse  has  taught; 
What  Young  satiric  and  sublime  has  writ. 
Whose  life  is  virtue,  and  whose  Muse  is  wit. 
Kapt  I  foresee  thy  Mallet's  ^  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  shoot  at  length  to  fome.    ' 
Sweet  foncy's  bloom  in  Fenton's  lay  appears. 
And  the  ripe  judgement  of  instructive  years. 
In  Hill  is  all  that  generous  souls  revere. 
To  Virtue  and  the  Muse  for  ever  dear : 
And  Thomson,  in  this  praise,  thy  merit  see, 
The  tongue,  that  praises  merit,  praises  thee."  [acp, 

"  These  scorn"  (said  I) "  the  verse-wright  of  their 
Vain  of  a  laboured,  languid,  useless  page; 
To  whose  dim  faculty  the  meaning  son^ 
I?  glaring,  or  obscure,  when  clear,  and  strong ; 
Who,  in  cant  phrases,  gives  a  work  disgrace ; 
His  wit,  and  oddness  of  his  tone  and  face ; 
Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  essay. 
In  some  low  libel  a  mean  heart  display ; 
Those,  who  once  prais'd,  now  undeceiv'd,  despise, 
It  lives  contemn'd  a  day,  then  harmless  dies. 
Or  should  some  nobler  bard,  their  worth,  unpndse. 
Deserting  morals,  that  adorn  his  lays, 
Alas !  too  oft  each  science  shows  the  same, 
The  great  givw  Jealous  of  a  greater  lame : 
Yc  bards,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  shock  ; 
Has  not  a  StiUingfieet  oppos'd  a  Locke } 
Oh,  still  proceed,  with  sacred  raptnre  fir'd  ! 
UnenvyHl  had  he  liT'd,  if  unadmir'd.'* 

1  He  had  then  just  written  1^  Exeursion»* 
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"  Let  EnVy,"  he  replied,"  mil  irefal  rise. 
Envy  pursues  alone  the  brave  and  wise ; 
Maro  and  Socrates  inspire  her  pain, 
And  Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train ! 
To  whom  be  Nature^s,  and  Britannia*8  praise ! 
All  their  bright  honours  rush  into  his  lays ! 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal. 
Which  only'poets,  kings,  and  patrbts  feel ! 
Thouffh  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  sedate. 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate ; 
Profound  as  reason,  and  as  justice  clear; 
Soft  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe ; 
As  bounty  copious,  as  persuasion  sweet ; 
Like  Nature  vanous,  and  like  Art  complete; 
So  fine  her  morals,  so  sublime  her  views. 
His  life  is  almost  equall'd  by  bis  Muse. 

"  O  Pope ! — Since  Envy  is  decreed  by  Fate, 
5rinoe  she  pursues  alone  the  wise  and  great; 
In  one  small,  emblematic  landscape  see. 
How  vast  a  distance  twixt  thy  (be  and  thee ! 
Truth  from  an  eminence  surveys  our  scene 
(A  hill,  where  all  is  clear,  and  all  serene). 
Rude  earth4ired  storms  o'er  meaner  valleys  blow, 
And  wandering  mists  roll,  blackening  for  below ; 
Dark,  and  debesM,  like  them,  is  Envy's  aim, 
And  clear,  and  eminent,  like  Truth,  thy  fame.'* 

Tims  I.  *<  From  what  dire  cause  can  Envy  spring? 
Or  why  embosom  we  a  viper's  sting  ? 
'Tis  Envy  stings  our  darling  passion,  pride.** 
"  Alas  !**  (the  man  of  mighty  soul  replied) 
"  Why  chuse  we  miseries  ?  Most  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  source— we  dread  superior  worth , 
Pn^r*d,  it  seems  a  satire  on  our  own ; 
Then  heedless  to  excel  we  meanly  moan ; 
Then  we  abstract  our  views,  and  envy  show. 
Whence  springs  the  misery,  pride  is  doom'd  to  know. 
Thus  fbliy  pain  creates :  by  wisdom's  power. 
We  shun  the  weight  of  many  a  restless  hour— 
Lo !  I  meet  wrong :  perhaps  the  wrong  I  fieel 
Tends,  by  the  scheme  of  things,  to  public  weal. 
I,  of  the  whole,  4im  part — ^the  joy  men  see. 
Must  circulate,  and  so  revolve  to  me. 
Why  should  I  then  of  private  loss  complain  ? 
Of  loss,  that  proves,  perchance,  a  brother's  gain  ? 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay, 
May  waft  a  richer  fifeight  its  wish'd-fbr  way. 
If  rains  redundant  flood  the  afaject  groimd, 
Mountains  are  but  supplied,  when  vales  are  drown'd ; 
If,  with  soft  moiftture  swell 'd,  the  vale  looks  gay, 
The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 
Shall  clouds,  but  at  my  welfare's  call  descend  > 
Shall  gravity  for  roe  her  laws  suspend  ? 
For  me  shall  suns  their  noon-tide  course  forbear  ? 
Or  motion  not  subsist  to  influence  air  ? 
I«t  the  means  vary,  be  they  frost  or  flame. 
Thy  end,  O  Nature !  still  remains  the  same  1 
Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wise  man's  care,-— 
To  shun  deserring  ills,  and  learn  to  bear." 

CANTO   If. 

Whtlb  thus  a  mind  humane,  and  wise,  be  shows, 
All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows,   [appears; 
Youth,    though   depressed,  through   all  hisfonn 
Through  all  his  sentiments  the  depth  of  years, 
llius  b»-<*"  Yet  farther  Industry  behold, 
Which  conscious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold. 
Enter  my  chapel  next-^Lo  !  here  begin 
The  baUow*d  rites,  that  check  the  growth  of  sin. 


When  first  we  met,  how  soon  yon  teem*d  to  knov 
My  bosom,  labouring  with  the  throbs  of  woe !  [csrei, 
Such  racking  throbs  !— Soft !   when  I  rouse  those 
On  my  chili'd  mind  pale  Recollection  glares! 
When  moping  Frenzy  strove  my  thoughts  to  svay, 
Here  prudent  labours  chac'd  her  power  away. 
Full,  and  rough-rising  from  yon  sculptured  irsll, 
Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call  >    [frrosn! 
Meek  martyrs  smile  in  flames !   gor^d  champioDs 
And  muse-like  cherubs  tune  their  lurps  in  stone ! 
NcKt  sbadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  bestows, 
Swells  into  life,  and  speaking  actkm  grows ! 
Here  pleasmg,  melancholy  subjects  find. 
To  calm,  amuse,  exalt  the  penive  mind ! 
This  figure  tender  grief,  like  mine,  implies, 
And  semblant  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  despite. 
Siush  penitential  Magdalene  reveals ; 
Loose<veird,  in  negligence  of  charms  she  kneeb. 
Though  dress,  near-stored,  its  vanity  supplies. 
The  vanity  of  drestf  unheeded  lies. 
The  sinful  workl  in  sorrowing  eye  she  ke^M, 
As  o'er  Jerusalem  Messiah  weeps. 
One  hand  her  boaom  smites ;  in  one  appeen 
The  lifted  lawn,  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 

"  Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  swa3rs  maokintly 
True  fortitude  assumes  the  patient  mmd : 
Such  prov'd  Messiah's,  tbongb  to  sufieringbom. 
To  penury,-  repulse,  reproach,  and  scorn. 
Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  design'd ; 
The  weary'd  virgin  by  a  stream  reclm*d. 
Who  feeds  the  chikl'.     Her  looks  a  charm  express, 
A  modest  charm,  that  dignifies  distren. 
Boughs  o*er  their  heads  with  blushing  fruits  depend. 
Which  angels  to  her  busied  consort  bend. 
Hence  by  the  smiling  infant  seems  discem'd. 
Trifles,  concerning  Him,  all  Heaven  concem'd. 

**  Here  tbetnnsfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires: 
See  f  the  white  form  in  a  bright  doud  aspires ! 
Full  on  his  followers  bursts  a  flood  of  rays. 
Prostrate  they  fall  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  blaze ! 
Like  noon-tide  summer-euns  the  rays  appear, 
UttsufTerable,  magnificent,  and  near  ! 

"What  scene  of  agony  th^  garden  brings; 
The  cup  of  gall ;  the  suppliant  King  of  kings ! 
The  crown  of  thorns ;  the  crass,  that  felt  him  die  ,* 
These,  languid  in  the  sketdi,  unfinish*d  lie. 

"  There,  from  the  dead,  centurions  see  him  rise, 
See !  but  struck  down,  with  horrible  surprise ! 
As  the  first  glory  seem*d  k  sun  at  noon. 
This  casts  th^  silver  splendour  of  the  Moon. 

*'  Here  peopled  day,  th'  ascending  Ood  surveys ' 
The  glory  varies,  as  the  m3nriads  gaze! 
Now  sofWd,  like  a  sun  at  distance  seen, 
When  through  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  serene ! 
Now  fast-increasing  to  the  crowd  amaz*d, 
like  some  vast  meteor  high  in  etber  raised  I 

"  My  labour,  yon  high-vaulted  alter  staim 
With  dies,  that  emulate  etberial  plains. 
The  convex  glass,  which  in  that  opening  gknrs, 
Mid  circling  rays  a  pictur'd  Saviour  shows ! 
Bright  it  collects  the  beams,  which  trembling  all. 
Back  from  the  God,  a  showery  radiance  fkll. 
Lightening  the  scene-beneath  I  a  scene  dirioe  < 
Where  sainu,  clouds, seraphs,  intermipgied  shine! 

**  Here  water-fiiUs,  that  play  mdodkns  round. 
Like  a  sweet  oigan,  swell  a  lofty  sound ! 
Tlie  solemn  notes  bid  earthly  passions  fly. 
Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lift  my  soul  on  high  ( 

"  This  monumental  marble— 4his  I  rear 
To  one— Oh  I  ever  nouni'd  !<— Oh  1  encAmxV^ 
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He  fllopf-^athetic  sighs  the  pause  supply. 

And  the  prompt  tear  starts,  quivering,  on  his  eye  ! 

I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  seen. 
Ad  imaged  heaiity  stretchM  at  length  between. 
Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Cecilia  strung  j 
lieaning,  from  high,  a  listenlnji;  angel  hung  I 
Friemfifhip,  whose  fii^ure  at  the  feet  remains, 
A  phenix,  with  irradiate  crest,  sustains : 
Thtt  gnus'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t'  impart 
Two  foreign  hands,  that  clasp  a  burning  heart. 
A  pendent  veil  two  hovering  seraphs  raise. 
Which  opening  Ht^ven  upon  the  roof  displays  f 
And  two,  benevolent,  less-distant,  hold 
A  vase,  collective  of  perfumes  uproll'd ! 
These  from  the  heart,  by  Friendship  held,  ariafty 
Odorous  as  mcense  gathering  in  the  skies. 
Id  the  fond  pelican  is  lovei^xpress^d, 
Wlio  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breast 
Two  mated  turtles  hovering  hang  in  air. 
One  by  a  felcon  struck  !-^iu  wild  despair. 
The  hermit  cries—*'  So  death,  alas  |  destroys 
The  tender  consort  of  jny  cares  and  joys !" 
Again  soft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 
Again  check'd  sounds  dy*d,  fluttering,  on  his  tongue. 
Too  well  his  pining  inmost  thought  I  know  ! 
Too  well  ev'n  silence  tells  the  itory'd  woe ! 
To  his  my  sighs,  to  his  my  tears  reply  ! 
I  stray  o*er  all  the  tomb  a  watery  eye  I 

Next,  on  the  wall,  her  scenes  of  life  I  ga2M, 
The  form  back -leaning,  by  a  globe  half-rais'di 
Qierabs  m  praSer'd  crown  of  glory  show, 
£y*d  wistful  by  th'  admiring  fiur  belo^r. 
In  action  eloquent  diipos'd  her  hands, 
Out  shofws  her  breast,  in  rapture  one  expanda^! 
This  the  fond  hermit  seiz'd  !-*-o*er  all  his  soul, 
The  softy  wild,  wailing,  amorous  passion  stole  ! 
In  stedfast  gaze  his  eyes  her  aspect  keep. 
Then  turn  away,  awhile  dejected  veep  ; 
Then  he  rererts  them ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
Dimm'd  with  the  swelhng  grief  that  streams  again. 
"  Where  now  is  my  philosophy  ?"  (he  cries) 
**  My  joy,  hope,  reason,  my  Olympia  dies ! 
Why  did  I  e*er  that'prime  of  btessings  know  ? 
Was  it,  ye  cruel  Fates,  t'  embitter  woe  ^ 
Why  would  your  bolts  not  level  first  my  head  ?.' 
Why  most  1  live  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ? 
—Sir,  I  had  ooee  a  wife  f  Fair  bloom'd  her  youth, 
Her  form- waa  beauty,  and- her  soul  was  truth  ! 
Oh,  ahe  was  dear !  H«w  dear,  what  words  can  say  ? 
She  dies ! — my  Heaven  at  once  is  snatch'd  away ! 
Ah !  what  avails,  that,  by  a  father's  care, 
I  rose  a  wealthy  and  illustrbus  heir? 
That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 
Th*  instructive,  pleasing,  academic  grove  } 
That  in  the  senata  eloquence  was  mine? 
That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  shine?     / 
That  love  shower'd  blessings  too— far  more  than  all 
High-rapt  aratntion  e'er  could  inippy  call  ? 
Ah  !— Whqt  are  these,  which  ev^n  the  wise  adore  ? 
Lost  is  my  pride ! — Olympia  is  no  more ! 
Hlkd  I,  ye  persecuting  powers !  been  bom 
The  woiid'f  Isold  pity,  or,  at  best,  its  scorn ; 
Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  berefl; 
To  want,  to  riiame,  to  ruthless  censare  left ! 
Patience,  or  pride,  to  this,  relief  supplies ! 
But  a  loft  wife  *— there  !  there  distraction  lies ! 

'  **  Now  three  sad  years  I  ^ield  me  all  to  gjrie^ 
Awl  fly  the  hated  oomlbit  of  relitf ! 

VOU  Xt 


Though  rich,  great,  young,  T  leave  a  pompous  scat 
(My  brother's  now)  Xi9  seek  some  dark  retreat : 
Mid  cloistered  solitary  tombs  I  stray. 
Despair  and  horrour  lead  tlie  cheerless  way  I 
My  sorrow  grows  to  such  a  wild  excess, 
Uff ,  iujurM  life,  must  wish  the  passion  less  \ 
Olympia  !— my  Olympia 's  lost !  (lory) 
Olympia  *8  lost,  the  hollow  vaults  reply  !  • 
Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan  J 
The  swelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan ;  [sweep  i 
The  ghosts  to  scream,  as  through  lone  aisles  they 
The  shrines  to  shudder,  and  the  toints  to  weep  ! 

"  Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gathering  sighs  supprest^ 
dwell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  labouring  breast  1 
With  struggling  starts,  each  vital  string  they  strain^ 
And  strike  the  tottering  fabric  of  my  brain  ! . 
O'er  my  sunk  spirits  frowns  a  vapoury  scene. 
Woe's  dark  retreat  \  the  madding  maze  of  spleen  ! 
A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erspraads  the  murky  cell ; 
Here  pining  thoughts  arid  secret  terrours  dwell  { 
Here  learn  the  great  unreal  wai&ts  to  feign ! 
Unplcasing  truths  here  mortify  the  tain  ! 
Here  Learning,  blinded  first,  aind  then  beguil'd. 
Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild  ! 
Here  first  Credulity  on  Reason  won.  I 
And  here  fiilse  Zeal  mysterious  rants  begun  !  *" 
Here  ^ve  impearls  each  mometit  with  a  tear. 
And  Superstition  owes  to  Spleen  her  fear  ! 

"  Fantastic  Kghtnings,  through  the  dreary  way/ 
In  swift  short  signals  flash  the  bursting  day  I  ' 

Above,  beneath,  across,  around,  they  fly  ! 
A  dire  deception  strikes  the  mental  eye ! 
By  the  blue  fires,. pale  phantoms  grin  severe  f 
Shrill,  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  affrighted  ear  t 
Air-banished  spirits  flag  in  fbg9  profbmid. 
And,  all  obscene,  shed  baneful  damps  around ! 
Now  whispers,  trembling  in  some  feeble  wiWd, 
Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  fireeze  the  mind  ? 

**  Loud  laughs  the  hag  !-*She  mocks  complaini 
Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets*in  more  than  day.  f away^ 
Swarms  o^  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  flight. 
Seek  embkematic  shades,  and  mystic  light ! 
Some  drive  with  rapid  steeds  the  shining  car! 
These  dod  from  thrones  !  Those  thunder  in  the  war  ♦  ' 
Till,  tIrVl,  they  turn  fironv  the  delusiN'*  show. 
Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  stupid  woe. 

"  Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  displays. 
Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  active  raise  ; 
A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh ! 
Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye ! 
Her  eye  all  red,  and  sunk !— A  robe  she  wore, 
W^ith  life's  calamities  enlbroider*d  o'er. 
A  mirror  in  one  hand  collective  shows, 
Vary'd  and  multiply 'd,  that  group  of  woes; 
This  endless  foe  to  generous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a  couch  for  ease ;  but  tolls  in  vain ; 
She  muses  o'er  her  woe-embroider'd  Vest, 
And  self-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breast' 
To'  shun  her  care,  the  force  of  sleep  she  tries. 
Still  wakes  her  mind,  though  slumbers  doze  her  eyes : 
She  dreams,  starts,  rises,  stalks  from  place  to  place> 
With  restless,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace ; 
Now  eyes  the  Sun,  and  cnrses  every  rtfy. 
Now  the  green  giDund,  where  colour  faides  away. 
'  Dim  specties  danco^    Again  her  eye  she  rears ; 
Then  from  the  blood-shot  ball  wipes  purpled  teartf; 
Then  presses  hard  h«r  hrow,  with  mischief  fraught 
Her  brow  half  bursU  with  agony  of  thought ! 

X 
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*  From  me'  (sherries)  •  p^e  wretcb,  thy  oomfoit 
Born  of  Despair,  and  Suicide  my  name  !       [cbum. 
Why  should  thy  life  a  moment's  pain  endure ! 
Here  6very  object  profiers  grief  a  cure.' 

She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  blackening  shoot ! 

*  Fear  not !  pluck  1  eat*  (saidshc)  <  the  sovereign  root! 
Then  Death,  reversM,  shall  bear  his  ebon  lance ! 
Soft  o'er  thy  sight  shall  swim  the  shadowy  trance  ! 
Or  leap  yon  rock,  possess  a  watery  grave, 

And  leave  wild  sorrow  to  the  wind  and  wave  ! 
Or  mark — this  poniard  thus  from  misery  frees  1' 
She  wounds  her  breast! — the  guilty  steel  I  seize ! 
Stniifi:ht,  where  she  struck,  a  smoakiiig  spring  of  gore 
Wells  from  the  wound,  and  floats  the  criinsomM  floor, 
'  She  faints !  she  ^es  ! — Calm  thoughts  the  deed  re- 
And  now,  unstartling,  fix  the  dire  resolve  j    [volve, 
J>cath  drops  bis  terrours,  and,  with  charming  wUes, 
Winning,  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia  smiles  1 
He  points  the  passage  to  the  seats  divine, 
^liere  poets,  heroes,  sainted  lovers  shine ! 
I  come,  Olympia  1^ — my  rear'd  arm  eJctMids ; 
Half  to  my  breast  the  threatening  point  descends  ; 
Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land  !    new  lightnings 
When,  lo !  a  voice  resounds—*  Arise !  away  1  [play  I 
Awaf  !  nor  murmur  at  the  afflictive  rod ! 
Kor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God ! 
Fly*st  thou  from  Providence  for  vain  relief? 
Such  ill-sought  ease  shall  draw  avenging  grieC 
Honour,  the  moie  obstructed,  stronger  shines, 
And  zeal  by  persecution's  rage  refines. 
By  woe,  the  soul  to  daring  action  swells ; 
By  woe,  in  paintless  patience  it  excels; 
From  patience  prudent,  dear  experience  springs, 
And  traces  knowledge  through  the  course  of  things ! , 
Thence  hope  \\  fonn- d,  thence  fortitude,  success. 
Renown : — whatever  men  covet  and  caress.* 

"  The  vanished  fiend  thus  sent  a  hollow  voice. 
.  *  Would'st  thou  be  happy  ?  «traight  be  death  thy 

choice. 
Huw  mean  are  those,  who  passively  complain  ; 
White  active  souls,  more  free,  their  fetters  strain  I 
Though  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  success. 
Renown :— whatever  men  covd  and  caress ; 
On  Earth  success  must  in  its  turn  give  way. 
And  ev^n  perfection  introduce  decay. 
Never  the  world  of  spirits  thus — ^tlicir  rest 
Untouched !  entire !— once  happy,  ever  blest  !* 

"  Kamcst  the  heavenly  voice  ref^nsive  cries, 
'  Oh,  listen  not  to  subtilty  unwise  ! 
Thy  giuirdito  saint,  who  mourns  thy  hapless  fate, 
Heaven  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue,  ere  too  late. 
Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear-lov'd  wife  deplore, 
Olympia  waits  thee  on  a  foreign  shore ; 
There  in  a  cell  thy  last  remains  be  spent  j 
Away  !  deceive  Despair,  and  find  Content !' 

"  I  heard,  obeyM »  nor  more  of  Fate  complained  j 
Long  seas  I  measured,  and  this  mountain  gained. 
Soon  to  a  yawning  nft,  chance  turnM  my  way; 
A  den  it  pro\''d,  where  a  huge  serpent  lay  ! 
Flame -eyM  he  lay ! — ^be  rages  now  for  fbod. 
Meets  my  first  glance,  ax^d  meditates  my  blood  I 
His  bulk,  in  many  a  gather-d  orb  uptolPd, 
Rears  spire  on  spire !  His  scales,  be-dropt  with  gold 
Shine  bumish'd  in  the  sun !  sui:Ii  height  they  gain, 
Tliey  dart  green  lustre  on  the  distant  main  f 
Now  writh'd  in  drttdfiil  slope,  he  stoops  his  crest. 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  nnsbiekled  breast ! 
Just  as  ht  springfi,  my  sabre  smites  the  foe ! 
Itesdlett  he  falls  beneath  the  unerring  blow  f 


Wrath  yet  remains,  thoogh  strength  Us  fabric  letvar 
And  the  meant  hiss  the  gasping  mouth  deceives; 
The  lengthening  trunk  slow-loosens  every  foU, 
lingers  in  life :  tiien  stretches  stiff,  and  cold.    . 
Just  as  th'  inveterate  son  of  mischief  ends. 
Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  spot  descends: 
I  hail  this  omen !  all  bad  passions  cease. 
Like  tl.e  f  lain  snake,  and  all  within  is  peace. 
"  Next,  to  Religion  this  pkun  roof  I  raise ! 
In  duteous  rites  my  ballowM  tapers  blaze ; 
I  bid  duft  incense  on  my  altars  smoke  ! 
T\\en,  at  this  tomb,  my  promisM  love  invoke ! 
She  hears !  she  comes ! — My  heart  what  rsptnns 
All  my  Olympia  sparkles  in  the  form !        [waraif 
No  pale,  wan,  livid  marie  of  death  she  beafs ! 
Each  roseate  look  a  quickening  transport  wean ! 
A  robe  of  light,  high-wrought,  her  Aape  inveiU; 
Unzon*d  the  ;; welling  beauty  of  her  breasts ! 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  resumes, 
In  her  fair  hand.  Lovers  branch  off  myrtle  Uoomi ! 
Silent,  awhile,  each  well-known  charm  I  trace; 
Then,  thus,  (while  nearer  she  avoids  th'  embrace) 

*  Thou  dear  deceit ! — must  I  a  shade  pursue  ? 
Dazzled  I  gaze !— thou  swimm*Bt  before  my  vjew  !* 
Dipt  in  etherial  dews,  her  bough  divine 
SprmkleS'  my  eyes,  which,  strengtheo*d,  bear  th^ 

shine : 
Still  thus  I  urge  (for  still  the  shadowy  bliss 
Shims  the  warm  grasp,  nor  yields  thfe  tender  kiss) 
'  Oh,  fly  not !— fade  not ;  listen  to  k)ve*s call ! 
Sl»e  lives !  no  more  I  *m  man ! — I  "m  sphit  all ! 
Then  let  me  snatch  thee ! — pren  thee  !^take  mc 

whole! 
Oh,  close !— yet  closer !— closerto  my  soul  !* 
Twice,  round  her  waist,  my  eagerarms  entwinM, 
And,  twice  decciv*d,  my  frenzy  claap'd  the  wind ! 
Then  thus  1  rav'd-^'  Behold  thy  husband  imeel, 
And  judge  !  O  judge  what  agonies  I  Itael ! 
Oh !  *  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fhir ; 
Take  Horror's  shape,  and  fright  me  to  despair  I 
Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  see  my  moan. 
Far  rather  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  atone ! 
But  mock  not  thus  !* — *  Alas'  (the  dianner  said, 
Sniilingy  and  in  her  smile  soft  radiance  pby'd) 

*  Alas  !  no  more  eluded  strength  employ. 

To  clasp  a  shade ! — What  more  is  mortal  joy  ? 
Man's  bliss  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  snimisM; 
One  ignorance,  the  other  pain  disgujs'd ! 
Hmu  weft  (bad  all  thy  wish  been  still  potseit) 
Supremely  curst  fir^m  being  greatly  blest; 
Fur  oh  !  so  fair,  so  dear  was  I  to  thee, 
Tliou  hadst  forgot  thy  God,  to  worship  me; 
This  he  foresaw,  and  snatch'd  me  to  the  toab; 
Abfive  I  flourish  in  unfading  bloom. 
Tliink  me  not  lost :  for  thee  I  Heaven  implore! 
Thy  guardian  angel,  though  a  wife  no  more ! 
I,  when  abstracted  from  this  world  you  seem. 
Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  fnana  the  hesvenly 

dream! 
Close  at  thy  skle,  when  morning  streakitfae  air. 
In  Mnsic^s  iViice  I  wake  thymind  to  prayer ! 
By  me,  thy  hymns,  like  purest  incense,  rise, 
Ffagrant  with  grace,  and  pleasing  to  the  skies  1 
And  when  that  fbfm  shall  from  its  day  refine^ 
(That  only  bar  betwbct  my  soul  and  thfaie !} 
When  thy  lov'd  spirit  moimts  to  realms  oft 
Tlien  shall' Olympia  aid  thy  eariiest flight; 
Mingled  we  HI  flatne  in  raptures  that  i 
Bfry4nid  all  youth,  all  sentc^  and  all  <' 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


rtttE  WANDERER— Canto  Ut 


907 


fte«ided.    fltintaehfweetnenavelb  behind, 
Th'  inchttiitme^  voice  Hill  warbles  in  my  mind: 
But  lo !  th>  unbodied  Tisioo  fleelsaway  ! — 
^*  Stay,  my  CHympia  !-*!  conjure  thee  rUtj ! 
Yet  stay-— lor  thee  my  menKiry  leans  to  smart  I 
Sure  ercry  vein  contains  a  bleeding  heart ! 
Sooner  shall  splendoor  leave  the  blaze  of  day. 
Than  love,  so  pure,  so  nut  as  mnie»  decay  ! 
Prom  the  same  heavenly  source  iu  lustre  came, 
And  glows,  fanmortal,  with  congenial  flame  I 
Ah  !^  let  me  not  with  fires  neglected  bum ; 
Sweet  OMtress  of  mv  sool,  return,  return  I* 

'<  Alas  .•-'•^eli  ried>*-l  traverse  now  the  place. 
Where  my  enamoured  thoughts  her  fDOtsteps  trace. 
Now,  6*er  the  tomb,  I  bend  my  drooping  head. 
There  tnafs,  the  eloquence  of  sorrow,  shed. 
Sighs  choak  my  woida,  unable  to  eatpress 
The  pangs,  the  throbs  of  speechless  tenderness  I     . 
Not  with  more  aident,  more  transparent  Heme, 
Call  dying  sainti  on  their  Creator's  name, 
Than  I  on  hei*s  ;-^it  through  yon  yieldhig  door, 
niidea  a  new  phantom  o'er  th*  iUom'm'd  floor  1 
The  roof  swift  Undies  ftum  the  beaming  ground, 
And  floods  of  livmg  lustre  flami6  araund  1 
In  sdl  the  migesty  of  light  array *d, 
Awfol  it  ah'mes  !-^ltiB  Oato's  honoured  shade ! 
As  I  theheavnnly  Tisitant  pursue, 
Sahlimer  glory  opens  to  my  view ! 
He  speaks !— But,  oh  I  whet  words  shall  dare  repeat 
Uii  thoughts !— They  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot 
More  than  poetic  raptnies  now  I  feel,  [heat ! 

And  owQ  that  godlike  pasMon,  public  zeal ! 
Sot  from  my  frailty,  it  receives  a  stain, 
I  grow,  unlike  my  great  inB|nrer,  vain  ; 
And  bom,  once  more,  the  busy  world  to  know. 
And  wwdd,  m  scenes  of  action  foremost  glow ! 
Where  proud  ambition  points  her  dazslmg  rajrs  I 
Where  ceronelirand  crowns,  attractive,  bbze ! 
When  my  Olyntpia  leaves  the  realms  above. 
And  lures  me  back  to  soHtary  love. 
She  tella  me  truth,  prefers  an  bumble  state. 
That  gemune  greatness  shnns  the  being  great  I 
That  mean  are  those,  wboiklse-term'd  honour  prize ; 
Whose  Ihbrics  from  their  country's  rain  rise ; 
Who  h»k  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot,  (air; 
Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir,  [rolll 

'*  I  hear!---through  all  my  veins  new  transports 
I  gaze  !*-«mm  love  comes  rushing  on  my  so«d ; 
RarishM  I  gaze ! — again  her  charms  decay  ! 
Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  !    • 
Gttto  returns !— Zeal  takes  her  coune  to  reign  I 
But  zeal  is  in  amtaitiott  lost  again  !    . 
Vm  now  the  slave  oCfondneas  !-*HKyw  of  pride ! 
-^By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  sobsidi ! 
These  bnlanc'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean, 
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o4^WBt  them  fonnd,  gives  happifless  rerenc 
This  I'll  eiQoy  !"^He  ended  Wl  reply'd, 
"  O  Hermit !  thou  art  worth  severely  try'd  ! 
But  had  not  innate  grief  produc'd  thy  woes. 
Men,  barbarous  men,  had  prey'd  on  thy  repose* 
When  aseking  joy,  we  seldom. sorrow  miss, 
And  often  misery  points  the  path  to  bliss. 
The  soil,  most  worthy  of  tbe  thrifty  swain. 
Is  wounded  thus,  ere  trusted  with  the  grain ; 
The  draggling  grain  mnst  woik  obscure  its  way^ 
Ere  the  fiist  green  springs  upward  to  the  day; 
Up-sprung,  sndk  weed-like  coarseness  it  betrays, 
Tloefcson  th*  ahandonM  blade  permissive  graae ; 
Then  shoots  the  wealth,  from  imperfection  dear, 
JUd  thtts  a  gntefnl  harvest  crowns  the  year." 


Thu^  free  our  social  time  from  morning  flows 
Till  rising  shades  attempt  the  day  to  dose. 
Thus  my  new  friend:  '*  Behold  the  light's  de^y: 
Back  to  yon  city  let  me  point  thy  wayi 
6ottth«west,  behind  yon  hill,  the  skiping  SuUi* 
To  ocean's  veige  his  fluent  course  has  run :  * 
His  parting  cjres  a  watery  radiance  shed. 
Glance  through  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain's  heads 
To  which  oppos'd,  the  shadowy  gu*fs,  below,* 
Beauteous,  i«flect  the  party-colour'd  snow.    [  why ; 

"  Now  dance  the  steurft,  where  Vesper  leads  thU 
Yet  all  iaint-gHnmnertng  with  remaiits  of  dsy» 
Orient,  the  queen  oftsight  emits  her  da%n. 
And  throws,  unseen,  her  mantle  o'er  the  lawn. 
Up  the  blue  steep,  her  crimson  Ofh  now  shines; 
Now  on  the  mountain-top  her  erm  reclines, 
In  a  red  crescent  seen :  her  zone  now  gleams^ 
Like  Venus,  quivering  in  reflecting  streams. 
Yet  reddening,  yet  round>biiming  up  the  air. 
Prom  the  white  clitf^  ber  feet  slow  rising  glare  I 
See  !  flames,  condens'd  now  vary  her  attire  i 
Her  fece,  a  broad  circumference  of  fire. 
Dark  firs  seem  kmdled  in  nocturnal  blaze ; 
Through  ranks  of  pmes,  her  broken  lustre  plajrs» 
Here  glares,  there  brown-projecting  shade  h^tows^ 
And,  glittering,  sportaupon  the  spangled  snows: 

"  Now  silver  turn  heuf  beams  !-^yon  den  they 
The  hij?,  rous'd  lion  shakes  his  brindled  main,  [gain ; 
Fierce,  fleets  gaunt  monsters,  all  prepar'd  fer  gore* 
Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide  resoundmg  roar^ 

0  dire  presage ! — ^But  fear  not  thou,  my  friend. 
Our  steps  the  guaidians  of  the  just  attend. 
Homeward  I  'II  wait  thee  on— And  now  survey^ 
How  men  and  spirits  chase  the  night  away ! 

Yon  nymphs  and  swams  in  aoMnous  mirth  advance  { 
To  br»thing  music  nnoves  the  circling  dance. 
Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  adventurous  glow. 
Skimming  in  rapid  sleds  the  crackling  snow. 
Not  when  Tydides  won  the  funeral  race, 
Shot  his  light  car  along  in  swifter  pace. 
Here  the  glaz'd  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare^ 
And  glide,  well-pois'd,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 
There  crowds,  with  stable  tread,  and  levdl'd  eye, 
lift,  and  dismiss  the  quoits,  that  whirling  fly. 
With  force  superior,  not  with  skill  so  true, 
The  ponderous  disk  from  Roman  sinews  flew. 
Where  neighbouring  hills  some  cloudy  sheet  sustain, 
Freez'd  o'er  the  nether  vale  a  pensile  plain. 
Cross  the  rooTdholkyw  rolls  the  massy  round. 
The  crack'd  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocki  resound ! 
Censures,  disputes,  and  laughs,  alternate,  rise ; 
And  deafening  clangor  thunders  up  the  skies.** 

llius,  amid  crowded  images,  serene. 
From  hour  to  hour  we  pess'd,  from  scene  to  scene. 
Fast  Wore  the- night    Full  long  we  pac'd  our  way  s 
Vain  steps !  the  city  yet  fer  distant  lay. 
While  thus  the  Hermit,  ere  my  wonder  spoke, 
Methought,  with  new  amusement,  silenoe  broke  $ 
"  Yon  amber-hued  cascade,  which  fleecy  flies 
Throagh  rocks,  and  stmys  along  the  trackless  skies. 
To  frotic  feiries  maiks  the  mazy  ring ; 
For^  to  the  danoe  from  little  cells  they  spring, 
Measur'd  to  pipe  or  harp  !— and  neict  they  stand 
Marshal'd  beneath  the  moon,  a  radiant  band ! 
In  frost-work  now  delight  the  sportive  kind : 

1  Now  court  wild  fency  hi  th*  whisHing  wind: 
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'*  HarlL !  tbe  ftinereaT  belPs  de^  sounding  tollr 
To  bliss,  from  mr^^ry,  calls  soma  righteous  soul  I 
Just  frei»d  from  Iffe,  life  swift-ascending  fire. 
Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  ppxre  ! 
tight  claps  i^  wings ! — ^it  views-,  with  pitylny  sigfit^ 
The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite  j 
The  plume  high  wrought,  that  blactening  aods  in  air; 
The  slow-pac'd  weepinjtc  pomp ;  the  solemn  prayer  ; 
The  Recent  tomb ;  the  verse,  that  Sorrow  gives, 
Where,  to  remembrance  sweet,  fair  Virtue  lives. 
Now  to  mid-heaven  the  whiten'd  Moon  mclincs, 

.  And  shades  contract,  marked  out  in  clearer  lines } 
With  noiseless  gloom  the  plains  are  delug'd  o*er : 
9ee! — from   the  north,  whatt  streaming  meteors 
Beneath  Bootes  springs  the  radiant  train,     [pour ! 
An4  quiver  through  the  axle  of  his  wain. 
O'er  altars  thus^  impainCed,  we  behold 
Ha)f- circling  glories  shoot  in  rays  of  gold*  * 
Cvoss  ether  swift  elance  the  vivid  tires  ! 
As  swift  again  each  pointed*  flame  retires  f 
]n  Fancy's  eye  encountering  amues  glare. 
And  sanguine  ensigns  wave  tmftirrd  in  air  f 
Hence  .the  weak  vulgar  deem  inpending  fatft^ 
AvAonarch  ruin'd,  or  impeopled  state. 
Thus  comets,  dreadful  visitants !  arise 
To  tAem  wild  omens !  science  te  the  wise  t 
These  mark  the  eomel  to  the  Sun  incline,. 
While  deep-red  fiameti  Around  its  centre  shine  I 

,  While  its  fieree  rear  st  winding  trail  displays. 
And  lights  all  ether  with  the  sweepy  blasse  1 
Or  when,  ^ompell'd,  itffies  the  torrid  Mnc, 
And  shoots  by  worlds  nnnumber'd  awd  unknown'; 
By  worlds,  whose  peepte,  all-aghast  wilfi  fiM*,. 
May  view  that  minister  of  vengeance  near  h 
Till  now,,  the  transient  glow,  remote  and  lest. 
Decays^  and  darkens  'mid  inrolvhig  frost ! 
Or  wheni  it,  sunward,  drinks  rich  beams  again. 
And  bnms  imperiooa  on  th*  etherial  plain  ! 
The  leamM-one,  eurioue,  eyos  it  from  afar, 
Spaikling  through  night,  a  new  illustrious- ^tar  ! 

The  moon,  descending,  saw  us  now  pursue 
'the  various  talk : — ^the  city  near  in  view  » 
•<  Here  from  stiir-life"  (be'criei)  "  avert  thy  feight, 
And  mark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  shame  the  night ! 
But,  heedful,  each  inmadest  prospect  fly ; 
^liere  decency  forbids  iiMpnry's  eye. 
Man  were  not  man,  without  lot'e's  wanton  fire. 
But  reason's  glory  is  CO  quell  desire* 
What  are  thy  fruits,  O  Lust  ?  Short  bles^gs,  benght 
With  long  remorse,  the  seed  of  bitter  thought ;. 
Perhaps  some  babe  to  dire  diseases  bom, 
Doom'd  foNT  another's  crimes,  thvbngh  life,  to  mooni ; 
Or  murdei-'d,  to  pi^serve  a  mother's  fame ; 
Or  cast  obscure ;  the  ehild  of  want  and  shame  1 
False  pride !  What  vices  on  our  eondnet  steal. 
From  the  world's  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal ! 
Ye  cmef  OKithefs ! — Soft !  thoKO  words  commandf^ 
So  near  shaU  cruelty,  and  mother  sisud  ? 

,   iCan  the  dove's  bosom  snakey  venom  draw  h 
Can  its  foot  sharpen,  like  the  vultufe>s  claw  f 
Can  the  fond  goat,  or  lender,  fleecy  dam 
JHowl,  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid,  or  lamb  } 
Yes,  there  are  mothers"— Then  I  fiear'd  his  aim» 
And,  conscious^  trembled  at  the  coming  name  ; 
Then,  with  a  sigh,  his  issuing  words  oppos'd ! 
Straight  with  a  fall'mg  tear  the  speech  he  cWd^ 
That  tendenies^  which  ties  of  blood  deny,     « 
OataTO  f^M  !»•  fiwn  a  stcanfet's  eyeu 


Pale  grew  my  cheeks  f-^B'Ut  nM  t9geiiealfic!«» 
Our  converse  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews 

"  Yoo  mansion,  made  by  bcanung  tapeis  gay. 
Drowns  the  din  night,  tmd  counterfeits  the  diy«^ 
Fikm  lumm'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
Aroun'd,  athwart,  the  frisking  shadows  fly. 
There  mMnight  riot  spreads  illnsive  joyi* 
And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time  destroyib 
SiDon  death's  dark  i^nt  to  luxuriant  ease, 
Shall  wake  sharp  warnings  in  some  6eroe  disesse/ 
O  man  !  thy  fabric  's  like  a  weU-forai'd  state ; 
11)y  thoughts,  first  rank'd,  were  sure  designed  the 
Passions  plebdans  sre^  which  faction  raise ;  [great  > 
Wine,  like  pour'd  oil,  eadtes  the  raging  blase ; 
Then  giddy  anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rise : 
Then  sovereign  reason  from  her  empire-flies » 
That  ruter  once  depos'd,  wisdom  and  wit. 
To  noise  and  folly,  place  and  power  submit  > 
Uke  a  fraif  bark  -thy  weaken'd  mind  is  tost, 
Unstcer'd,  unbahinc'd',  till  its  wealtli  is  Ibet^ 

**  The  miser-spirit  eyes  the  spendtiirift  heir. 
And  mourns,  too  Ute,  efliscts  of  sordid  care^ 
His  treasures  i^y  to  efoy  each  fawning  slave ; 
Yet  grudge  a  stone  to  dignify  his  grave.- 
For  this,  low-thon^bted  ernft  hislifaempk>y*d;. 
For  this*,  though  wealthy,  he  no  Wealth  «njoy'd  | 
For  this,  he  grip*d  the  poor,  and  alms  dei^'d, 
Unfriended  liv'd,  and  unlamented  died. 
Yet  smtfe,  griev'd  shade  t  when  that  tioprospereos 
Fast-lessens,  when  gay  honrs  return  ne'nore ;  [stort 
Smile  at  thy  heir,  beholding,  in  his  fall,- 
Men  dnee  obUg'd,  like  him,  nngrateful  all ! 
Thcti  thougtitoinspiring  woe  his  heart  shall  mend^ 
And  prove  his^nly  wise,  unflattering  friead. 

'*  FoHy  exhibits  thus  unmanly  sport. 
While  pbtring  Mischief  keeps  rflsert'd  her  court. 
Tjo  !  from  tlmt  moua^  ia  blasting  snlphur  broke. 
Stream  flames  volnminous^  enw;Bapp'd  with  smoke  I* 
In  cberiut  shape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tofwer, 
lean  on  its  brow, and Kfte destruction  fower-! 
From  the  hlnofc  deptii  a  flery  la^ioo  springa: 
[  RaFch  boh!,  bad  spectre  claps  her  soondEog  wrnfeif 
,  And  straight  benentii  a  sammou'dytraiteroosbaild. 
On  horronr  beot,  in  dark  conYentH>n  stand  r 
Prom  each  fiends  mouth  a  ruddy  tapoos  flows, 
'  Cilides  thro'  the-  roof,. and  Q*er  the  ceimcil  glovtf 
The  vjHains,  close  beneath  tb'  infection- pent, 
.  Feel,  ali^possess'd,  their  rising  galls  lemsentf 
And'bum  with  Isctkfn,  hate,  and  wngeful  he,. 
For  rapine,  blood,  and  devasCationdSre  t 
lilit  Justice  marks  their  ways  :  she  waves,  in  air, 
.  Hie  sword,  high-^Eeatentng,  Jike  a  comefs  glate. 

**  While  here  dariL  ViHainy  herself  deoanes, 
There  studious  Hbnesty  our  view  relieves. 
A  feeble  taper,  froA  yon  lonesome  roon, 
.Scattering  thin  rays,  >ist  giimvers  thro'  tbe  glooia. 
There  sits  thesaf^eni  bard-in  mosefiil  mood. 
And  glows  impassion'd  for  his  nmaiCry*s  good  I 
AIT  the  bri^t  spiritsef  the  jnst,  eomboi'd. 
Inform,  refine,  and  pioaipt  his  towering  annd T 
He  takes  the  gifMnpiiU  firom  hands  divme, 
Aroond  his  temples  rays  refulgent  shine  i 
Now  rapt !  new  more  than  man  !~I  see  him  diihb^ 
To  view  this  speck  of  Earlli  fh>nL  worlds  sabUme ! 
Jksee  him  now  o'er  Nature's  works  preside ! 
How  clear  the  jrisian !  and  the  scene  how  wide  T 
Let  some  a  name  by  adulation  rnse. 
Or  scandal,  meaaar  thaika  wenal  praisei 
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*  Hy  MwK?  (be  eriea)  <  ft  nobler  prospect  view ! 
'  lliroafh  fancy's  wilds  some  moral's  point  piusue ! 
Prom  dark  deceptioD  clear-drawn  truth  display^ 
M  fium  black  chaos  rose  resplendent  day  { 
Awake  oompaflsioii,  and  bid  ternrar  rise  1 
Bid  hnmble  sonov^  strike  saperior  eyes ! 
So  pampered  power,  unoonscious  of  dtstress^ 
May  see,  be  mov'd,  and,  being  roor'd*  redress.'  • 

'*  Ye  traitorsp  tyrants,  liear  his  stinging  lay! 
Ye  powers  unlov'd,  ttnpity*d  in  decay !       ^ 
But  know,  to  you  sweet-blossomed.  Fame  he  brings. 
Ye  heroes,  patriots;  and  paternal  Itiilgs ! 

*  O  Thou,  who  fonn'd,  who  rais'd  the  poet's  art, 
( Voiee  uf  thy  will ! )  unerring  Ibrce  impart !       ^ 
If  vailing  worth  eaa  generous  warmth  excite. 
If  Terse  can  gild  instruction  with  delight. 
Inspire  his  honest  Muse  with  ori^t  flame» 
To  rise,  to  dare,  to  reach  tbe  noblest  aim ! 

"  But,  O  ray  friend !  mysterious  is  our  fete ! 
How  mean  his  fortune,  though  his  mind  elate  ! 
JBaeaJlike  he  passes  through  the  crowds 
Uosoughty  mnseen  beneath  misfortune's  cloud ; 
Or  seen  with  slight  regard  :  unprais'd  bis  name: 
His  aflsr-honour,  and  our  after-shame. 
Hie  doum*d  desert,  to  Avarice  stands  confess'd ; 
Her  ejres  aVeried  axe,  and  steel'd  her  breast. 
Eavy  asquint  the  ftiture  woodec  eyes : 
Bold  luult,  pomting,  hoots  him  as  he  flies  ^ 
While  coward  Censure,  skill'd  in  darker  ways, 
Hints  sm^  detraietion  in  dissembled  praise  ! 
Hunger,  thint,  nakedness,  there  grievous  fell  1 
Unjust  derisioa  too !— -that  tongue  of  gall ! 
Slow  eomes  Rebef,  with  no  ratid  Chan|is  endued, 
Usber'd  by  Pride,  and  hy  Reproach  pursued. 
Porc'd  Pky  meets  him  with  a  cold  respect. 
Unkind  as  Sooro,  ungenerous  as  Negleet. 

"  Yet,  tufierinf  Worth !  thy  fortitude  win  shine 
Thy  fats  are  Viitne'ft,  and  her  friends  are  thine  1, 
Vatienoe  is  thine,  and  Peace  thy  days  shall  crown; 
Thy  treaenre  Prndenee,  and  thy  claim  Renown : 
Myriads,  unborn,  shall  mourn  thy  baple^  fete. 
And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great  i 

'*  Hark !  km  the  wafes^tower  rolls  the  toumpet's 


flweet  through  ^1  night,  proclaiming  safety  round  ! 
Yon  shade  lUnstrious  quits  the  realms  of  rest, 
To  aid  some  orphan  of  its  race  distrest, 
Me  winda  faim  through  the  subterraneous' way. 
That  mmes  yon  mansioo,  grown  with  ruin  grey, 
And  marks  the  wealthy,  unsuspected  ground, 
Where,  green  with  rust,  long-buried  coins  abound. 
This  plaintive  ghost,  from  Eaitb  when  newly  fled, 
8sw  those,  the  livmg  trusted,  wrong  tbe  dead  ; 
He  saw,  l^  fraud  abus'd,  the  lifeless  band 
iif»the  ftJaedeed  that  alienates  his  land ; 
Heard,  on  bb  fkme,.  injurious  censure  thrown. 
And  mours'd  the  begird  orphan's  bitter  groan. 
GomnussioD'd  now.t^  felsehood  he  reveals, 
To  JQstioe  MOB  th'  enabled  heir  appeals ; 
SoQii,  by  hk  wealth,  ai<a  oesily  pleas  maintained. 
And,  by  ^acover'd  truth,  lost  right  regained. 

"  Bat  why  (may  some  inquire)  why  kind  sncces^ 
fiace  mystic  Heaven  gives  misery  oft  to  Mess } 
Though  miaery  leads,  to  happiness  and  truth, 
rneqaal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 
UnMrengthen'd  viitiie  scarce  his  bosom  fir'd^ 
And  fearful  ftwn  his  growing  wants  retired. 
Oh,  let  not  MDsare,  if  (untried  by  grief. 
If,  tMidit  wo^  uolMBplfd  by  reliif,} 


He  stoop'd  reluctant  to  low  arts  of  shame,  [name. 
Which  then,  ev'n  then  he  scom'd,  and  blush'd  to 
Heaven  sees,  and  makes  th'  imperfect  worth  its  care. 
And  cheers  the  trembling  heart,  unform'd  to  bear. 
Now  rising  fortune  elevates  his  mind, 
H^  shines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 

"  So  in  some  engine,  that  denies  n  vent. 
If  uarespiring  is  some  creature  pent. 
It  sickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gasps  for  breath. 
Sad  o'er  the  sight  swim  shadowy  mi&ts  of  death  j 
If  then  kind  air  pours  powerful  in  again. 
New  heats,  new  pnlses  quicken  every  vein; 
From  tbe  clear'd,  lifted,  life-rekindled  eye,. 
Dispers'd,  thetlark  and  dampy  vapours  fly. 
*'  From  trembling  tombs  the  ghoats  of  greatness  rl^ 
And  o'er  their  bodies  bang  with  wistful  eyes ; 
Or  discontented  stalk,  and  mix  their  howla 
Wifh  howling  wolves,  tlieir  screams  with  screaming 
The  inten'al  'twixt  night  and  mom  is  nigh,     [owls« 
Winter  more  nttroos  chills  the  shadow'd  sky. 
Springs  with  soft  heats  no  more  give  borders  green. 
Nor  smoakiog  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  scene  -, 
While  steamy  currents,  sweet  in  prospect,  chan& 
Like  veins  blue-winding  on  a  feir«one*s  ann« 

"  Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  witli  half  his  power 
And  broken  slumbers  drag  the  restless  hour. 
The  murderM  seems  alive,  and  ghastly  glares. 
And  in  dire  dreams  the  conscious  murderer  scares. 
Shows  the  yet-spouting  wound,  th'  ensanguin'd  floor^ 
The  walls  yet-sraoaking  with  the  spatter'd  gore  i 
Or  shrieks  to  dozing  Justice,  and  reveals 
The  deed,  which  fraudful  Art  from  day  conceals; 
The  delve  obscene,  where  no  suspicion  pries,. 
Where  the  disfignr'd  corse  unshrouded  lies  ;, 
The  sure,  the  striking  proof,  so  strong  maintainid^. 
Pale  Qui  It  staits  self-convicted,  when  arraign'd, 

"  Tliese  spirits  treason  of  its  power  divest, 
And  turn  the  peril  firom  the  patriot's  breast. 
Those  solemn  thought  inspire,  or  bright  descend 
To  snatch  in  vision  sweet  tbe  dying  friend. 

**  But  we  deceive  the  gloom,  the  matin  bell 
Summons  to  prayer ! — Now  breaks  th'  inchanter^t 
And  now — But  yon  feir  spirit's  form  survey  '  [spell  I 
*Tis  she !  — Olympia  beckons  me  away ! 
I  haste  l^-I  fly  ! — adieu ! — ^aiKl  when  yon  see 
The  yootli  who  bleeds  with  fondness,  think  on  me: 
Tell  him  my.  tale,  and  be  his  pain  carest; 
By  lov<i  I  turtur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  blest. 
When  worshipped  wdinan  we  entranc'd  behold. 
We  praise  the  Maker  in  his  feirest  mould ; 
The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin'd. 
And  light  immortal  to  the  soul  refin'd ! 
Depriv'd  of  charming  women,  soon  we  miss 
The  prize  of  friendship,  and  tlie  life  of  bliss ! 
^*  SUli  through  the  shades  Olympia  dawning  breaks  I 
What  bloom,  what  brightness  lustres  o'er  ^er  cheeks ! 
Again  she  calls  I-—!  dase  no  longei:  stay  I 
A  kind  ferewell — Olympia,  I  obey.** 

He  turn'd,  no  longer  in  ihy  sight  remain'd; 
The  mountain  he,  I  safe  the  city  gain'd. 

CANTO    IV, 

Still  o'er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holds  her  sway. 
Still  on  strange,  visionary  land  I  stray. 
Kow  scenes  crowd  thick  !  now  indistinct  appear ! 
Swift  glide  the  months,  and  turn  the  varying  year  t 
Near  the  Bull's  horn  light's  rising  monarch  (Up>v* 
KowoQit8backtiMPleiade«l»eth|iwsl  ' 
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From  vernal  heat  pale  l^nter  forcM  to  fly, 
Nc»rthward  retires,  yet  turns  a  watery  eye  j 
Then  with  an  aguiih  breath  nips  infant  blooms, 
JOeprires  anfolding  spring  of  rich  perfumes, 
Shakes  the  sIow-circliDg  blood  of  human  race, 
And  in  sharp,  livid  looks  contracts  the  face. 
Kow  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  strides  away : 
Such  slippery  paths  Ambition's  steps  betray. 
Turning,  with  sighs,  far  spiral  firs  he  sees,  ' 
Which  bow  obedient  to  the  southern  breeze : 
iKow  frotn  yon  Zeinblan  rock  his  crest  he  shrouds, 
like  Fame's,  obscur'd  amid  the  whitening  clouds ; 
,  Thence  his  lost  empire  is  with  tears  deplored: 
Such  tyrants  shed  o'er  liberty  restored. 
BeneajUi  bis  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light^ 
Ten  times  the  measured  round  of  mortal  sight) 
A  waste,  pale  glimmering,  like  a  moon  that  wanes, 
A  wild  expanse  of  frozen  sea  contains. 
It  cracks ! — ^vast  floating  mounttiins  beat  the  shore ! 
Far  off  he  hears  those  icy  ruins  roar. 
And  from  the  hideous  erash  distracted  flies, 
like  one,  who  feels  his  dying  infiinf  s  cnes. 
Koir,  aiitd  more  near  the  rushing  torrents  sound. 
And  one  great  rifi  runs  through  the  vast  profound, 
SwHt  as  a  shooting  meteor ;  groaning  loud, 
like  deep-roird  thunder  through  a  rending  cloud. 
The  late  dark  pole  now  feels  unsetting  day : 
In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 
OHsr  many  a  polar  alp  to  Pro^t  he  goes, 
O'er  crackling  vales,  embit>w^Vd  with  melting  snows : 
Here  bears  stalk  tenants  of  the  barren  space, 
Few- men,unsocial  those! — a  barbarous  race  ! 
At  length  the  cave  appears  !  the  mce  is  run ; 
How  he  recounts  vast  conquests  lost  and  won, 
And  taleful'in  tli'  embrace  of  Frost  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chainf^ 

Meanwhile  the  Sun  his  beams  on  (^ocer  th'xtws. 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmest  influence  gUiws. 
From  glowing  Canoer  fallen,  the  king  of  day, 
Red  through  the  kindling  Li^n  shouts  his  ray. 
The  tawny  harvest  pays  the  earlier  plough, 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough, 
lis  day-spijng.     Now  green  labyrinths  I  frequent. 
Where  V^'isdom  oft  retires  to  meet  Content 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends. 
From  note  to  note  the  ravish'd  soul  ascends ; 
As  thus  it  would  the  patriarch's  ladder  olinib, 
By  some  good  angel  led  to  worids  sublime : 
Oft  (legeiKls  say)  the  snake,  with  wakened  ire, 
like  Envy  rears  in  idany  a  scaly  spire ; 
Then  songsters  droop,  then  yield  their  vit^l  gore. 
And  innocence  and  music  are  no  more. 

Mild  rides  the  Morg  in  orient  beauty  drest, 
^n  azure  mantle,  anila  purple  vest, 
Which,  blown  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  d^plaj. 
Her  amber  tresses  negligently  gay. 
Collected  now  her  rosy  band  they  fill, 
And/ gently  wnmg,  the  p^rly  dews  distil, 
l*he  songful  Zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  Hours,  f  ers. 
breathe  sweet ,  aiy)  strew  her  openmg  way  with  flow. 
The  chattering  cwalkiwa  l^ve  their  nested  caie, 
£ach  promising.retnrn  #ith  plenteous  fare, 
So  the  fond  swain,  who  to  the  market  hies. 
Stills  with  big  hopes,  his  infimt*s  tender  cries. 
Yonder  two  turtles,  o'er  their  callow  bi\)od, 
Hang  hoveriiq^,  ere  they  seek  their  guiltless  food. 
Fondly  they  bill.    Now  to  their  morning  care, 
I4)(p  our  fiivt  prentf,  p^r^  the  amvous  pair: 


But  ah !— -a  pair  no  more  !-»-With  sprendingwtop, 
Pn>m  the  high-soundiug  cliff  a  vulture  springs; 
.Steady  he  sails  along  th'  aerial  grey. 
Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  timorous  dove  av»y» 
Start  we,  who  worse  than  rultarcs,  Nimrods  find, 
Men  med  tating  prey  on  human  kind  ? 

Wild  beasts  to  gloomy  dens  repade  their  way. 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demaind  the  sl^ughUfr'd 

prey- 
Rooks,  from  their  noddingnests,  bUck-swamung  fly. 
And,  in  hoarse  uproar,  ti*ll  the  fowler  nigh* 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rouz'd,  the  Sun 
Is  wam'd  the  bine  etherial  steep  to  run. 
Whi|^  on  his  couch  of  floating  jasper  laid. 
From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dewy  shade. 
I'he  crystal  dome  tranKparent  pillars  raise, 
Whence,  beam'd  from  sapphirea,  living  azure  plays 
The  liquid  floor,  in^wrought.with  pearls  divine. 
Where  all  bis  labours  iu  mosaic  shine. 
His  coronet,  a  cloiid  of  silver-white ; 
Mis  robe  with  nnconsummg  crimson  bright. 
Varied  with  gems,  all  heaven's  collected  store ! 
While  his  loose  locks  descend,  a  golden  shower. 
If  to  his  steps  compared,  we  tardy  find 
The  Orecian  racers,  who  outstript  the  wind. 
Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  start ! 
His  quickening  eyes  a  qnix'ering  radiance  dait. 
And,  while  this  last  nocturnal  Ab§  is  fiirt'd. 
Swift  into  life  and  motion  look  the  world. 
The  sun-flower  now  averts  her  btoomhog  check 
From  west,  to  view  his  eastern  lustre  break. 
UHiat  gay,  creative,  power  his  presence  brings  ? 
Hills>  lawns,  liUces,  villages ! — the  fiiice  of  things. 
All  night  beneath  snccessive  shadows  missed. 
Instant  begins  in  colours  to  exist : 
But  absent  these  from  sons  of  riot  keep, 
Ix)st  in  impure,  unmeditating  sleep. 
T*  unlack  his  fence,  the  new-risen  swam  pirpam. 
And  ere  forth-driren  recounts  his  fleecy  cares ; 
When,  lo!  an  amhush'd  wolf,  with  hanger  bold, 
Springs  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  the  fokl ! 
But  by  the  pastor  not  in  vain  defied. 
Like  our  arch  foe  by  some  celestial  gnkte. 
\    Spread  on  yon  ruck  the  sea-calf  I  sarwy : 
Bask*d  in  the  stm,  his  skin  reflects  the  day. 
He  sees  yon  tower-like  ship  the  waves  divide; 
And  siii  s  again  beneath  the  glassy  tide.  [ecs^ 

The  watery  herbs,  and  shrubs,  and  vines,  and  flow. 
Rear  their  bent  heads,  o'erchaig*d^ith  nightly  show. 
Hail,  glorious  Son  !  to  whose  attractive  fires,  [em. 
The  weaken'd,  vegetative  lifb  aspires !    * 
The  juices,  wrought  by  t>iy  directive  force. 
Thro'  plante,  and  trees,  perform  their  genial  oenrse, 
Fjitend  in  root,  with  baii(  unyielding  bind 
1*he  hearted  trunk ;   or  weave  the  branching  rind ; 
Expand  in  leaves,  in  flowery  blossoms  shout. 
Bleed- in  rich  gums,  and  swell  in  ripenM  finoit. 
From  thee,  bright,  universal  power !  began. 
Instinct  in  brute,  and  gcoerons  love  ns  mail. 

Talk'd  I  of  love  >-^Yon  swain,  with  amonmsajr 
Soft  swells  his  pipe,  fo  chann  the  raral  foir. 
She  milks  the  flocks;  then,  listening  aa  he  plays, 
Steals,  m  the  running  brook,  acnusehnis  gase. 

The  tront,  that  deep,  in  winter,  oon^d  remains, 
Up-springjp,  and  sunward  tarns  Ha  crimson  i 
The  tenants  of  the  wairen,  vainly  cfaaM  ; 
Now  lur*d  to  amteent  fields  for  green  repast. 
Seek  then-  small  vanUed  bbyrimiM  in  vnin  ^ 
Entan||inc  nets  b?ti«7  te  tkippif  |nh|  ^ 
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Bed  masBBcres  thruagli  their  nspublic  fly. 
And  hfbsKpt  o&  heaps  by  rathless  spaniels  die. 

Tti€  fisher,  who  the  lonely  heach  has  strayM, 
And  all  the  live-long  niglit  his  oet-irork  spread, 
Dregs  in,  and  bean  the  loaded  snare  away  ; 
WiiCTe  flounce,  deceiv'd,  th*  expiring  finny  prey. 

Near  Neptune's  temph  (Neptune's  nuw  no  more), 
VChose  statue  plants  a  trident  on  the  bhore, 
In  sportive  nngs  the  generous  dolphins  wind. 
And  ejre,  anid  think  the  image  human-kind : 
Dear,  pieasingfriendship  i — See !  the  pile  commands 
The  vile,  and  grim  at  Superstition  stands  ! 
Timers  band  there  leaves  its  print  of  mossy  green. 
With  hollows,  carv*d  forsnakes,  and  birds  obscene. 
0  Qibbs,  whose  art  the  solemn  fane  can  raise. 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praise  ; 
When  moulder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away. 
Like  some  great  prince  majestic  in  decay  ; 
When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  the  ground  shall  tread, 
Where  Wisdom  tutor'd,  and  Devotion  pray'd  ; 
Where  shall  thy  pompous  work  our  wonder  claim : 
What,  but  the  Muse  alone,  preserve  thy  name  ? 

The  Sun  shines,  broken,  through  yon  arch  that 
Thbooce-roond  fidbric,  half  deprivM  by  years,  [rears 
Which  rose  a  stately  colonnade,  and  crown'd 
Cnctrcriag  pillars  now  unfaithful  found ; 
In  fragments,  these  the  fall  of  those  forebode. 
Which,  nodding,  just  up-beave  their  crumbling  load. 
High,  on  yoo  column,  which  has  battcr'd  stoodf 
Like  sane  stripped  oak,  the  grandeur  of  the  wood. 
The  stork  inhabits  her  aeriel  nest; ' 
By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  carest; 
She  flies  the  realms  that  own  despotic  kings. 
And  only  ^reads  o'er  free-bom  states  her  wings. 
Tlie  roof  is  now  the  daw's,  or  raven's  haunt. 
And  loathsome  toads  m  the  dark  entrance  pant ; 
Or  snakes,  that  lurk  to  snap  the  heedless  fly. 
And  fitted  bird,  that  oft  comes  fluttering  by. 

An  aqueduct  across  yon  vale  is  laid, 
Ito  channel  through  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd; 
Whifl'd  down  a  steep,  it  flies  with  torrent^fbrce, 
flashes,  u»d  roars,  and  plows  a  devious  course. 

Attraoted  mists  a  golden  cloud  commence, 
While  tbroucdk  high-icolour'd  air  strike  rays  intense. 
Betwbrt  two  points,  which  yon  steep  mountains  show^ 
lies  a  mild  bay,  to  which  kind  breezes  flow« 
fifoeatb  a  grutto,  arch*d  for  calm  retreat, 
teads  Irngt^coinf  in  the  rock-^Be  this  my  seat. 
Heat  never  enters  here  ;  but  Coolness  reigna 
O'er  zeph3m,,and  distilling,  watery  veini. 
Siecloded  now  I  trace  th'  instructive  page. 
And  Ihre  o*«r  scenes  of  many  a  backward  age ; 
Thmigb   days,  months,  years,    through  Time's 

whole  course  I  ran, 
And  present  stand  where  Time  itself  begun. 

Ye  mighty  dead,  of  just,  distinguish'd  fame, 
Your  tboof  las,  (ye  bright  instructors ! }  here  I  clahmL 
Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  Nature's  springs^ 
Here  truths  historic  giva  the  hearts  of  kings. 
Hoioa  contemplation  learns  white  hours  to  ihi^ 
Aod  labours  iFirtue  on  th'  attentive  mmd : 
O  kivHl  vatxeat !  thy  joys  content  bestow, 
Kbr  goat,  nor  ifaame,  nor  diarp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Cbariet  long  jum'd  in  power  to  see, 
Thit  happinen  be  fbuml  reierv'd  in  thee. 

Now  let  ma  dianga  the  page-rHare  Tully  weeps^ 
While  in  Death's  icy  arms  his  Tnllia  tleeps , 
Pis  daughter  dear !— Retir'd  I  see  him  mottcn, 
If  aO  ^  freaqr  now  of  aqguiih  tiwk. 


Wild  his  complaint !   Nor  sweeter  9orrow*s  strains^ 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  lost  complains. 
Each  friend  condoles,  expostulates,  reproves ; 


More  than  a  Esther  raving  Tully  I 
Or  Sallost  censures  thus !— Unheeding  hiame. 
He  sclieraes  a  temple  to  his  Tullia's  name. 
Thus  o'er  my  Hermit  once  did  grief  prevail. 
Thus  rose  Olympia's  tomb,  his  moving  tale. 
The  sighs,  tears,  frantic  starts,  that  banish  rest^ 
And  all  the  bursting  sorrows  of  his  breasL 

But  hark  I  a  sudden  power  attunes  the  air ! 
,Th'  enchanting  sound  enamour'd  breezes  bear; 
Now  low,  now  high,  they  sink,  or  lift  the  song. 
Which  the  cave  echoes  sweet,  and  sweet  the  credn 

pcolong. 
'  I  listen'd,  gaz'd,  when,  wondroos  to  behold ! 
From  ocean  bteaiQ'd,  a  vapour  gathering  roll'd^ 
A  blue,  round  spot  an  the  mkl-voof  it  came. 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame. 
F^ill  orb'd  it  shone,  and  aimm'd  the  swimming  sigh^ 
While  doubling  objects  dane'd  with  darkling  light* 
Amaz'd  I  9tood !— «maz'd  I  still  remain ! 
What  earthly  power  this  wonder  can  explain 
Gradual,  at  length,*'the  lustre  dies  away : 
My  eyes  restor'd,  a  mortal  form  survey. 
My  Hermit-friend!  Tishe.— "AUhaU!"  (he  cries) 
'*  I  see,  and  would  alleviate,  thy  surprise. 
The  vanisb'd  meteor  was  Heaven's  message  meant. 
To  warn  thee  hence :  I  knew  the  high  intent 
Hear  then !  in  this  seque&ter*d  cave  retir'd. 
Departed  saints  converse  with  men  inspir'd.   - 
Tis  sacred  ground ;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure, 
Vet  imprepar'd,  au  intercourse  so  pure. 
Quick  let  us  hence. — ^Lnd  now  eMoid  thy  views 
O'er  yonder  Uwn ;  there  find  the  heaven-bom  Muse! 
Or  seek  her,  where  she  tnists  her  tuneful  tale 
To  the  mid,  silent  wood,  or  vocal  vale ;       [shades. 
Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  trembling 
Close  in  deep  glooms,  qir  open  clear  in  glades ; 
Or  where  surrounding  vistas  far  descend. 
The  landscape  varied  at  each  lessening  end  i 
She,  only  she  can  i^ortal  thought  refine. 
And  raise  thy  voice  to  visitants  divine.'' 

CANTO  V, 

Wb  left  the  cave.     <<  Be  Fear"  (said  I)  «  defy'd  f 
Virtue  (for  thou  art  Vhtue)  is  my  guide." 
By  time-worn  steps  a  steep  ascent  we  gain. 
Whose  summit  yields  a  prospect  o'^  the  plain. 
There,  bench'd  with  turf,  an  oak  our  seat  extends^ 
Whose  top  a  Terdant,  branch'd  pavilion  bends. 
Vistas,  with  leaves,  diversify  the  scene. 
Some  pale,  some  brown,  and  some  of  lively  greeot 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  shower 
Oleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glossy  flower. 
Gay  insects  sparkle  in  the  genial  Uaae, 
Various  as  light,  and  countless  as  Hs  rays  t    . 
They  dance  on  every  stream,  and  pictured  pUy^ 
TU1,  by  the  watery  racer,  snatch'd  away. 

Kow,fipom  yon rangeof  rocks,  strong  rays rebouttd^ 
DoaUmg  the  day  on  floweiy  plains  around : 
King-cnpt  beneati)  fiur-striking  colours  glance. 
Bright  as  th^  etherial  glows  the  green  expanse.  . 
Gems  of  tha  field !— the  topaz  chaims  the  sights 
Like  these,  eliulgmg  yellow  streams  of  light. 
From  the  same  rocks,  fall  rills  with  softoi'd  foroe,i 
^Mt  In  yen  mud,  and  wcl)  •«tt«r's  lOQCQe. 
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Through  her  clear  channel  shine  her  fini^y  shoals^ 
O'er  sands,  like  gold,  the  liquid  crystal  rolls. 
Dimm  d  in  yon  coarser  moor,  her  charms  decay. 
And  shape,  through  rustling  reeds,  a  ruffled  way. 
Near  willows  short  and  bushy  shadows  throw: 
Now  lost,  she  seems  through  nether  tracts  to  flow  ; 
Yet,  at  yon  point,  winds  out  in  silver  state, 
Like  Virtue  from  a  labyrinth^'of  fate. 
In  lengthening  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains,  run 
The  flocks  : —their  fleeces  glistening  in  the  sun; 
Her  i>tream8  they  seek,  and,  *twixt  herneighbouFing 
K('x:line  in  Various  attitudes  of  eas<*.'  [trees, 

Ai^'herc  the  herds  sip,  the  little  scaly  fry, 
Swift  from  the  shore,  in  scattermg  myriads  fly.     , 

Each  iivcry^d  cloud,  that  rotmd  th'  horizon  glows. 
Shifts  ip  odd  scenes,  like  Larth,  from  wheuoc  it  roac. 
The  bee  huips  wanton  in  yon  ja^m'me  bower. 
And  circling  jetties,  and  despoils  thd  flower. 
Melodious  there  the  pl^my  songsters  meet, 
And  call  charm'd  Echo  from  her  archM  retreat. 
Keat  polish'd  mansions  rise  in  poospect  gay ;    - 
Time-tyitter'd  towers  frown  awful  in  decay ; 
The  Sun  plays  glitt^ing  on  the  rocks  and  spires^ 
And  the  lawn  lightens  with  reflected  fires. 

'  Here  Mirth,  and  Fancy's  wanton  train  advance. 
And  to  light  measures  turn  the  swimming  dance.    * 
Sweet,  slow-pac'd  Melancholy  next  appears^ 
I^ompo.us  in  grief,  and  eloquent  of  tears;, 
Here  Meditation  shines,  in  azure  dreiit, 
Atl-starr'd  witli  gems ;  a  sun  adonu*  her  erc^ 
iKeligion,  to  whose  lifted,  raptured  eyes 
Seraphic  hosts  descend  fiY>m  opeunig  skies ; 
Beauty,  who  sways  the  heart,  atid  charms  the  sight ; 
V'hoee  tongue  is  music,  and  Whose  smile  deligUt  s 
Whose  b;uw  ib  majesty  j  whose  bosom  ]ieace  ; 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  cease ; 
\\'ho8e  breath  perfmnes  the  spring ;  vfhose  ej  e  divine 
Kindled  the  Sun,  and  gave  \U  light  to  shine. 
Here,  in  thy  likeness,  fiiir  Ophelia  ^  seen. 
She  throws  kiHd  lustre  o'er  th'  enlivened  green. 
Kext  hc'r  Description,  rob'd  m  various  hues. 
Invites  attention  from  the  pensive  Muse  1 
The  Mjis^  !  -^bhe  comes  !  refm'd  the  Passions  wait. 
And  Precept,  ever  winnm^,  wise,  and  great 
The  Mttser !  a  thousand  spirits  wing  the  air 
(<>nce  men,  who  made  like  her  mankind  their  care)  : 
EnamoarM  round  her  press  th*  inspiring  tbi-oag, 
And  swell  to  ecst^cy  her  solemn  song. 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  gnare  wc  find, 
yair  Wortl€y*8  angel-accent,  eyes,  aud  mind. 
"Whether  her  sight  the  dew4}right  dawn  surveys. 
The  «oon*s  dry  heat,  or  evening's  temper  dl  rays. 
The  hours  of  storm,  or  calm,  the  gleby  irroandy 
The  corard  sea,  gemM  rock,  or  sky  pTufoiip4, 
A  RaphaePs  fancy  animates  each  line. 
Bach  image  strikes  with  energj'  divine ; 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  -her  thoughts  coospire  | 
Nor  sweeter  than  her  voice  is  HandePs  lyre. 

My  Hermit  thus.    *<  She  beckons  Us  away  t 
Ob,  let  us  swift  the  high  behest  obey  !'*        [erust, 
'  Now  through  a  lane,  which  minghog  tnets  bave 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landscape  lost. 
We  rove.    The  warblers  lively  tunes  e«ay. 
The  lark  on  wing,  the  Ifainet  on  the  spray, 
While  music  trembles  in  their  songful  throats. 
The  bullfinch  whistles  soft  his  flute-like  notes.  , 
Tne  bolder  blackbird  swells  sonorons  lajrs ; 
^lie  vaiyiog  thrush  commands  a  tvnefiil  maze  ^ 
iMii.01dfiekL 


Each  fl^  wild  length  of  melody  pursues ; 
While  the  soft  murmunng,  amorous  wood-doveoon: 
And,  when  in  spring  these  melting  mixtures  ^«, 
The  cuck(x>  sends  her  unison  of  woe. 

But  as  smooth  seas  are  furrow *d  by  a  storm; 
As  troubles  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  ; 
So,  loud  through  air,  unwelcome  noise?  sound, 
And  harmony's  at  once,  in  discord,  drown'd. 
From  yon  dark  cypress,  croaks  the  raven^s  cry; 
As  <liasonant  the  daw,  jay,  chattering  pie : 
The  clamorous  crows  abandon  d  carnage  seek. 
And  the  harsh  owl  shrills  out  a  sharpening  shrieL 

At  the  lane's  en<l  a  high-lath M  gate's  prefer'd, 
To  bar  the  trespass  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Fast  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  find, 
Whi)se  rus«ct  ra?s  hang  fluttering  in  the  wiad : 
Years  bow  his  back,  a  staff  supports  his  tread, 
And  soft  white  hairs  sl^ade  thiu  his  palsyM  bfai 
Puor  wretch  !~I«  this  for  charity  his  haunt  ? 
He  meets  tho  frequent  slight,  anid  ruthless  taont. 
On  slaves  of  guilt  oft  smiles  the  squandering  peer; 
But  passing  knows  not  common  bounty  here 
Vain  thing  !  in  what  dost  thou  superior  «hhie  ? 
His  our  first  sire  :  what  race  more  ancient  thine? 
r^ess  backward  tracM,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
Emm  men,  whose  influenoe  kept  the  worid  in  a«e: 
Whose  wcwlblesssons,  like  thee,  perchance  consumed 
Their  ample  store,  their  line  to  wsjnt  was  doomU 
So  thine  uiay  perish,  by  the  course  qjf  things, 
While  his,  from  beggars,  re*ascend  to  kiq^s. 
Now,  lazar,  as  thy  hardships  I  peruse. 
On  my  own  state  instructed  would  1  muse. 
When  I  view  greatness,  I  my  lot  lament ; 
Compar'd  to  thee,  I  snatch  snpremc  content 
I  might  have  felt,  did  Heaven  not  gracious  deal, 
A  fiite,  which  I  must  mourn  to  sec  th6e  feel. 
But  soft !  the  cripple  our  approach  descries. 
And  to  the  gate,  Uiough  weak,  officious  hies. 
I  spring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way, 
Then,  turning,  with  a  smile  of  pity,  say, 
"  Here,  friend  ! — this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Instance  of  will,  without  the  power  to  give. 
Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  reflect, 
How  must  we  grieve,  wli^n  learning  meets  neglect  ? 
When  Godnlike  soub>  -endure  a  mean  restraint ; 
When  generous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want  ? 
He  truly  fbels  what  to  distress  belongs, 
Who  t^)  his  private,  adds  a  i^eople's  wrongs ; 
Merit  '8  a  mark,  at  which  disgrace  is  thrown. 
And  every  injured  virtue  is  his  own. 
Such  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure, 
Yet  thei'e  weep  wounds,  tboy  are  denied  to  cure : 
Thus  rich  in  poverty,  thus  humbly  great. 
And,  (hough  depressed,  superior  to  their  fete. 
Minions  m  power,  and  misers,  'mid  their  store, 
Are  mean  in  greatness,  and  in  plenty  poor,      faid, 
What»6  power,  or  wealth  ?  Were  they  not  fbrnCA  for 
A  spring  for  virtue,  imd  from  wrongs  a  shade } 
In  power  we  savage  tyn^nny  behold, 
And  wily  avarice  owns  polluted  gold* 
From  golden  sands  her  pride  could  Libya  raise. 
Could  she,  who  spreads  no  pasture,  claim  our  praise  I 
Loath*d  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monsters  breedj 
Where  serpents,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  fM, 
No  sheltery  trees  invite  the  Wanderer^  eye. 
No  firuits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  tncts  supply; 
On  her  vast  wilds  no  lovely  prospects  run ; 
But  alt  lies  barron,  though  beneath  tha  Sua.** 
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My  Tl«rmH  lhiis»    "  I  know  thy  soul  believes, 
nis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves ; 
Yet  oft  affljctbn  purifies  the'  mind, 
Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  meAns  nnkind. 
Were  the  whole  .known,  that  we  unconth  suppose, 
Doubtle^,  would  beauteous  symmetry  disclose. 
The  naked  cliflf,  that  singly  rough  remains, 
In  prospect  dignifies  the  fertile  plains ; 
l^ead-colour'd  clouds,  in  scattenng  fragments  seen. 
Show,  though  in  broken  vi^s,  the  blue  serene. 
Severe  digresses  industry  inspire  ; 
Thus  captives  oft  excelling  arts  acqnire. 
And  boldly  struggle  through  a  state  of  shafoe, 
To  life,  eai«,  plenty,  lilierty,  and  fame. 
Sword-law  ha^s  often  Eurupe^s  balance  gain'd, 
And  one  red  victary  years  of  peace  maintain'd. 
We  pass  through  want  to  wealth,  through  dismal  strife 
To  calm  content,  thi-uiigh  death  to  endless  life. 
IJbya  thou  nam'st — Let  Af He's  wastes  appear 
Curst  by  those  heatii,  tliat  fructify  thfe  year  j 
Yet  the  same  suns  her  orange-grbves  befriend, 
Where  clustering  globes  in  shining  rows  depend. 
Here  when  fierce  beams  o'cfr  withering  plants  are 

rolPd, 
There  the  green  fruit  se^ms  ripen*d  into  gold 
Ev'n  scenes  that  strike  with  terrible  surprise, 
iftill  prove  a  flod,  ^ust,  merciful,  and  wise. 
Sad  wintery  blasts,  that  strip  the  autumn,  bring 
The  milder  beauties  of  a  flowery  spring. 
Ye  sulphurous  fires  in  jaggy  lightnings  break ; 
Ye  thunders  rattle^  and  ye  nations  shake  ! 
Ye  storms  of  ri^mg  flame  the  forest  tear  ! 
Deep  crack  the  ro^ks  !  rent  trees  be  %  hirl'd  in  air ! 
Reft  at  a  stroke,  some  stately  fane  we'll  mourn  ; 
Her  tombs  wide-shatier'd,  and  her  dead  ap-tom ; 
Were  noxious  spirits  not  from  caverns  drawn 
£ack'd  Earth  would  soon  in  gulft  enormous  yawn  : 
Then  all  were  lost ! — Or  would  we  floating  view 
The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  destruction  brew^ 
Plague,  fever,  frenzy,  close-engendering  lie, 
Till  these  red  ruptures  clear  thesnliied  sky.'' 
,  Now  a  field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought. 
In  parceled  tracts  to  various  uses  wrought 
Here  hardening  ripeness  the  first  blooms  behold. 
There  tiie  last  blolsoms  spring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  swelling  peas  on  leafy  stalks  are  seen, 
MixM  flowers  of  red  and  azure  shine  between  f 
Whose  weaving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  Sun, 
In  colour*d  lanes  along  the  funt)ws  ran. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  showor. 
The  bean's  fresh-blossoms  in  A  speckled  flower ; 
Whose  morning  dews,  when  to  the  Sun  resigned. 
With  undulating  sweets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daisj'  plats  of  clover  square  the  plain. 
And  part  die  bearded  from  the  beardless  grain. 
There  fibrous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field. 
Which  on  the  loom  shall  art-spnn  labours  yield. 
The  mulberry,  ha  fair  8ummei--green  arrayed. 
Fall  in  the  midst  starts  up,  a  si&y  shade. 
For  human  taste  the  rich-stam'd  fruitage  bleeds; 
The  leaf  the  silk -emitting  reptile  feeds, 
As  nmum  their  down,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave, 
Here  worms  for  man  their  glossy  entrails  veare, 
Henoe,  to  adorn  the  fiur,  in  teztnre  gay, 
Sprigf,  fiiiits,  and  flowers  on  figur*d  vestments  play : 
Bui  nidnstiy  prepares  them  oft  to  please 
The  guilty  pnde  of  vam,  luxuriant  ease, 

Ndw4)«qtient,  dusty  gales  oflfendve  blow. 
And  0*9  Bty  ^gtit  a  traosieat  |lindnest  thioir* 


Windward  we  shift.      Near  down  th'  etherial  steep 
Hie  lamp  of  day  hangs  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 
Dun  shades,  in  rocky  shapes  up  ether  rolPd, 
Project  long,  shaggy  points,  decp-ting'd  with  gold. 
Others  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry's  die. 
And  paint  amt^ing  landscapes  on  the  eye. 
Their  blae-veil'd  yellow,  through  a  sky  serene 
In  swelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green,   [shines, 
StreakM    through  white  clouds  a  mild  vermilion 
And  the  breeze  freshens,  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yqu  crooked,  sunny  roads  change  rising  views 
From  brown  to  sandy  red,  and  chalky  hues. 
One  mingled  scene  another  quick  succeeds, 
Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok'd  steiers,  and  prancing 

steeds, 
Which  climb,  descend,  and,  as  loud  whips  resound, 
Stretch,  sweat,  and  soDoke  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  reflecting  radiant  beams. 
When   boats,   ships,  barges  mark   the  roughen'd 

streams. 
This  way,  and  that,  they  different  points  pursue ; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  so  shifb  the  view. 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes. 
The  gifts  of  Heaven  in  gay  profusion  rise ; 
Trees  rich  with  gums,  and  fruits ;  with  jewels  rocks  ; 
Plains  with  flowers,  herbs,  and  plantf,  and  beeves, 

and  flocks;  -' 

Mounfains  wilii  mines  ;  with  oak,  and  eedar,  woods  ; 
Quarries  with  marble,  and  with  fish  the  floods. 
In  darkening  spots,  mid  fields  of  various  dies. 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  (allow  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  display, 
The  green  grass  yellowing  into  soentful  ha}% 
And  thick-set  hedges  fence  the  fhll-ear'd  cdrn. 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn. 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  the  cuttur'd'scene. 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green. 
The  native  strawberry  red-ripening  grows. 
By  nettles  guarded,  as  by  thorns  the  rose. 
There  nightingales  fn  unprun'd  copses  build. 
In  shaggy  furzes  lies  tlie  hare  conceai'd. 
nVixt  ferns  and  thistles,  unsown  flowers  amuse. 
And  form  a  lucid  chase  of  various  hues ; 
Many  half-grey  with  dust:  confus'd  they  lie. 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye. 

Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flowery  plain. 
The  Muse  preceding  with  her  heavenly  train. 
When,  lo !  the  mendicant,  so  late  behind, 
Strai^  view !  now  journeying  in  onr  front  we  find  I 
And  yet  a  view,  more  strange,  our  heed  demands  : 
Toueh'd  by  the  Muse's  wand  transformed  he  stands. 
O'er  skin  late  wrinkled,  instant  beauty  spreads  ; 
The  late-dimm'd  eye,  a  vivkl  lustre  sbeds; 
Hairs  once  so  thm,  now  graceful  locks  decline  ; 
And  rags  now  diang'd,  in  regal  vestments  shine. 
The  Hermit  thus.     "  In  him  the  Bard  behold. 
Once  seen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  winter's  cold  ; 
The  Bard,  whose  want  so  multiplied  his  woes. 
He  sunk  a  mortal,  and  a  seraph  rpse.  f 

See  !— where  those  stately  yew-trees  darkling  grow, 
And,  waving  o'er  yon  graves,  brown  horrours  throw, 
Soornfiil  he  points — there,  o'er  his  sacred  dust. 
Arise  the  sculptnr'd  tomb,  and  laboured  bust 
Vain  pomp  !  bestow'd  by  ostentatious  pride. 
Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  deny'd." 

But  thus  the  Bard.     *' Are  these  the  gifts  of  state) 
Gifts  unrec^iv'd  ? — ^These !  Ye  ungenerous  great  1 
How  was  I  treHied  when  in  lifh  forlorn  ? 
A^y  claim  your  pit^ ;  ))ut  ni^  lot^our  scon)« 
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Why  were  my  stndioiis  hounroppoi'd  by  need } 
In  me  did  poverty  from  guUt  proceed  ? 
Did  I  contemporary  authors  wrong, 
And  deem  their  worth,  but  as  they  prlzM  my  song  ? 
JNd  I  sooth  vice,  or  venal  strokes  betray. 
In  the  low-purpo8'd»  loud  polemic  fray  ? 
Did  e*er  my  verse  immodest  warmth  contain. 
Or,  ooce-Iicentious,  heavenly  truths  profiuie  ? 
Never.— -And  yet  when  envy  sunk  my  name. 
Who  call'd  my  shadowM  merit  into  lame } 
When  undeserv'dy^a  prison's  grate  I  saw. 
What  hand  redeem*d  me  from  the  wrested  law  ? 
Who  cloath'd  me  naked,  or  when  hniigry  fed  ? 
Why  crush'd  the  living?  Why  cnctoU'd  the  dead:— 
But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays, 
And  distant  nations  shame  you  into  praise. 
Why  should  unrelish'd  wit  these  honours  caitse  ? 
Ctistom,  not  knowledge,  diictates  your  applause : 
Or  think  you  thus  a  self-renown  to  raise, 
And  mingle  your  vain-glories  with  my  bay»  ? 
Be  your*s  the  monldari^  tomb  ?    Be  mine  the  lay 
Immortel ! — "  Thus  he  scofia  the  pooip.away. 
Though  words  like  these  unlettered  pride  impeach. 
To  the  meek  heart  he  tuma  with  niilder  speech. 
Though  now  a  seraph,  oft  be  deigns  to  wear . 
llie  &ce  of  human  fiieodship,  oft  of  care  ; 
To  walk  disgnis'd  an  object  of  relief, 
A  leam'd,  ^od  man,  long  exercisM  in  grief; 
Forlorn,  a  fiiendless  orphan  oft  to  roam. 
Craving  some  kind,  some  hospitable  home  ; 
Or,  like  Ulysses,  a  kiw  lazar  stand  ^ 
Beseeching  Pity's  eye,  and  Bounty's  hand  ;     . 
>  Or,  like  Ulysses,  royal  akl  request 
Wandering  from  court  to  oourt,  a  king  distrett 
Thus  varying  shapes,  the  seeming  son  of  woe 
Byes  the  cold  heart  and  hearts  that  generous  glow : 
Then  to  the  Muse  relates  each  lordly  name« 
Who  deals  impartial  infamy  and  fi»me. 
Oft,  as  when  man  in  mortal  state  depress'd. 
His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  hit  lif^  conftss'dy 
He  now  forms  visionary  scenes  bebw. 
Inspiring  patienoe  in  the  heart  of  woe ; 
Patience,  (hat  softens  every  ^  ezueme,    [gleam, 
That  casts  through  dungeon-glooms   a   cheerful 
Plsanns  disease  of  pain,  mocks  slander's  sting, 
And  strips  of  terronrs  the  terrific  king, 
'Gainst  Want,  a  sourer  foe.  Us  succour  lends, 
And  smiUng  seer  th'  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  these  tasks  to  him  alone  conaignU 
MillioQS  invisible  befriend  m^ind.       ^. 
When  watery  structures,  seen  cross  Heavei;  t*  aaeeod, 
Ai^  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend, 
-fancy  beholds,  adown  e^ch  glitipring  side. 
Myriads  of  missionary  seraphs  glide  3 
3he  sees  good  angels  genial  showers  bestow 
T«m  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
They  smile  upon  the  swam :  He  views  the  pt ize ; 
Then  grateful  bends,  to  bless  the  bounteous  skies. 
Some  winds  coUect,  and  send  propitious  galea 
Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  spreads  her  sails; 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  fome, 
Vnequal'd  glory  in  her  aovereign's  name.  ' 
Some  teach  young  Bepbyrs  vernal  saeeU  to  hmx^ 
And  float  the  hahny  health  on  ambient  air^ 
Zephyrs,  that  oft»  where  kivers  listening  lle| 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  music  die. 
And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  pottk:  roll 
Seraphic  whis|)er«»  tlMt  tbitnot  tb»  lOttl. 


Some  range  the  coloura,  as  thej  parted  Hy, 
Clear-pointed  to  the  phikisophic  eyn ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  pains  tlie  dwHIing  gaze; 
The  stamless,  lightsome  yellow's  gilding  rays; 
The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows, 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  toftrc  owes ; 
All-cbearing  green,  tliat  gives  the  spring  its  dye ; 
TIte  bright,  traasparent  blue,  that  robes  the  sky  j 
And  indigo,  which  shaded  light  displays ; 
And  violet,  ahich  in'the  view  decays. 
Parental  bue&,  whence  others  all  proceed ; 
An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countless  breed ; 
Unravel'd,  ^'ariugatnt,  lines  of  light. 
When  blended,  dazzling  in  promiscuous  white. 
Oft  through  these  bows  departed  spirits  range. 
New  to  the  skies,  admiring  at  their  change ; 
Each  mind  a  void;  as  when  first  bom  to  earth. 
Behold  a  second  blank  m  second  birth  ; 
Then,  as  yon  seraph  bard  fram  d  hearts  below. 
Each  sees  him  here  transcendent  knowledge  show. 
New  saints  he  tutors  into  truth  refln'd. 
And  tunes  to  rapturous  love  the  u«w-form*d  mind. 
He  swells  the  lyre,  whose  loud,  melodious  lays 
Gall  high  Hosannas  from  the  voice  of  praise ; 
Though  one  bad  age  such  poesy  could  wrong. 
Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  song : 
Now  God's  high  throne  the  full-vok:'d  raptures  gam, 
Celestial  host«  returning  strain  for  strain 

Tims  he,  who  unce  knew  want  without  relief^ 
Sees  joys  resulting  from  well-sofTering  grief. 
Hark  I  while  we  talk,  a  distant  pattering  rahi 
Resounds  .'—See  !  up  the  broad  etherial  plain 
Shoots  the  ori^ht  boW !— Tlie  seraph  flits  away; 
The  Muse,  the  Graces  ftom  our  view  decay* 

Behind  yon  western  hill  the  globe  of  light 
DropsUudden ;  fast-pursned  by  shades  of  night 

Yon  graves  from  wimer-scenes  to  mind  recall 
Rebellion's  coimcil,  and  rebellion's  GalL 
What  fiends  m  sulphurous,  car-like  clouds  up-il^w 
What  midnight  treason  glar'd  beneath  tbcir  view  i 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel -schemes. 
Big,  and  more  hig,  stupendous  mischief  seems ; 
But  Justice,  rotuM,  sui^erfor  strength  employs, 
Their  scheme  wide  shatters,  and  Uieir  ho|>c  destroys. 
Discord  she  wills ;  the  missile  ruin  flies ; 
Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arise. 
Doubt,  mutual  jeabusy,  and  dumb  disgmt, 
Dark-hintf^  mntterings,  and  avow*d  discrust ; 
To  Jiecret  ferment  is  each  heart  resigned ; 
Suspicion  hovers  in  eacl\  clouded  mind ; 
They  jar,  accusM  accuse*  Te\il'd  revile. 
And  warmth  to  warmth  oppose,  and  guile  to  grille ; 
Wranglmg  they  part,  themselves  themselves  betray ) 
Each  dire  device  starts  naked  into  day  { 
lliey  fisel  coofosion  in  the  van  with  fear  ; 
They  feel  the  krog  of  terronrs  in  the  rear. 

Of  these  were  three  by  dUTerent  moti%'es  fir*^ 
Ambiticai  one,  and  one  Beveiige  inspired. 
The  third,  O  Mammont  was  thy  meaner  slave ; 
Thou  idol  seldom  of  the  great  aod  biave ! 

Florio,  whose  life  was  one  oontinaed  feast, 
His  weahb  diminishM,  and  his  debts  increased* 
Vain  pomp,  and  equipage,  his  low  desirei^ 
Who  ne'er  to  intellectual  bliaa  aspires  j 
He*  to  repair  by  vke  what  vice  has  broke» 
Durst  with  boki  treaaona  judgment's  rod  pnmshi* 
His  strength  of  mind,  by  humiy  half  dissolWd, 
111  brooka  tbe  «oci»  idttred^  be  standi  ixKulTtL 
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Re  weeps,  stanips  wild,  and  ti^  and  fro  now  flies ; 
Now  wnngs  Uis  hftncls,  and  sends  unmaoly  cries, 
ArraigoM  hi«  judge,  affirms  unjust  he  bleeds. 
And  mim  recants,  and  now  for  ^lercy  pleads ; 
Now  blames  associates,  raves  with  inward  strife, 
I'pbraids  himself;  then  thinks  alone  on  Fife. 
He  rolls  red  swelling,  tearful  e>'es  around, 
Sore  smites  his  breast  .and  sinks  upon  the  ground* 
He  wails,  lie  quite  despond^  convulsive  lies, 
Shrinks  finoin  the  fancied  axe,  and  thinks  be  dies-: 
Revives,  with  hope  inquires,  stops  short  with  fear, 
Entreats  ev  n  flattery,  nor  the  worst  wilt  hear ; 
The  worst,  alas,  his  doom !— What  friend  replies  ? 
Each  qsesdcs  with  shaking  bead,  aud down-cast  eyes. 
One  sitence  breaks,  then  pauses,  drops  a  tear : 
Nor  hope  afibrds,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
But  wfadit  kind  friendship  part  reserves  unknown 
Comes  thundering  iu  his  keeper's  surly  tone. 
Koough  struck  through  and  through,  in  ghastly  stare. 
He  stands  transfixed,  the  statue  of  despair; 
Nor  aught  of  life,  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows. 
Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woe»>: 
Now  ponn  a  storm  of  grief  in  gushing  streams  x 
That  past— collected  in  hhnself  he  seems. 
And  with  forcM  smile  retires-— His  latent  thoaght 
I>srk,  horrid,  as  the  prison's  dismal  vault. 

If  with  himself  at  varianee  ever-wild. 
With  angry  Heaven  how  stands  he  reconcird  > 
No  peuitimtial  orisons  arise ; 
Nay,  he  obteats  the  justice  of  the  skies. 
Noc  for  his  guilt,  for  sentenced  life  he  moans ; 
Hi^  chains  rough-clanlring  to  discordant  gnians, 
Tu  bars  harah-grattng,  heavy-creaking  doom, 
lloane-echoing  walls,  and  hollow*ringing  floors, 
To  thoughts  more  dissonant,  fer,  far  less  kind. 
One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 
At  leogth,  fiitjgued  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies : 
Bat  soon  as  sleep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eyes, 
Cflad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 
Treason  snooeeds,  aiid  all  transforms  to  joy. 
Proud  palaoertbeir  glittering  stores  display : 
Gain  he  pursues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way.  [prize ; 
What  gold !  What  gems !— he  strains  to  seize  the 
Qnick  firom  bis  touch  disBulv*d,  a  cloud  it  flies. 
CooMcious  he  cries--a]id  must  I  wake  to  weep  } 
Ah,  yet  reUim,  return,  delusive  sleep ! 
^^leep  cornea ;  but  libeity  no  more : — Unkind, 
The  dungeoD-glootns  httog  heavy  on  his  mind. 
Shrill  winds  are  beard,  and  howling  demons  call ; 
Wide-flying  portals  seem  unhing'd  to  fell : 
Then  doae  with  sudden  claps ;  a  dre^fel  din  ! 
He  starts,  wakes,  storms,  and  all  is  hell  withm.. 

His  genius  flies^-nnaflects  be  now  on  prayer^ 
Alas!  bad  spirits  turn  those  thoughts  to  air. 
Wfast  shall  be  nnt  i    What,  stnugfat  relmqnidi 

braath. 
To  bar  a  pubUe,  just,  thongfa  sbamefol  death  } 
Itash,  horrid  thoi^  I  yet  nowaffMdto  live, 
Mnrdenmthestrikes  ■  may  Heaven  the  deed  fotgitg ! 

Why  had  be  th«  false  spirit  to  rebel  ? 
And  why  not  foctHnde  to  snfier  weii } 
Were  his  soooess,  b<m  terrible  the  bkm  ! 
And  it  reooik  oo  him  etenMd  woe, 
Heaven  ibis  aflUetion  theo  formmy  meuit| 
lint  a  good  end  might  dose  a  life  ni^ieat 

WhsioBofcfaid  lipa  the  hallowed  diige  nmmoA, 
fv  fraoi  the  composBof  yoo  sacred  gromid ; 
M  m  the  eentre  of  throe  meetmg  ways, 
MM  tfarwi^i^  U<i.«-Wa|ii*d  lot  qw  wicked  gazo. 


Neacyonder  fane,  where  Misary sleeps  in  peaoe» 
Whose  spire  fest-lessens,  as  these  shades  increase. 
Left  to  the  uorth,  whence  oft  brewM  tempests  roll. 
Tempests,  dire  emblems,  Cosmo,  of  thy  soul ! 
There  mark  that  Cosmo,  much  for  guile  renown'd  ; 
His  grave  by  unbid  plants  of  poison  crown'd. 
When  out  of  power,  through  him  the  public  good. 
So  strong  his  fectjous  tribe,  suspended  stood. 
In  power,  vindictive  actions  were  his  aim. 
And  psiriots  perished  by  th'  ungenerous  flame. 
If  the  best  cause  he  in  the  senate  chose, 
Ev*n  right  in  him  from  some  wrong  motive  rose. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  despise ; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  f-nds,  and  sbunu'd  the  wise* 
When  ill  his  purpose,  eloquent  his  strain  ; 
His  malice  had  a  look  and  voice  humane. 
His  smile,  the  signal  of  some  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniaid,  or  empoison  d  scent ; 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applause  a  slave  ; 
No  fnend  he  honoured,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjust  to  need ; 
The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed : 
But,  if  they  chanc'd  on  learned  worth  to  &U» 
Bounty  in  him  was  ostentation  all. 
No  true  benevolence  his  thought  sublimes, 
His  noblest  actions  are  illustrious  crimes. 
Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  with  fame. 
Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  shame. 
When  parts  in  probity  in  man  combine,    . 
In  wisdom's  eye,  how  charming  must  he  shine ! 
Let  him,  lesr  happy,  truth  at  least  impart. 
And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Oosmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
That  Sturm  of  passion,  which  his  nature  feels : 
He  feels  muoh  fiear,  more  anger,  and  most  pride  ; 
Bat  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  subside. 
Dauntless  he  meets  at  length  tmtimely  fete ; 
A  desperate  qpirit  I  rather  fierce,  than  great*  . 
Darkling  he  ^ides  along  the.  dreary  coast, 
A  sullen,  wanidering,  self-tormenting  gho^ 

Where  veiny  mmble  dignifies  the  ground^ 
With  emblem  fiur  in  sculpture  rising  round. 
Just  where  a  crossing,  lengthening  aisle  we  find. 
Full  east;  whence  God  returns  to  judge  mankindji 
Once-lov'd  Horatio  sleeps,  a  mind  elate ! 
Lamented  shade,  ambition  was  thy  fete, 
£v*n  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  sorvey'd  ; 
Behold  a  man,  like  one  of  us!  they  said. 
Straight  heard  the  Furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd. 
And  to  pr^cqiitate  his  fell  prepared. 
First  Avarice  came. .  In  vain  self-love  she  preas'di. 
The  poor  he  pity'd  still,  and  still  redressM : 
Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend. 
Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 
Next  came  Revenge :  but  her  essay  how  vain! 
Not  hate,  nor  envy^  in  his  heart  remain. 
No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  engage. 
Malice  the  mother  of  vindictive  rage. 
No— ^Irom  his  life  his  foes  migbl  learn  to  live; 
He  held  it  still  a  triui^ph  to  forgive* 
At  length  Ambitkiii  urg'd  his  country's  weal. 
Assuming  the  fkir  look  of  public  Zeal ; 
Still  fin  his  breast  so  generous  glow'd  the  flame^ 
The  rice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  beoune. 
His  pitying  eye  saw  millions  m  disliess. 
He  decBDi'd  it  godlike  to  have  power  to  bless : 
Thus,  when  unguarded,  treason  stain*d  bun  0  er  j 
Aud  rirtn»  iad  coq^ept  were  tbm  m  inoie. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


Z\4 


SAVAGE'S  POEMS. 


But  when  to  death  by  rigorous  justice  doom'dy 
His  genuine  spirit  saint-like  state  resum'd. 
Oft  from  soft  penitence  distitl'd  a  tear  j 
Oft  hope  in  heavenly  mercy  lighten'd  fear ; 
Oft  would  a  drop  from  struggling  nature  fall. 
And  then  a  smile  of  patience  brighten  all. 

He  seeks  in  heaven  a  friend,  nor  seeks  in  Tain. 
His  guardian  angel  swift  descends  again; 
And  resolution  thus  bespeaks  a  mind 
Kot  scorning  life,  yet  all  to  death  resign^ ; 
— "  Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  restrain  the  will 
Of  common,  desperate  veterans  in  ill, 
Though  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare, 
Did  e'er  my  rising  soul  your  pressure  wear? 
No !— ftee  as  liberty,  and  quidk  as  liglit, 
To  worlds  remote  she  takes  imbounded  flight. 
Ye  dungeon  glooms,  that  dim  corporeal  eyes. 
Could  ye  once  blot  her  prospect  of  the  skies  i 
Vo ! — ^from  her  clearer  sight  ye  fled  away, 
like  erronr,  pierced  by  truth's  resistless  ray. 
Ye  walls,  that  witness  my  repentant  moan  1 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  sorrows  groan! 
Do  I,  in'wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain  ? 
Or  once  betray  fear's  most  inglorious  pain  ? 
No  ! — Hail,  twice  hail  then,  ignominious  death  ! 
Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath ! 
Far  greater,  better  far— ay,  far  mdeed? 
Like  me,  have  suiFer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed. 
Apostles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs  all. 
Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmured  at  their  fall. 
Shall  I,  whose  days,  at  best,  no  ill  design'd. 
Whose  virtue  shone  not,  though  1  Iov*d  mankind. 
Shall  I,  now  guilty  wjreteh,  shall  I  repine  ? 
Oh,  no  !  to  justice  let  me  lifie  resign !  ■  • 
Quick,  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe ! 
He  taught  me  patience  who  first  taught  me  woe  j 
But  friends  are  foes,  they  render  woe  severe, 
For  me  they  wail,  firom  me  extort  the  tear. 
Not  those,  yet  absent,  missive  griefs  control ; 
These  periods  weep,  those  rave,  and  these  condole ; 
At  entrance  shrieks  a  friend,  with  pale  surprise ; 
Another  panting,  prostrate,  speechless  lies ; 
One  gripes  my  hand,  one  sobs  upon  my  breast ! 
Ah,  who  can  bear? — it  shocks,  it -murders  rest ! 
And  is  it  yours,  alas !  my  friends  to  feel  ? 
And  is  it  mice  to  comfort^  mine  to  heal  ? 
Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  boF  om  strife  ? 
Ah !  would  rash  love  lure  back  mV  thoughts  to  life ; 
Adieu,  dear,  dangerous  mourners !  swift  depart ! 
Ah,  fly  me !  fly  ! — I  tear  ye  from  my  heart 
'f  Ye  saint^,  whom  fears  of  death  could  ne'er  control, 
In  my  last  hour  compose,  support  my  soul  ] 
See  my  blood  wash  repented  sin  away  ! 
Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  \^ 

With  words  like  these  thedestin'd  hero  dies, 
.  While  angels  waft  his  soul  to  happier  skies. 

Distinction  now  gives  way ;  yet  on  we  talk. 
Full  darkness  deepening  o^er  the  formless  walk. 
Night  ti«ads  not  with  4ight  step  the  dewy  gale. 
Nor  bright-dlstends  her  star-«mbroider'd  veil ; 
Her  leaden  feet,  inclement  damps  distil. 
Clouds  shut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vesture  fill ; 
An  eaith-bom  meteor  lights  Che  sable  skies 
Eastward  it  shoots,  and,  sunk,  forgotten  dies. 
'So  pride,  that  rose  from  dust  to  guilty  power, 
dares  out  in  vain ;  so  dust  shall  pride  devoun 

Ffehers,  whd  yonder  brink  by  torches  cain. 
With  teetMnl  tridents  strike  Ike  poalj  tNHA. 


Like  snakes  in  eaglet  daws,  In  vain  fhcftcn^ 
When  heav'd  alo%  and  quivering  yet  alive. 

While  herf»,  methought,  our  time  in  confent 
passed, 
The  Moon  clouds  muffled,  and  the  night  wore  fast 
At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  nuutiff's  bayi 
And  the  wam*d  master's  aims  forbad  the  prey. 
Thus  treason  Steels,  the  patriot  thus  deseries, 
,  Forth  springs  the  monarch,  and  the  mischief  ^iei. 

Pale  g1ow-w«rms  gtinuBer'd  through  the  depth  of 
night. 
Scattering,  like  hope  through  fear^  a  dovUfcl  li^ 
Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  silent  grave. 
With  pensive  pleasure  listened  wakefel  Lovcu    • 
Half-dreaming  Fancy  form*d  an  angel's  tongue, 
And  Psiu  forgot  to  groan,  so  sweet  she  sung. 
The  aight-erone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd. 
Now  paused,  now  listen'd>  and  awhile  was  eharmMi 
But  like  the  nuin,  whose  firequent  stabbom  will 
Resists  what  kind,  seraphic  sounds  tnstH, 
Her  heaitthe  love-ins]^ring  voice  repeli'd. 
Her  breast  with  agitating  mischief  swelFd ; 
Which  elos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  destroy 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  with  viftuous  joy. 

Now  fast  we  measure  back  the  trackless  way;  ' 
No  friendly  stars  direetive  beams  display. 
But  lo  ! — a  tlioiLsand  lights  shoot  instant  rays ! 
Yon  kindling  rock  reflects  the  startling  blaze. 
i  stand  astonishM-^thus  the  Hermit  cries : 
**  Fear  not,  but  listen  with  enlarged  surprise! 
Still  must  these  hours  our  mlitual  converse  claioE^ 
And  cease  to  echo  still  Olympiads  name ; 
Grots,  rivulets,  groves.  Olympiads  name  forg^ 
Olympia  now  no  sighing  winds  rapeaU 
Can  I  be  mortal,  and  tt>ose  hours  no  more. 
Those  amorous  hours,  that  plainthre- echoes  boie^ 
Am  I  the  same  ?  Ah  no  ! — Behold  a  moid, 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin*d  1 
,   I^te  months,  that  made  the  vernal  season  gay, 
Saw  my  health  languish  off  in  pale  decay.  ' 
No  racking  pain  yet  f^ve  disease  a  date; 
Nosad,  presageful  thought  preluded  fete  .- 
Yet  number'd  were  my  days-»-my  destin'd  end 
Near,  and  more  neaiw^Nay,et«ry  fear  suspend* 
I  pass'd  a  weary,  lingering,  sleepless  night : 
Then  rose,  to  Wjflk  in  morning's  oariiest  light: 
But  few  my  steps-**^  feint,  and  cheeiv'ess  few  1 
Refreshment  fr6m  my  flag^g  spiiltsflew, 
Wlien,  low,  retir'd  beneath  a  oypress^shade, 
My  limbs  upon  a  flowery  bank  I  laid. 
Soon  by  soft-oreeping,  murmuring  winds  compoA'd, 
A  slumber  press'd  my  languid  eyes-fthey  closed  : 
But  elos'd  not  long--rMetho(ight  Oljrmpia  spoke ; 
Thrice  loud  she  callM,  and  thrice  the  idumber  broke. 
I  wak'd.    Forth-glidiog  from  a  neighbouring  wood. 
Foil  in  my  view  the  shadowy  charmer  stood. 
Rapturous  I  started  up  to  elasp  the  shade; 
But  sta^r'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade: 
A  mantling  dullness  o'er  my  bosom  spread. 
As  if  that  mstant  nuifiber'd  with  the  dead. 
Her  voice  now  sent  a  for  imperfect  sound, 
VHiea  in  a  swimmSng  tranee  my  pongs  were  drown*d. 
Still  farther  off  she  call'd-^With  soft  surprise, 
I  tum*d-r«but  void  of  strength,  and  aid  toive  ; 
Short,  ihorter,  shorter  yet,  my  breath  I  drew: 
Then  up  my  struggling  soul  unburthen'd  flew. 
Thus  from  a  state,  where  an  and  grief  abide, 
Heaven  sununoo'd  me  to  niercf-^hiu  Idiid.'* 
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He  Aii.    Tk*  astonbhtnent  with  which  I  rtart, 
like  bolted  ice  runs  shivering  throagh  my  h«ait. 
"  Art  tboa  not  mortal  then?"  I  cried.     Butlol 
His  nioient  JiKhtens,  and  his  fieatares  glow  ! 
la  thady  ringlets  falls  a  length  of*  hair  ; 
Kmbloom'd  bis  aspect  shines,  enlaqc'd  his  air. 
MiM  from  hb  eyes  enlivening  glories  beam  ^ 
Mild  on  his  brow  s  ts  majesty  supreme* 
l^right  phinies  of  every  dye,  that  round  him  flow. 
Vest,  robe,  and  wings,  in  varied  lustre  show, 
fie  loohs,  and  forward  steps  with  mien  divine  3 
A  %n£t  celestial  gives  him  all  to  shine. 
Ae  speaks  -Xaturc  itf  ravished  at  the  sound. 
The  forests  move,  and  streams  stand  listening  round ! 

thus  he.     "  As  incomiption  1  assuin'd, 
Asiustant  in  immaital  youth  i  bloom'd  t 
Renewed,  and  changed,  f  felt  my  vi*a1  springs, 
With  dif^rent  lights  discerned  the  form  of  things; 
To  earth  my  passions  fell  likctnists  awa^', 
And  reason  openM  in  eternal  day. 
Swifter  than  thought  frr>ni  world  to  world  I  flew, 
Ceie«tial  knowledge  shone  hi  every  view. 
My  fiood  was  truth— ^what  transport  could  I  mui  ? 
Ky  prospect,  alt  inflnitmle  of  bliss* 
Olympia  mt't  me  first,  and,  smiling  gay^ 
Onward  to  mercy  fed  the  shining  way, 
As  far  trihKceodant  to  her  wonted  air, 
As  her  dear  wonted  self  to  memy  a  fair  f 
tn  TtNce,  and  foi  m,  beauty  more  beauteous-shows. 
And  harmony  sUn  more  harmonious  gtows.  [charm#, 
^  points  out  souls,  who  taught  me  friendship's 
They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  spring  into  my  arms  ! 
'^'eii  pleasM,  high  ancestors  my  view  command; 
l^trons  and  patriots  alt ;  a  glorious  hand  t 
Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fetd  refined. 
Shone  out  white <rub'd  with  saints,  a  spotlett  mind  f 
What  once,  below,  ambition  made  him  mlsa, 
RumlFity  here  gained,  a  life  of  bliss ! 
though  late,  let  sinners  then  from  sin  depart  I 
Heaven  ntver  yet  despised  the  contrite  heart, 
f^t  shone,  with  sweet,  exalted  liistre  grac'd. 
The  Seraph-Bard,  in  highest  order  placM  f 
^eers,  Uiv^,  leglsUturt,  prelates,  kings, 
AH  raptured*  fistcn,  as  he  raptlir'd  sings. 
Sweetness  and^  strength  his  lode  and  lays  employ, 
Creef  smiles  with  smiles,  and  every  joy  with  joy  : 
fha^nfu^he  TOs«j  his  ever-charmfultongue 
Joy  to  our  second hymencals  sung; 
Still  as  we  pass*(f,  the  bright,  celestial  throof 
UailM  us  in  social  love  and  heavenly  song. 

''  Of  tiiat  no  more !  my  deathless  frieml&hip  see ! 
t  come  an  Angel  to  the  Muse  abd  thee. 
These  tights,  that  vibrate,  and  promiscuous  shliie, 
Ar^emaiMitioiH  all  offorms  divine. 
And  here  the  Muse,  though  melted  from  thy  gas^; 
Stands  among  spirits,  minglibg  rays  with  rays, 
ff  thou  Wuald'st  peace  attain,  my  words  attend. 
The  last,  fond  wordi  of  thy  departed  friend  1 
True  joy's  a  seraph,  that  to  Heaven  aipires, 
Unlhartittnooiphs  mid*  celestial  choirs. 
But  ihOuJO  no  cares  a  morthl  state  molesf, 
Ufewefe  a  state  of  ignorance  at  best. 

**  Kftow  tHen,  if  iDs  oblige  thee  to  retire^ 
Those  ills  Solemnity  of  thought  inspire. 
Did  not  the  soul  abroad  for  objects  roam, 
WheAce  ooaUl  she  learn  to  call  ideas  home  ?' 
Aatly  to  know  thyself,  peruse  mankind ; 
'Vfluam  thy  Qod,  paint  nature  oo-thy  mmd  e 


Without  such  science  of  the  worldly  scene, 

What  is  retirement  ?— Empty  pride  or  spleen  i 

But  with  it  wisdom.    There  shall  cares  refine,  , 

Rendered  by  contemplation  half-^vine. 

Trust  not  the  frantic,  or  mysterious,  guide, 

Nor  steop  a  captive  to  the  schoolman's  pride. 

On  Nature's  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal  ^ 

They  dim  not  reason,  when  they  truth  reveal; 

So  shall  religion  in  thy  heart  endure. 

From  all  traditionary  falsehood  pure ; 

So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye. 

So  shalt  thou  live,  as  thou  may'st  learn  to  die ; 

And,  though  thbu  view'st  thy  worst  oppressor  thrive^ 

Prom  transient  woe,4mmortal  bliss  derive. 

Farewell— Nay,  stop  the  parting  tear  I — I  go  I 

But  leave  the  Muse  thy  comforter  below." 

He  said.     Instant  his  pinions  upward  soar. 

He  lessening  as  they  rise,  till  seen  no  more^ 

While  ContemplatioD  weigh'dthe  mystic  view. 
The  lighta  all  vanished,  and  the  vbion  dew. 
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FREFACS. 


TlTE  reader  will  easily  perceive  these*  verses  were- 
begun,  when  my  heart  was  gayer  than  it  has  been 
of  late;  and  finished  m  hours  of  deepest  melan* 
choly. 

I  hope  the  world  will  do  me  the  justice  to  be^- 
lleve,  that- no  part  of  this  flows  from  any  real  angW 
against  the  lady,  to  whom  it  is  inscribed.  What- 
ever mideserved  severities  I  may  have  received  at 
Her  hands,  would  she  deal  so*  candidly  as  acknow. 
ledge  truth,  she  very  well  knows,  by  an  experience 
of  many  years,  that  I  have  ever  behaved  myself 
towards  her,  like  one  who  thought  it  his  duty  to  sup- 
port with  "patience  alt  afflictions  from  that  quarter. 
Indeed  if  I  had  not  been  capable  of  forgiving  a 
mother,  .1  roust  hftvc  blushed  to  receive  pardon  my- 
self at  the  hands  of  my  sovereign. 

Neither,  to  say  the  truth,  were  the  manner  of  my 
birth  all,  should  I  have  any  reason  for  complahit' 
— When  I  am  a  littler  disposed  to  a  gay  turn  of 
thinkhig,  I  consider,  as'  I  was  a  derelict  from  my 
<<hidle,  I  have  the  honour  of  a  lawfol  claim  to 
the  best  protection  in  Europe.  Pbr  being  a  spot  of 
earth,  to  whkh  nobody  pretends  a  title.  I  devolve 
naturally  upon  the  king,  as  one  of  the  rights  of  his 
royalty.  While  I  presume  to  name  his  majesty, 
I  lock  back,  with  oonftision,  upon  the  mercy  {  have 
lately  experienced ;  because  it  \i  impossible  to  re- 
member it,  but  with  something  I  would  fain  forget, 
for  the  sake  of  my  future  peace,  aiMl  alleviation '<rf 
my  past  misfortttne. 
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I  owe  my  life  is  the  royal  pity,  if  a  wretch  can  > 
with  propriety,  be  said  to  live,  whose  days  are 
fewer  than  his  sorrows ;  and  to  whom  deatii  had 
beeabat  a  redemption  from  misery. 

But  1  will  suffer  my  pardon  as  my  pnnishment, 
till  that  life,  which  has  so  graciously  been  given 
me,  shall  become  considerable  enough  not  to  be 
useless  ha  his  service  to  whom  it  was  forfeited. 
Under  influence  of  these  sentiments,  with  which 
his  migesty*8  great  goodness  has  inspired  me,  I 
consider  my  loss  of  fortune  and  dignity  as  my  hap- 
piness ;  to  which,  as  1  am  bom  without  ambition, 
I  am  thrown  from  them  witliout  repining — ^Possess- 
tog  those  advantages,  my  care  had  been,  perhaps, 
how  to  enjoy  life;  by  the  want  of  them  I  am 
laiaght  tbis  nobler  Imon,  U>  study  how  to  deserve  it^ 

RICSARD  SAVAQEi 


BASTARD. 

IN  gayer  hoAts,  when  high  my  fhncy  ran, 
The  Muse,  exulling,  thus  her  lay  began.       [way^ 
«  Blest  be  the  Bastafd's  birth!  thnmgh  wondroos 
He  shines  eccentric  like  a  comet*s  blaze ! 
No  sickly  Ihiit  of  feint  oompUance  he  ! 
He!  MamptinBatora'smintofectacy! 
He  lives  to  i>ofld,  not  boast,  a  generous  caiGe  : 
No  tenth  transmitter  of  a  feoUsh  fece : 
Hts  daring  hopei  no  sirens  example  bounds; 
His  first-born  lights,  no  pngudice  confounds. 
He,  kindling  froin  Urilhin,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in. a  BastMdfsgkywing  name. 

**  Bom  to  himseli^  "by  no  possesrioo  led, 
In  freedom  fbster'd,  and  by  fortune  fled ; 
Noc  guides,  nor  mles^  his  sovereign  choice  CQotroly 
His  body  independent  as  his  soul ; 
Loosed  to  the  world's  wide  range— enjoy'd  no  aim, 
Prescribed  no  duty,  and  assigned  no  name : 
Nature's  unbonnded  son,  he  stands  alone. 
His  heart  unbiaas^d,  and  his  ound  his  own. 

'*  O  mother,  yet  no  mother  1  *tis  to. you, 
My  thanks  for  such  distinguished  claims  are  due. 
You,  unenslay'd  to  Nature's  narrow  laws. 
Warm  championess  fer  freedom's  sacred  cause. 
From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  line, 
From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 
Discharg'd  my  grasping  soul ;  push'd  Ibeirom  shore. 
And  lanch'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

«  What  had  I  lost,  if,  ooiyugally  kind. 
By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  coi^'d. 
Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  slight^ 
And  coldly  conscious  of  a  husband's  rig^ 
You  had  feint-drawn  me  with  a  form  akme, 
A  lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own ! 
Hien,  while  your  backward  will  rotrenchp'd  toire. 
And  unconcnrriitg  spirits  lent  no  fire, 
I  bad  been  bom  your  dull,  domestic  heir, 
load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care ; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great. 
The  Slave  of  pomp,  a  cyiiwr  in  the  states 
Lordly  neglectful  oif  a  worch  unknown. 
And  dumberiag  in  a  seat,  by  chance  my  own. 

"  Far  nobler  blessingsWt  the  Bastard's  kit;  . 
CoDceiv'd  In  raFture,  and  with  fire  bq;oi  \ 


Strong  as  necessity,  he  starts  aw^y. 

Climbs  against  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day.* 

Hius  unprophetic,  lately  misinspir'd, 
I  sung :  gay  fluttering  hope,  my  feocy  fir'd; 
Inly  secure,  through  cooscious  scorn'  of  ill, 
Nor  taught  by  wiedom,  how  to  balance  wiU, 
Rashly  decdv'd,  I  saw  no  pits  to  shno, 
But  thought  (o  purpose  and  to  act  were  one ; 
Heedless  what  pdnted  cares  jservert  h«  way, 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  betray; 
But  now,  expos'd,  and  shrinking  from  distress, 
I  fly  to  shelter,  while  the  tempests  press ; 
My  Muse  to  grief  resigns  the  varying  tone, 
The  raptures  languish,  and  the  numbers  groant 

O  Memory  !  thou  sonl  of  joy  and  pain  ! 
Thou  actor  of  our  passions  o'er  agam  1 
Why  dost  thon  aggravate  the  wretch's  woe  ? 
Why  add  oontHiuoos  smart  to  every  bl6w  ? 
Few  are  my  joys ;  alas !  how  soon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'st  me  not : 
While  sharp  and  nufhberless  my  sorrows  fell ; 
Yet  thou  repeat'st,  and  multiply*8t  them  all  ? 

Is  chance  a  guilt  ?  that  my  disastenma  heart, 
For  mischief  never  mc^nt,  must  ever  smart  ? 
Can  self-defence  be  sin  !-^Ah,  plead  no  more ! 
What  though  no  purposed  malice  stain'd  thee  o'er  1 
Had  Heaven  befriended  thy  unhappy  side. 
Thou  hadst  not  been  prorcic'd— Or  tboa  hadst  died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homeshed  blood  from  all 
On  whom,  unsought,  embroiling  dangers  fell ! 
StOf  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me. 
To  me  (  through  Pity's  eye  coodemn'd  to  see. 
Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  swells  his  fete; 
Griev'd  1  forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Yoiing,  and  unthou^tful  then ;  who  knows,  one  da^, 
What  ripenmg  virtues  might  have  made  their  way? 
He  might  have  liv*d  till  folly  died  \n  shame, 
Tdl  kindlii&g  wisdom  felt  a  thirst  fv  fiune. 
He  might  perhaps  his  country^  friend  have  pmr'd ; 
Both  happy,  generous,  candid,  and  beloved. 
He  might  have  sav'd  some  worth,  now  doom'd  to  fell; 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  murder'd  all. 

O  fkte  of  late  repentance !  always  vain : 
Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain. 
Where  shall  my  hope  find  rest  ?— No  nMthei's  cars 
Shielded  my  infent  innocence  with  prayer : 
No  fether's  guardian  hand  my  youUi  maintain'd, 
Call'd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  rostrain'd. 
Is  it  not  thine  to  snatch  some  powerful  arm, 
Phst  to  advance,  then  skreen  firom  future  harm  ? 
Am  I  retura'd  fit>m  death  to  live  in  pain  ? 
Or  would  imperial  Pity  save  in  vain  ? 
Distrusts  it  not— What  blame  can  mercy  find. 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind? ' 

Mother,  misoall'd,  ferewell — of  soul  severe. 
This  sad  mflection  yet  may  force  one  tear : 
All  I  was  wretched  by  to  you  I  ow'd, 
Alonefrom  strangers  every  &>mfbrt  flow'd  ! 

Lost  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  son  no  morr. 
And  now  adopted,  who  was  deom'd  before. 
New-born,  I  may  a  nobler  mother  claim. 
But  dare  not  whisper  her  immiytal  name; 
Supreihely  lovely,  and  serendy  great ! 
Majestic  mother  of  a  kneeling  state ! 
Queen  of  a  people's  heart,  who  ne'er  befom 
Agreed— yet  now  with  one  consent  adore  1 
One  ooBtest  yet  remains  in  thi^  desire. 
Who  IBOA  shall  give  applans^  wher^all  admiiflb 
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VERSES 

OCCABIOHBD  BY 
THK  RRSHT  BONOVBABt£  THE  LAPT 

VISCOUNTESS  T^-RCOSSEVS 

KECOTEKT   AT   BATH« 

WntaK  Tlwraaefi  with  prMelxihoids  AngwU^s  ch«ni%, 
And  Cither  india  iHinrs  into  her  arms ;  • 
Mlio^  Liberty  btrts  hooeft  arts  abound, 
And  pleaaunv  dam^  in  one  eternal  Yoiind ; 
Uigh^ron'd  appears  the  lauphter-lovingr  dame, 
Gc^dess  of  miith  !  Eaphrocyne  her  name. 
Her  smile  more  eheerfbl  than  a  Temal  mom  ; 
AH  life  f  allbloom!  of  Youth  and  Fancy  bom. 
Totteh*d  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  her  submit  J 
She  looks  her  sire,  and  speaksher  mother's  wiL 

O'er  the  gay  world  the  sweet  Inspirer  reigns;   , 
Spleen  flies,  and  Blegance  her  pomp  sostaias. 
Thee,  goddem !  «iee !  the  feir  and  yoong  obey;    ' 
Wealth*  Wit,  Lore,  Muftc,  all  confess  thy  sway. 
In  the  bteak  wild  e^  Want  by  thee  is  bless'd , 
And  pampei^d  Pride  withont  thee  pines  fer  rest 
The  rich  grow  richer,  while  in  thee  they  find  •     ' 
The  matchlesi  treasure  of  a  smiling  mind. 
Science  by  thee  flows  soft  in  social  ease, 
And  Virtne,  losing  ligoar,  leams  to  please. 

The  goddiess  summons  each  illustrioos  name. 
Bids  the  gay  talk,  and  forms  th*  amusir^  game. 
She,  whose  fair  throne  is  fixM  in  human  souls. 
From  joy  to  joy  her  eye  delighted  rolls. 
"  But  where"  (she  cried)  "  is  she,  ;ny  feirorlte  (  she 
Of  all  my  nee,  the  deaiest  far  to  me  I 
Whose  td^n  the  life  of  each  lefin'd  delight  V* 
She  said — ^Bot  noTyrconnel  glads  her  sight 
Swift  sank  her  laughing  eyes  in  languid  fear ; 
SwHt  roae  tlie  swelling  sigh,  and  tremblmg  lear. 
In  kind  kiw  murmurs  all  the  loss  depkne ! 
Tyrooooel  droops,  and  pleasure  is  no  move. 

The  godflen,  silent,  paui^d  in  museful  air ; 
But  Bliith,  like  Virtue,  cannot  long  despair. 
Cdestial-hintad  thoughts  gay  hope  inspire, 
Smiling  site  rose,  and  ail  with  hope  were  iir'd. 
Where  Bath's  ascendni|^  turrets  aneet  her  eyes; 
Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  she  ilies» 
She  flieB»  her  eMest  sister  Health  to  find  ; 
She  finds  ber  en  the  nountam-hrew  reclined. 
Aiouad  her  birds  In  earliest  ooncort  sing ; 
Her  cheek  the  semblanee  of  the  kindlfa^  springs 
pradi^linctar^  Uke  a  sumraer^wnng  dty, 
And  a  nilti  •■D  lits  sbdK«g  iA  hereye. 
Looae  to  llie  «M  her  vcHNrnffcStmetits  1km; 
Her  fiisba  yei-vecentfiren  the  springs  Mow ; 
Theie  oft  diehatlies,  then  paacefbl  sits  seMwe, 
Where eveiy  gale  is IhigiMit,  ftesb,  and  pure; 
Wheie  fi«ieeia  aikl  heihs  tiM*  eordialoAMiit  bland, 
Aad  all  tMr  ialDiy  fiitoifi  iiMft  wiMttd. 


*<  Hail,  sister,  hail !»  (the  kmdred  goddess  dries) 
**  Ko  common  suppliant  stands  before  your  eyes^ 
Yon,  with  whose  liring  breath  the  mom  is  fraught, 
Flitth  thefeir  cheek,  and  point  the  cheerful  thought  t 
Strength,  vigour,  wit,  deprivM  of  thee,  declined 
Each  finer  sense,  that  fonns  delight,  is  thine ! 
Bright  suns  by  thee  diffuse  a  brighter  blaee, 
And  the  fresh  green  a  fVetber  green  displays  ! 
Without  thee  pleasures  die,  or  dully  cloy. 
And  lifiB  with  thee,  h<hre'er  deprpss'd,  is  joy. 
Such  thy  Test  power  ?»»— The  deity  lepiies 
*'  Mirth  nearer  asks  a  boon,  which  Health  denies, 
Our  mingksd  gifts  transcend  fanperial  wealth ; 
He^h  strengtiiens  Mhtfa,  and  Mfath  inspfaits  Health* 
These  giiles,  yon  springs,  hert)s,  flowers,  afidsun,  are 


Thine  is  their  smile  f  be  all  theit  influence  thine.** 

JEluphrosyne  rejoins*-**  Thy  friendship  prove  f 
See  the  dear,  sickenhig  obfect  of  my  lore  f 
Shall  that  warn  heart,  so  cheeiftl  ev'n  in  pab, 
80  fbrm'd  to  please,  mip^eas'd  ftself  remain  > 
Ssterf  in  her  my  smile  ariew  display. 
And  ail  the  sodal  worid  shall  bless  thy  sway." 
Swift,  as  she  ^>eaks.  Health  spreads  the  purple 

Soars  hi  the  cokmr'd  clouds,  and  sheds  tiie  spring : 
Now  bland  and  sweet  she  floats  along  ui  air ; 
Air  Ihels,  and  softening  owns  the  ethereal  fhir  ! 
In  etill  descent  she  melts  on  opening  Aowere, 
And  deep  impreguates  plants  with  genial  sbowera, 
The  genial  showers,  new-rising  to  the  ray, 
Eacale  In  roseate  ckmds,  and  glad  the  day. 
Wow  in  a  Zophyi*s  borrow'd'volce  she  sings,  [wings. 
Sweeps  the  fVesh  dews,  and  shakes  them  from  her 
Shakes  them  emb«dm*d ;  or,  in  a  geptle  kiss. 
Breathes  the  sure  earnest  of  awakening  bliss. 
Sapphira  feels  it,  with  a  soft  sniprise. 
Glide  through  her  Tdns,  and  quicken  in  her  eyes ! 

'  instant  m  her  own  form  the  goddess  glows. 
Where,  buhblhig  warai,  the  mineral  water  flows  ; 
Then,  pkmging,  to  the  flood  new  vhtue  gives ; 
Steeps  etery  charm ;  and  as  she  bathes,  it  lives ! 
As  from  her  locks  she  sheds  the  vital  shower, 
««  Tis  done !»  (she  cries)  "  these  springs  possess  my 
Let  these  immediate  to  thy  dariing  roll       [power* 
Health,  vigour,  life,  and  gay-returaing  soul.  "^ 

Thousmil*st,Euphrosyne;  and  conscious  see, 
Prompt  to  thy  smile,  how  Nature  ioys  with  thee. 
All  is  green  life !  all  beJkuty  rosy-bright ; 
Full  Hannotty,  young  Love,  and  dear  Delight ! 
See  vernal  Hours  lestd  cirofing  Joys  along ! 
All  sun,  all  bk>om,  all  fhigrance,  and  all  song ! 

<•  Receive  thy  care !  Now  Mirth  and  Health  combine. 
Eacti  heart  shall  gladden,  and  each  virtue  dime,   ' 
Qnfek  to  Augusta  bear  thy  prize  away ; 
There  ietlier  unS^  and  bid  a  work!  be  gsy. 
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EPISTLE 

TO  THB  RIGHT  HOKOVRAB&B 

SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE. 

Stili/  let  low  wits,  who  sense  nor  honour  pri2«, . 
Sneer  at  ail  gratitude,  all  truth  disgtiise  $ 
At  living  worth,  because  alive,  exclaim, 
'  Insult  the  exri'd,  and  the  dead  deiisBie! 
Such  paint,  what  pity  veils  in  private  wees. 
And  what  we  see  with  grief,  with  mirth  expo6«: 
Studious  to  uifge— (whom  will  mean  authors  spare  ? ) 
The  child's,  the  parent's,  and  the  consort^  tear: 
Unconscious  of  what  pangs  the  heart  may  rend,     , 
To  lose  what  they  have  ne*er  deserved — a  frieod. 
Such,  ignorant  of  facts,  invent,  relate. 
Exposed  persist,  and  answerM  still  debate : 

Such,  but  by  foils,  the  clearest  lustre  see» 
And  deem  aspersing  others,  praising  thee. 
Far  from  these  tracks  my  honest  lays  aspire. 
And  greet  a  gencmus  heart  with  generous  fire* 
Truth  be  my  guide !  Truth,  which  thy  virtue  claims  f 
This,  nor  the  poet,  nor  the  patron  shames ! 
When  party-minds  shall  lose  contracted  views^ 
And  History  question  the  recording  Musej 
'TIS  this  alone  to  after* times  must  shine, 
And  stamp  the  poet  and  his  theme  divine. 

Ixmg  has  my  Muse,  from  many  a  jnoumful  cause. 
Sung  with  small  power,  nor  sought  sublime  applause ; 
From  that  great  point  she  now  shall  urge  her  scope ; 
On  that  fiur  promise  rest  her  future  hope; 
Where  policy,  from  state-illusion  clear, 
Can  through  an  open  aspect  shine  sincere  ; 
Whero  science,  law,  and  liberty  depend. 
And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  friend ; 
(That  breast  to  feel,  that  e^e  on  worth  to  gaze, 
That  smile  to  cherish,  and  that  hand  to  raise ! ) 
Whose  best  of  hearta  her  best  of  thoughts  inflame. 
Whose  3py  is  bounty,  and  whose  gift  is  fame. 

Where,  for  relief,, flies  Innocence  distressed  ? 
To  you.  who  chaie  oppression  from  th'  oppfess'd : 
tV^ho,  when  complaint  to  you  alone  belongs. 
Forgive  your  own,  though  not  a  people's  wrongs : 
Who  still  make  public  property  your  care, 
And  thence  bid  private  grief  no  more  desiiair. 

Ask  they  what  state  your  sheltering  care  shairown  ? 
^is  youth,  'tis  age,  the  cottage,  and  the  throne : 
Kor  can  the  prison  'scape  your  searching  eye, 
Yout-  ear  still  opening  to  the  captive's  cry. 
Kor  less  was  promised  from  thy  early  skill, 
1^  power  enfbrc'd  benevoleace  of  will ! 
To  friends  lefin'd,  thy  private  life  adhered, 
By  thee  improving,  ere  by  thee  pi«fer*d.         [fold. 
Well  hadst  thou  weigh'd  what  truth  suoh  friends  af- 
Withthee  resigning,  and  with  thee  restored* 
lliou  taughf  St  them  all  eactensive  love  to  bear. 
And  now  mankind  with  thee  their  friendships  share. 

As  the  rich  doiid  by  due  degrees  expands. 
And  showen  down  plenty  thick  on  sundry  lands^ 
Thy  spreading  worth  in  various  bounty  fell. 
Made  genius  flourish,  and  made  art  excel. 

How  many,  yet  deceived,  all  power  oppose  } 
TLeir  fears  increasing,  as  decrease  their  woes  5 
Jealous  of  bondage,  while  they  freedom  gam,< 
And  most  oblig'd,  most  eager  to  complain. 

Bnt  well  we  count  our  bliss,  if  well  we  view, 
WhcnpowefopptCMlon^  not  protection,  grew;. 


View  present  ills  that  punish  distant  cfimesf 
Or  bleed  in  memory  here  from  ancient  times. 

Mark  first  the  robe  abus'd  Religion  wore, 
Story'd  with  griefs,  and  stain'd  with  human  gore  t 
What  various  tortures,  engines,  fires,  reveal, 
Stndy'd,  erapower'd,  and  saiiotify'd  by  zeal  ? 

Stop  here,  my  Muse  I — Peculiar  woes  desoy  f 
Bid  them  in  sad  succession  strike  thy  eye ! 
IjO,  to  her  eye  the  sad  succession  springs! 
She  looks,  she  weeps,  and,  as  sbe  weeps,  she  angs. 
See  the  doom'd  Hebrew  of  his  stores  bereft! 
See  holy  murder  justify  the  theft  \ 
His  ravag'd  gold  some  useless  shrine  shall  raiie, 
His  gems  on  superstitious  idols  blaze  t 
His  wife,  his  babe,  deny'd  their  little  home, 
Stripp'd.  starvM,  unfriended,  an<l  unpityM  rotm. 

Lo,.the  priest's  hand  the  wafer-god  supplies!— 
A  king  by  consecrated  poison  din  s  \ 

See  Learning  range  yon  broad  a?thereal  plain, 
From  world  to  world,  and  god-like  Science  gaiu  f 
Ah  !  what  r  vails  the  curioiM  search  sustain'd. 
The  finish'd  toil,  the  god-like  Science  gain'd  ? 
Senteno'd  to  flames  th'  expansive  wisdom  fell, 
And  truth  from  Heaven  was  sorcery  from  HelL 

See  Keason  bid  each  mystio  wile  retire. 
Strike  out  new  light  I .  and  mark  I— -the  wise  admiie ! 
Zeal  shall  such  heresy,  like  learning,  hate ; 
llie  same  their  glory,  and  the  same  their  &te. 

liO,  from  sought  mercy,  one  his  life  receives  ^ 
Life,  worse  Uipu  death,  that  cruel  mercy  gives: 
The  man,  perohance,  who  wealth  and  honount  bore, 
Slaves  in  the  mine,  or  ceaseless  strains  the  oar. 
So  doom'd  are  these^  and  such,  perhaps,  our  doom, 
Own'd  we  a  prince,  avert  It  Heaven  I  from  Rome. 

Nor  private  worth  alone  felse  Zeal  assails; 
^liole  nations  bleed  when  bigotry  prevails. 
**  What  are  sworn  friendships^  What  are  kindred  ties  ? 
What's  faith  with  heresy  ?"  (the  zealot  cries.) 
See,  when  war  sinks,  the  thundering  cannon's  rosrf 
When  wounds,  and  death,  and  discord  aranomore^ 
When  music  bids  nndreading  joys  advance. 
Swell  the  soft  hour,  and  tnm  the  swimming  dance: 
When,  to  crown  these,  the  social  sparkling  bowl 
Lifts  the  cheer'd  sense,  and  pours  out  all  the  soul ; 
Sudden  he  sends  red  massacre  abroad  ; 
Faithless  toman, to  provn  his  faith  to  God. 
What  pure  persuasive  eloquence  denies. 
All-drunk  witli  blood,  the  arguing  sword  supplies; 
The  swoFd,  which  to  th'  assassin's  band  i»  given  1 
Th'  assassin's  hand  l<-prenounc'd  the  hand  of  Heaven! 
Sex  bleeds  with  sex,  and  infency  with  age  $ 
No  rank,  no  place,  no  virtue,  stops  his  rage ; 
Shall  sword,  and  lUme,  and  devastation  cease. 
To  please  with  zeal,  wild  z«U !  the  God  of  Peace  ? 

Nor  less  abuse  has  seourg*d  the  civil  state. 
When  a  king's  will  became  a  nation's  fete. 
Enormous  power  \  Nor  noble,  nor  serene; 
Now  fierce  and  cruel ;  now  but  wikl  and  mean* 
See  titles  sold,  to  raise  th'  nnjost  snpply  I 
Compell'd  the  purchase  \  or  be  fin'd,  or  boy  I 
No  public  spirit  guarded  well  by  lava, 
Uncensur'd  censures  hi  his  coontry'ft  cause. 
See  from  the  merchant  fbrc^  th*  unwilUng  kan  I 
Who  dares  deny,  or  deem  his  wealth  his  own  \ 
Denying, flee!  where dimgeoo-damps arise, 
Diseaa'd  he  pines,  and  unani^ted  dicib 
Far  more  than  massaere  thaJt  fhte  aecmvtl 
As  of  s4l  deaths  the  lingering  is  the  worst.. 
,  New  coqrts  of  cenaura  griev'd  with  nc#  aftpct» 
Taitfd  witfaotit  p«rer,  and  fin*d  witboolfr^tMKc^ 
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F^plwnM,  at  wilt,  eacli  statute*!  wrested  aim. 
Till  narks  of  merit  were  the  marks  of  shame ; 
So  monstrous  I — Ufe  was  the  severest  ^ef, 
M)d  the  worst  death  seem*d  welcome  for  relief. . 

In  vain  the  subject  sought  redress  from  law. 
Kg  senate  liv'd  the  partial  judge  to  awe : 
SsQstes  were  void,  and  seiiators  confin'd 
For  the  great  cause  of  Nature  and  mankind  j      i 
Who  kings  superior  to  the  people  own  ; 
Yet  prove  the  law  snpmor  to  the  throne. 

Who  can  review  without  a  generous  tear, 
A  church,  a  state,  so  impious,  sb  seveire; 
A  land  unculturM  through  polemia  jars, 
Kich  !^-bQt  with  «ama,ee  from  intestine  vraM ; 
The  baad  of  Industry  employed  no  more, 
And  Commerce  flying  to  some  safer  shore  ; 
All  property  reduc'd,  to  Power  a  prey. 
And  Sense  and  Learning  chas'd  hy  Zeal  away  ? 
Who  honours  not  each  deaf  departed  ghost. 
That  strove  for  liberty  so  won,  so  lost  : 
So  well  rqpain'd  whfm  god-like  William  rose. 
And  first  entailed  the  blessing  George  bestows  ? 
May  Walpole  still  the  growing  triumph  raise. 
And  bid  these  emulate  Eli7.a's  days ; 
Sbll  serve  a  prince,  who,  o'er  his  people  great. 
As  far  tntnaceods  in'virtue,  as  in  state  \ 

The  Muse  pursoes  thee  to  thy  rural  seat; 
Ev*n  there  shall  libert/ inspire  retreat. 
When  solemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  ar^  drownM,' 
And  spoftire  chat  and  social  laughs  go  round  : 
£v*n  thea,  when  pausing  mirth  begins  to  £iil. 
The  couveise  varies  to  the  serious  tale, 
The  tale  pathetic  speaks  some  wretch  that  owes 
To  lome  deficient  law  reliefless  woes. 
What  matant  pity  warms  thy  generous  breast  I 
How  all  the  legislator  stands  confessMl 
Now  springs  the  hint!  'tis  now  improvM  to  thought ! 
N'>w  ripe  I  and  now  to  public  welfare  brought! 
New  tills,  which  regulathig  means  bestow, 
Justice  preserve,  yet  softening  mercy  know : 
Justice  shall  low  vexatious  wiles  decline, 
AndstHI  thrive  most,  when  lawyers  moKt  repine. 
Justice  from  jargon  shall  refln'd  appear, 
To  knowledge  through  our  riative  language  clear* 
Hence  we  may  learn,  no  m6re  deceived  by  law, 
Whence  wealth  and  life  their  best  assurance  draw. 

The^freed  insolvent,  with  industrious  hand, 
Strives  yet  to  satisfy  the  just  demand  : 
Thus  ruthlesa  men,  who  would  his  powers  resbrahs. 
Oft  what  severity  would  lose  obttin. 
These,  and  a  t]>ou?iand  gifts,  (by  thought  acquires. 
Which  liberty  benevolent  inspires. 
From  liberty  the  firuits  of  law  increase, 
Plenty,  and  joy,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace. 
Abniad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempests  rave, 
Adventorons  sails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave  ; 
At  home  antir'd  we  And  the  aospicious  hand 
With  flodcB,  and  herds,  and  harvests,  bless  the  land  : 
Wliile  there,  the  peasant  glads  the  grateful  soil. 
Here  mark  the  shipwright,  there  the  mason  toil. 
Hew,  sqaare,  and  rear,  magnificent,  the  stone. 
And  give  omr  oaks  a  glory  not  their  own ! 
What  life  donandt  by  thb  obeys  her  call. 
And  added  elegance  consunimates  all. 
Thus  Matdy  cities,  statelier  navies  rise, 
Aad  spivad  our  grandeur  nnder  distant  skies. 
fnm  liberty  aaeh  notiler  science  sprung, 
A  BaooB  brishtauM^  knd  a  Spencer  sung : 
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A  Clark  and  Locke  new  tmcks  of  ttuth  totplore, 
Ai\d  Newton  reaches  heights  unreached  before. 

VVhat  trade  sees  property  l*iat  wealth  maintain. 
Which  industry  no  lon^^er  dreads  to  gain; 
Wliat  tender  conscience  kneels  with  fears  resign^dn 
Enjoys  her  worship,  and  avows  her  mind; 
What  genius  now  from  want  to  fortune  climbs. 
And  to  safe  science  every  thought  sublimes  ; 
What  royal  power,  from  his  superior  state. 
Sees  public  happiness  his  own  create ; 
But  kens  those  patriot-souls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  source,  whence  now  each  blessing  flows  f 

And  if  such  spirits  from  their  heaven  desdfend. 
And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glorious  end; 
Flame  from  one  breast,  and  thence  to  Britain  shine, 
W^hat  love,  what  pmise,  O  Walpole,  then  is  thinei 
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^    No.  I.  .    .  ^ 

Twice  twenty  tedious  moons  have  roll'd  away, 
Since'Hope,  kind  flatterer  !  tunM  my  pensive  lay. 
Whispering,  that  you,  who  raised  me  from  despair. 
Meant,  by  your  smiles,  to  make  life  worth  my  care. 
With  pitying  hand  an  orphan's  tears  to  screen. 
And  o'er  tli^  motherless  extend  the  queen. 
Twill  be — ^the  prophet  guides  the  poet's  strain  ? 
Grief  never  touch'd  a  heart  like  jrCur's  in  vain  r 
Heaven  gf^'e  you  power,  because  you  love  to  bless  j 
And  pity,  when  you  feel  it,  is  redress. 

Two  fiithers  joined  to  rob  my  claim  of  one  y 
My  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  son ! 
The  senate  next,  whose  aid  the  helpless  own^ 
Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  mine  alone  I 
Yet  parents  pityless,  nor  peers  unkind. 
Nor  titles  lost,  nor  woes  mysterious  joined. 
Strip  me  of  hope— by  Heav'n  thus  lowly  laid,  • 
To  find  a  Pl)araoh's  daughter  in  the  shade. 

You  cannot  hear  unmov'd,  when  wrongs  implore^ 
Vour  heart  is  woman,  tho*  your  n;iind  be  more ; 
Kind,  like  the  power  who  gave  you  to  our  prayers^ 
You  wpuld  not  lengthen  life  to  sharpen  cares  ^ 
They,  who  a  barren  leave  to  live  bestow, 
Snatch  but  from  death  to  sacrifice  to  woe. 
Hated  by  her  from  whom  my  Ufe  I  drew. 
Whence  should  I  hope,if  not  from  Heaven  and  yon  9 
Nor  dare  I  groan  lieneath  affliction's  rod. 
My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father — God. . 

The  pitying  Muses  saw  me  wit  pursue; 
A  bastard-son,  alas  !  on  that  side  too. 
Did  not  your  eyes  exalt  the  poet's  fire. 
And  what  the  Mu^e  denies,  the  queen  inspnv  f 
While  rising  thus  your  heavenly  soul  to  view, . 
I  learn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  you. 

Oreat  princes  !  'tis  decreed—- once  every  year 
I  march  uncall'd  your  Laureat  Volunteer ; 
Thus  shall  your  poet  his  low  genius  raise. 
And  charm  the  world  with  truths  too  vast  for  praisei. 
Nor  need  I  dwell  on  glories  all  your  own, 
Since  surer  means  to  tempt  ywr  smiles  are  kofywnp 
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YodC  poet  fihall  illot  your  lord  his  part. 

And  paint  him  in  his  noblest  throne — your  heart. 

.  Is  there  a  greatnesffthat  adorns  him  best, 
A  rising  wish,  that  ripens  inliis  breast  ? 
Has  he  fbremeant  some  distant  age  to  bless. 
Disarm  oppression,  or  expel  distress  ? 
Plans  he  some  scheme  to  reconcile  mankind, 
People  the  seas,  and  busy  erery  wind  ? 
Would  he  by  pity  the  deceived  reclaim, 
And  smile  contending  factions  into  shame  ? 
Would  his  example  lend  bis  laws  a  weight, 
And  breathe  his  own  soft  morals  o'er  his  state  ? 
The  Muse  shall  find  it  all,  shall  make  it  seen, 
And  taach  the  world  his  praise,  to  charm  his  queeD. 
.  Such  be  the  anmml  truths  my  verse  imparts 
TSpt  frown,  fuir  favourite  of  a  people's  hearts  I 
Happy  if,  plac'd,  i^rchanoe,  beneath  your  eye, 
My  Muse,  unpension'd,  might  her  ptnitms  try ; 
Fearless  to  fail,  whilst  you  indulge  her  flame, 

•  And  bid  me  proudly  boast  your  Laurent's  name; 
Renobled  thu»  by  wreaths  my  queen  bwtdws, 
I  luseall  memory  of  wrongs  and  woet. 
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Ab.  //. 

•*  Great  princess,  'tis  decreed  1  once  every  year, 
**•  I  march  uncaird,  your  Laureat  Volunteer." 
So  sung  the  Muse;  nor  sung  the  Muse  in  vain : 
My  queen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the 'Strain, 
Ere  first  your  influence  shone  with  heavenly  aid. 
Each  thought  was  terrour ;  for  each  view  was  shade. 
Fortune  to  life  each  flowery  path  deny'd  ; 
No  science  learn  d  to:  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide. 
Instead  of  hallow'd  hill,  or  vocal  vale. 
Or  stream,  sweet-echoing  to  the  tunef\il tale; 
Damp  dens  oonfin'd,  or  barren  deserts  spread. 
With  spectres  haunted,  and  the  Muses  fled  | 
lft.uins  in  pensive  emblem  seem  to  rise, 
And  all  was  dark,  or -wild,  to  Fancy's  eyes. 

*But  hark !  a  gladdening  voce  all  nature  cl^ears I 
Disperse,  ye  glooms !  a  day  of  joy  appears ! 
Hail,  happy  day ! — 'Twas  on  thy  glorious  morn. 
The  first,  the  fairest  of  her  sex  was  bom ! 
How  swift  the  change !  Cold,  wintery  sorrows  fly  t 
Where-e'er  she  looks,  delight  surrounds  the  eye ! 
Mild  ^hines  the  Sun,  the  woodlands  warble  round  I 
« The  vales  sweet  echo,  sweet  the  rocks  resound  1 
In  cordial  air,  soft  fragrance  floats  along  ; 
Each  scene  is  verdure,  and  each  voice  is  song  I 

Shoot  from  yon  orb  divine,  ye  quickening  ra^i 
Boundleffi,  like  her  benevolence,  ye  blaze  1 
Soft  emblems  of  her  boimty,  ikll,  ye  showers  H 
An4  aweet  ascend,  and  lair  unfold,  ye  flowers  1 
Ye  roses,  lilies,  you  we  earliest  claim, 
in  whiteness,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  fiuno ! 
Tw  yours  to  fade,  to  fame  like  hers  is  duQ 
Undying  sweets,  and  bloom  for  ever'new. 
Ye  bkMsoms,  that  one  varied  landscape  rise, 
4nd  send  your  scentful  tribute  to  the  skies ; 


Diffusive  like  yon  royal  bMinches  smile, 
Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  grateftillsle ) 
Attend,  ye  Muses!  mark  the  feather'd  quires! 
Those  the  Spring  wakes,  as  you  the  queen  inspired 
O,  let  her  praise  for  ever  swell  your  SGiig  ? 
Sweet  let  your  sacred  streams  the  notes  prolong, 
CVar,  and  more  clear,  through  all  my  lays  refine  ( 
And  there  let  heaven  and  her  reflected  shine  I 

As,  when  chill  blights  from  vernal  Hina  letiitu 
Chearful  the  ves^etative  world  aspire, 
Put  forth  unfolding  blooms,  and  waving  try 
TW  enlivening  inflnence  of  a  milder  sky  ; 
So  gives  her  birth  (like  yon  approaching  Spring) 
The  laiid  to  flourish,  and  the  Muse  to  sing. 

'Twas  thus,  Zenobia,  on  Palmyra's  throne. 
In  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virtue  shone  ! 
Beneath  her  rose,  I/inginus,  in  thy  name. 
The  poet's,  critic's,'aiKl  the  patriot^s  fiune!  " 
Is  there  <so  high  l>e  you,  great  pnocess,  pnisM  f) 
A  woe  unpitied,  or  a  worth  unrais'd  ? 
Art  Icjims  to  soar  by  your  sweet  influence  taught; 
In  life  well  cherished  ;  nor  in  death  forgot: 
In  death  as  life,  the  leam'd  your  goodness  tell  1 
Witness  the  sacred  busts  of  Richmond's  cell ! 
Snfres,  who  ih,  unfading  light  wil]  shine ; 
Who  grasp'd  at  science,  like  your  own,  divhiel 

The  Muse,  who  hails  with  song  this  glorious  monn 
Now  looks  through  days,  through  months,  through 

years  unborn ; 
All  white  they  rise,  and  in  then*  course  eKprett 
A  king  by  kings  rever'd,  by  subjects  blest ! 
A  qnc^n,  where-e'er  true  greatness  spreads  in  fiune  \ 
Where  learning  towers  beyond  her  sex's  aim  ; 
Where  pure  religion  no  eictreme  can  touch. 
Of  faith  too  little,  or  of  zeal  too  much ; 
Where  these  behold,  as  on  this  bless'd  of  moms. 
What  love  protects  them,  and  what  worth  adorns  | 
Where-e'er  difi'usive  goodness  smiles,  a  queen 
Still  prais'd  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder  seen ! 

See  nations  round,  of  every  wish  possest ! 
Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  in  every  breast } 
Shall  I,  on  what  I  lightly  touch'd,  explain  ? 
Shall  I  (vain  thought !)  attempt  the  finish'dsiraiai 
No ! — ^let  the  poet  stop  ynequal  lays. 
And  to  the  just  historian  yield  your  praise.    . 
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Ih  youth  no  parent  nursM  my  mfimt  tOQgt, 
'Twas  mine  to  be  inspired  akme  by  wrongii; 
Wrongs,  that  with  life  their  fierce  attaek  bognif 
Dranl^  infant  tears,  and  still  pwnnie  the  man. 
Life  scarce  is  life— Dgection  all  Is  mine ; 
The  power,  that  loves  in  knely  shiidet  to  pia^ 
Of  fading  cheek,  of  unelated  views  ; 
Whose  weaken'd.eyes  the  rays  of  hope  idte. 
Tis  mine  the  mean,  bhuman  pride  to  find ; 
Who  shuns  th'  epproBa'd,  to  ibrtuw  only  kibd; 
Whose  pity 's  insult,  and  whosfe  .eoU  i 
Is  keen  as  scorn,  ungenerous  as  neglect. 
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\\^  of  berievbiedt,  obliging  gr>ce, 
kv'n  dubkras  fneodship  half  averts  his  face. 
I^us  Slink  m  sickness,  thus  with  woes  opprest, 
koF  stiall  the  fire  awake  within  my  breast  > 
tUjm  shall  th6  Muse  her  fiaggr>n^.pinions  raise  ? 
How  tane  her  voice  to  Osrolina*s  praise  ? 
^raoi  JHrriog  thought  no  tuneful  raptures  flow ; 
These  with  fiur  (iays  and  i^nLle  seasons  glow  : 
Such  givi6  alone  swtet  Philomel  to  ^ing. 
And  Philomel  *s  the  poet  of  the  Spring. 

But  soft,  mv  soui !  sde  yoii  celestial  light ! 
Before  whose  lambent  lustre  breaks  the  night*  ^ 
it  gtads  me  \tkJ6  the  monling  clad  in  dews, 
And  beams  reviving  from  the  vernal  Muse  x 
Inspiring  joyous  peace,  'tis  she !  'tis  she  ! 
A  stranger  long  to  misery  and  me; 

Her  verdant  mantle  gracefully  declines. 
And,  flower-embroider'd,  as  it  varies,  shines. 
To  fonn  her  garland,  Zephyr,  from  his  wing, 
Thnyws  the  Ant  flowers  and  foliage  of  the  Spring. 
Her  k)oks  how  lovely  !  health  and  joy  have  lent 
llloom  to  her  eheek,  and  to  her  brow  content* 
Behold,  sweet-beaming  her  etherial  eyes  ! 
Soft  as  the  Pleiades  o'er  the  dewy  skies. 
She  blunts  the  point  of  care,  alleviates  woes^ 
And  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  and  repose  ; 
Bids  the  heart  yield  to  virtne*s  silent  call. 
And  shows  ambition's  sons  mere  children  all ; 
Who  hont  for  toys  which  please  with  tinsel  shine ; 
For  which  they  squabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 
Oh  !  hear  her  voide,  more  mellow  than  the  gale. 
That  breath'd  thro' shepherd^s  (tfpe Enchants  the  vale! 
Hark!  sbe  inVites f^rom  dity  smoke  and  noisei 
Vapours  inlpni^,  ind  from  imporer  joys ; 
Prom  various  evih,  that,  with  rage  combin'd» 
t'ntune  the  body,  and  pollute  the  mind : 
^rom  croudS)  to  whom  no  social  ^ith  beloagk. 
Who  tre^d  one  qrde  of  deceit  and  wrongs ; 
With  whom  politeness  is  biit  civil  guile. 
And  Inws  Oppress,  exerted  by  the  vile. 
To  thia  opposed,  the  Muse  presents  the  scene  | 
Where  sylvan  pleasures  ever  smile  serene  | 
t>leasares  that  <teinlate  the  blest  abpvet 
Health,  imiooetioe,  and  peace,  the  Muse,  And  ]ov« ; 
Plensiunes  that  ravish,  while  alternate  wrought 
^  frieadly  doiiverse,  and  abstracted  thought. 
Heseaoothihy  throbbing  breast    No  kiss  t  oMmm; 
Though  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  torn. 
Weep  I  a  croel  mother?  No^l  've  seen, 
l^rom  Heaiveo,  a  pitying,  a  maternal  queen. 
DnfegAvenielife;  but  woukl  no  cOntfbrt  grant ; 
She  more  than  life  resam'd  by  givmg  want 
Would  die  the  btoing  whidh  she  gave  destroy  ? 
My  queen  gives  life,  and  Mds  me  hope  for  joy. 
HoDoart  and  weAHh  t  Cheerfully  resign ; 
If  eooipetenee,  if  teamed  ease  be  mine  < 
If  I  by  mental,  h«artf«{lt  joys  be  ^'d, 
Ai«l  fn  the  vak  by  all  the  Mose  i«p'n>*d  1 

Herooeasemy  plaintc— See  yon  enlivening  scenes ! 
ChikI  of  the  Spnng !  behoM  the  best  of  qndfns ! 
Softness  aad  btent^  rose  this  heavenly  mom, 
l>nm*d  wisdom,  and  benevolence  was  bom. 
Joy,  o'er  a  peo|ile,  in  her  inHoenoe  roae ; 
tike  that  whkA  Spring  o*er  rural  nature  throws. 
W^  to  iUe  *peaceftd  p^  resigns  his  roar, 
And  bveaks  bis  bilk*^  on  some  distant  shore. 
Domestie  diaeord  sinks  beneatth  her  smile, 
ibidait%  «bA  tiade,  and  plenty^  glttd  the  ide^ 


Lo  !  industry  surveys  with  feasted  eyes. 
His  due  reward,  a  plenteous  harvest  rise  ! 
N  >r  (taught  by  commerce)  joys  in  that  alone  j 
But  sees  the  harvest  of  a  world  his  own. 
Hence  thy  just  praise,  thou  mild,  nnijestic  Thames  I 
Rich  river !  richer  than  Pactolus'  streams ! 
Than  tfiose  rertownM  6f  yore,  by  poets  rolPd 
O'er  intermingled  pearls,  and  sands  of  gold. 
How  glorious  thoU,  when  front  old  ocean^s  urn, 
lioadtd  with  India's  wealth,  thy  waves  return ! 
Alive  thy  bankq !  along  eadh  bordering  line, 
High  cultur'd  blooms,  inviting  villad  shine  : 
And  ^hile  around  t^  thousand  beauties  glow, 
TV»e  still  o'dr  those  redoubling  lustre  throw. 

"  Come  then"  (so  whisper'd  the  indulgent  Muse> 
"Come then,  id  Ilichmond  poves  ihy  sorrows  \oaei 
Come  then,  And  bymn  this  day !  The  pleasing  scene 
Shows,  in  each  view,  thb  geniUs  of  thy  queen,- 
Hear  Nature  whispering  in  the  breeze  her  song ! 
dear  her  sweet  warbling  through  the  feather'd 

throng  ! 
Come  !  with  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  unite. 
And  with  the  vegetative  smile  delight ! 
Suro  such  a  scene  and  song  will  soon  restore 
Lost  quiet,  and  give  bliss  unknown  beforo ; 
Receive  it  grateftil,  and  adore,  when  given. 
The  goodness  of  thy  parent  queen,  and  Heaven  • 

**  With  me  feadh  private  virtue  lifts  the  voice  j 
While  public  spirit  bids  a  land  rejoice : 
O'er  all  thy  queen'i  btneVolence  descends. 
And  wide  o'er  all  her  vital  light  extends. 
As  winter  softens  into  spring,  to  you 
Blooms  fortnne's  season,  through  her  smile^  an0«^ 
Still  fbr  past  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
The  sweet  eflfusions  of  a  grat^  heart ! 
Cast  through  the  telescope  of  Hope  your  eye  ! 
There  goodness  infinite,  supreme,  descry  ! 
From  him  that  ray  of  virtue  stream 'd  on  Earth, 
Which  kindled  Caroline's  bright  swl  to  birth. 
Behold  !  he  spreads  one  Universal  spring !  . 
Mortals,  transform'd  te  angels,  then  shall  sing; 
Oppression  then  shall  fly  with  want  and  sham^ 
And  blessing  and  existence  be  the  same  i" 
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Lo !  the  mild  Sun  salutes  the  opening  l^pring, 
And  gladdening  Nature  calls  the  MUse  to  siog ; 
Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  sweets  exhale. 
And  health,  and  song,  and  fragrance  fill  the  gale^ 
Yet,  mildest  suns,  tp  me  are  pain  severe, 
And  music's  self  is  discord  to  my  ear  I 
I,  jocund  Spring,  unsympathtzing,  see. 
And  health,  that  comes  to  all,  comes  not.  to  me. 
Dear  health  once  fled,  what  spiriu  can  I  find  ! 
What  solace  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mmd  f 
From  abseut  books  what  studious  hint  devise*? 
From  absent  frieode,  what  aid  to  thought  cao  liia  ) 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


dS4 


SAVAGE'S  POEMS. 


A  genius  wWperM  iki  ttiyear--"  Go  «eek 
Some  man  of  stat^  !— Tlie  Muse  your  wrongs  may 

speai" 
Bat  will  such  listen' to  the  plaintive  strain  ? 
The  happy  seldom  heed  the  unhappy's  pain. 
To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefore  was  1  born  f 
Why  left  to  poverty,  repulse,  and  scorn } 
Why  was  I  form*d  of  elegant  desires  ) 
Thought,  which  beyond  a  vulgar  flight  aspires ! 
Why,  by  the  proud,  and  wicked,  crush'd  to  «arth  ? 
Better  the  dav  of  death,  than  day  of  birth  ! 

Thus  I  exclaim'd :  a  little  cherub  Smird  ;  [child  ! 
"  Hope,  I  am  calPd''  (said  he),   "  a  heaven-born 
Wrongs  sure  y«ni  have ;  complain  you  justly  may  : 
But  let  wild  sorrow  whirl  not  thought  away  ! 
No— trust  to  honour  !  that  you  ne'er  will  stain 
From  peerage-blood,  which  fires  your  filial  vein. 
Truit  more  to  Providence  1  from  me  ne'er  swerve ! 
Once  to  distrust,  is  never  to  deserve. 
Did  not  this  day  a  Caroline  disclose  ? 
I  promis'd  at  her  birth,  and  blessing  rose  ! 
{Blessing,  o'er  all  the  letter*d  world  to  shiue, 
In  knowledge  clear,  beneficence  divine  !) 
lis  hers  as  mine,  to  chase  away  despair ; 
Woe  undeserved  is  her  peculiar  care. 
H^r  bright  benevolence  sends  me  to  grief  : 
On  want  sheds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief." 

Then  calm-ey'd  Patience,  bom  of  angel-kind, 
Open*d  a  dawn  of  comfbrt  on  my  mind. 
With  her  came  Fortitude  of  god-like  air ! 
These  arm  to  conquer  ills  $  at  least  to  bear : 
*  Arm'd  thus,  my  queen,  while  wayward  fates  ordain, 
Ky  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain ; 
Your  bardv  lii^  sorrows  with  a  smile  endures  ; 
Since  to  be  wretchfd  is,  to  be  made  yout^ 
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Ya  spirits  bright,  that  ether  rove, 

That  breathe  the  vernal  soul  of  love ; 

Bid  health  descend  m  balmy  dews. 

And  life  in  every  gale  diffuse ; 
That  give  the  flowers  to  shine,  the  birds  to  sing ; 
Oh,  glad  this  natal  day,  the  prime  of  Spring ! 

The  virgin  snow-drop  first  appears. 

Her  golden  head  the  pt)Cus  rears. 

The  flowery  tribe,  promise  and  gay. 

Spread  to  the  soft,  inviting  ray. 
So  aiti  shall  bloom  by  Carolina's  smile, 
So  shall  her  fame  waft  fragrance  o'er  the  isle. 

'The  warblers  various,  sweet  and  clear. 

From  b(oomy  sprays  salute  the  year. 

O  Muse,  awake  I  ascend  and  sing  I 

liail  the  fair  ri\'al  Of  the  Spring  ! 
To  woodland  honours  woodland  hymns  belong ; 
To  her,  the  pride  of  arts !  the  Muse's  song. 

Knid,  aa  of  kite  her  clement  sway, 

The  season  sheds  a  tepid  ray. 

The ttonna of  Boreas  lava  i^oxnpe ; 

Th^  storms  of  (action  cease  to  roar, 


At  vernal  suns  as 
She,  lovely  power  t 


tempesta  ceisK) 
smiles  fisction  into  peso^ 
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Opt  has  the  Muse^  on  this  distingnish'd  day* 
Tun'd  to  glad  harmony  the  vernal  lay ; 
Uut,  O  lamented  change !  tlie  lay  most  flow 
Fn>in  grateful  rapture  now  to  grateful  woe. 
She^  to  this  day  who  joyous  lustre  gave, 
Descends  for  ever  b)  the  silent  grave. 
She,  bom  at  once  to  charm  us  and  to  rnehd^ 
Of  human  race  the  pattern  and  the  firiend. 

To  be  or  fondly  or  severely  kind, 
To  check  the  rash  or  prompt  the  better  mind, 
Parents  shall  learn  from  her,  and  thus  shall  drsw 
From  filial  love  alone  a  filial  awe. 
Who  seek  in  avarice  wisdom*s  art  to  save ; 
Who  often  squander,  yet  who  never  gave ; 
From  her  these  knew  the  righteous  mean  to  find, 
And  the  mild  virtue  stole  op  half  mankind. 
The  lavish  now  caught  frugal  wisdom's  loqe ; 
Yet  still,  the  more  they  sav'd,  bestow'd  the  more* 
Now  misers  leamM  at  others  woes  to  melt, 
And  saw  and  wonderM  at  the  change  they  felt 
The  ceneroiu,  when  on  her  they  turned  their  new, 
1'he  jenerous  ev'n  themselves  more  generous  grew, 
LeamM  the  shunn'd  haunts  of  shame-fisc'd  wsnt  to 

trace; 
To  goodness,  delicacy,  adding  grace. 
1*he  conscious  cheek  no  rising  blush  ooofess'd. 
Nor  dwelt  one  thought  to  pain  the  modest  biesstt 
Kind  and  more  kind  did  thus  her  bounty  shower. 
And  knew  no  limit  but  a  bounded  power. 
This  truth  the  widow's  sighs,  alas  !  proclaim ; 
For  this  the  orphan's  tears  embalm  her  fiuue. 
The  wise  beheld  herlearifting's  summit  gain. 
Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain : 
But  on  one  bcienoe  point  a  stedfiist  ejre. 
That  science^how  to  li\'e  and  how  to  die. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateful  sight 
Arise  her  virtues  in  unfading  light. 
What  jofi  were  ours,  what  sorrows  now  remain  i 
Ah !  how  sublime  the  bliss  I  bow  deep  the  pain ! 

And  thou,  bright  i^ncess,  seated  now  on  hi^ 
Next  one,  the  fiurest  daughter  of  the  sky, 
Wliose  warm-feK  love  is  to  all  beings  knoiro» 
Thy  sister  Charity  1 '  next  her  thy  throne ; 
See  at  thy  tomb  the  Virtues  weeping  lie  ! 
There  in  dumb  sorrow  seem  the  Arts  to  die. 
So  were  the  Sun  o'er  other  orbs  to  bla^e, 
And  from  oar  world,  like  tbee,  withdraw  his  imy^ 
No  more  to  visit  where  be  wana'd  before, 
All  life  must  oeaae  and  Natnre  be  no  more. 
Yet  shall  the  Mtiae  %  heavenly  height  essay 
Beyond  the  weakness  mix*d  with  moital  day; 
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Bipyond  the  tois,  irtiich,  though  she  bleeds  to  see. 
Though  oeVr  to  be  redeetnM,  the  lo«  of  thee  ! 
Seyood  er'n  this,  the  hails  with  joyous  lay, 
Thy  better  b'lith,  thy  first  trae  natal  day ; 
A  day,  that  sees  thee  borne,  beyond  the  tomb^ 
To  endless  health,  to  youth's  eternal  bWni ; 
Borne  to  the  mighty  dead,  the  souls  Riiblime 
Of  every  CapMUs  age,  ami  every  clime ; 
To  gnodoess  fix*d  by  truth's  um-arying  laws. 
To  bliss  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  pause— 
$are  whtn  thine  eye,  from  yonder  pure  serene, 
SbHs  a  soli  eye  on  this  onr  gloomy  scene. 

With  me  now  liberty  and  teaming  motirn. 
From  all  relief,  Tike  thy  lov»d  coas»rt,  torn  ; 
Fur  where  can  prince  or  people  hope  relief, 
When  each  contend  to  be  supreme  in  grief? 
So  vy'd  thy  virtues,  that  could  point  the  way, 
So  well  to  govern ;  yet  so  well  obey. 

Deign  one  took  more  !  ah  !  see  thy  consort  dear 
Wishing  all  hearts,  except  his  own,  to  cheer*. 
Lo !  stiU  he  bids  thy  wonted  bounty  flow 
To  weeping  fimiilies  of  worth  and  woe^ 
He  stops  all  tears,  however  fast  they  risfr. 
Save  those  that  still  must  fall  from  grateful  eyes, 
And,  spite  of  griefs  that  m  usurp  his  mind, 
SUil  watches  o'er  the  welfiire  of  mankind. 

Father  of  those,  whose  rights  thy  care  defends, 
Still  most  their  own,  when  most  their  sovereign's 

friends ; 
Then  chiefly  brave,  from  bondage  chiefly  free, 
Wheu  most  they  trust,  when  noost  they  copy  tfae« ; 
Ah '  let  the  lowest  of  thy  subjects  pay 
Hishooest  heart-feh  tributary  lay ; 
In  anguish  happy,  if  permitted  here, 
One  sigh  to  vent,  to  drop  one  virtuous  tear^ 
Happier,  if  pardoned,  should  he  wildly  moa% 
And  wkh  «  monarch's  sorrow  mix  bis  own. 


Where  never  Science  beamed  a  friendly  ray. 
Where  one  vast  blank  neglected  Nature  lay; 
From  Public  Spirit  there,  by  arts  employ'd, 
Creation,  varying,  glads  the  cheerless  void, 
HaiL,  Arts  f  where  safety,  treasure,  and  delight. 
On  land,  on  wave,  in  w6ndroos  works  unite ! 
Those  wondfOHS  works,  O  Muse !  successive  raise^ 
And  point  their  worth,  their  dignity,  and  praise  ! 

What  though  no  streams,  magnificently  play'c^ 
Rise  a  proud  "column,  fall  a  grand  cascade ; 
Through  ni'ther  pipes,  which  nobler  use  renowns^ - 
Lo  I  ductile  rivulcU»  visit  distant  towns ! 
Now  vanish  feus,  whence  vapours  rise  namore. 
Whose  agueish  influence  tainted  heaven  before. 
The  Qplid  isthmus  sinks  a  watery  space. 
And  wonders,  in  new  state,  at  naval  grace. 
Where  the  flood  deepening  rolls,  or  wide  extends,. 
From  road  to  road  you  aroh,  connective  bends: 
Where  ports  were  cbok'd;  where  mounds,  invain^ 
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Of  reservoirs,  and  their  use ;  of  draining  fens,  and 
building  bridges,  cutting  canals,  repairing  bar- 
boon,  and  stopping  immdations,  making  rivers 
navigable,  bujld.ng  light-houses;  of  agriculture, 
gardening,  and  planting  for  the  noblest  uses  ;  of 
commerce;  of  public  xuads;  of  public  build- 
ings, viz.  squares,  streets,  mansions,  palaces, 
courts  of  justice,  senate-bouses,  theatres,  hospi- 
tals, churches,  collegtss ;  the  variety  of  worthies 
produced  by  the  latter  '^  oC  colonies,  the  slave* 
trade  censiired,  &c« 

GasArHope  of  Briuin !— Here  the  MuseC^      t 
A*theme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praise. 
Be  ber's  a  zeal  of  Public  Spirit  known ! 
4  priflc^  zeid !-—  a  spirit  all  your  owa! 


There  harbours  open,  and  there  breaches  close  j 
To  keels,  obedient,  spreads  each  liquid  plain. 
And  bulwark  moles  repel  the  boisterous  main. 
When  the  sunk  Sun  no  homeward  sail  befriends,^ 
On  the  ruck's  brow  the  light-house  kind  ascends^ 
,  And  from  the  shoaly,  o*er  the  gulfy  way,  ■ 
Points  to  the  pilot's  eye  the  warning  rayf 

Count  still,  my  Muse  (io  count,  what  Muse  caik 
c«!ase  ?•) 
The  works  of  Public  Spirit,  freedom,  peace  I 
By  them  shall  pUints,  in  fbres^,  reach  the  skies; 
Then  lose  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rise^ 
(Nav.es,  which  to  invasive  foes  explain,. 
Heaven  throws  not'rouudus  rocks  and  seas  in  vain)  t 
The  sail  of  commerce  in  each  sky  ai4>>res. 
Arid  property  assures  what  toil  acquires. 

Who  digs  the  mine  or  quarry,  digs  with  glee  ;, 
No  slave  !— His  option  ajid  bis  gain  are  liree  : 
Him  the  same  laws  the  same  protection  yield. 
Who  plows  the  furrow,  or  who  owns  the  field.. 

Unlike,  where  tyranny  the  rod  maintains. 
O'er  turfless,  leafless,  and  uncultur'd  plains^. 
Here  herbs  of  food  aod  physic  plenty  showers,. 
Gives  fruits  to  blush,  and  colours  various  flowers.. 
Where  sands  or  stony  wilds  once  starv'd  the  year,. 
Laughs  the  grvea  lawn,  and  nods  the  gplden  ear :  . 
White  sliine  the  fleecy  race,  which  fate  shall  doonu 
The  feast  of  life,  the  treasure  of  the  loom. 

On  plaiiis  now  bare  shall  gardens  wave  thelc 
groves; 
While  settling  songstejrs  woo  their  feather'd  loves.. 
Where  pathless  woods  no. grateful  openings  knew,. 
Walks  tempt  the  step,  and  vistas. court  the  view. 
See  the  parterre  confess  expansive  day  ; 
The  grot,  e'usive  of  the  noon-tide  ray.. 
Up  yoo  green  slope  a  length  of  terrace  lies. 
Whence  gradual  landscapes  fade  in  disUnt  skiea^ 
Now  the  blue  lake  reflected  heaven  displays  ; 
Now  darkens,  regularly-wild,  the  maze* 
Urns,  obclisV^,  fisnes,  statues  .intervene  ; 
Now  centre,  now  commence,  or  end  tlie  soenew. 
Lo,  proud  alcoves  !  lo,  soft  sequestered  bowers] 
RetiVats  of  social,,  or  of  studious  hours ! 
Rank  above  rank  here  shapely  greens  ascend^ 
There  others  natively-grotesque  depend. 
The  rude,  the  delicate,  immingled  tell 
How  Art  would  Nature,  Nature  Art  excel ; 
And  how,  while  these  their  rival  charms  impart; 
Art  brightgns  Nature^  Nature  brightens  Ail,, 
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Thus,  in  the  various,  yet  harmonious  space. 
Blend  order,  sj'mmetry,  and  force,  and  grace. 

When  these  from  Public  Spirit  smile,  we  see 
yrce-opening  gates,  and  bowery  pleasures  free ; 
Por  sure  great  souls  one  truth  can  never  mia^ 
Bliss  not  communicated  is  not  bliss. 

Thus  Public  Spirit,  liberty,  and  peace, 
Carve/build,  and  plant,  and  give  the  land  increase, 
|tt)m  peasant  hands  imperial  works  arise. 
And  British  hence  with  Roman  grandeur  vies  \ 
Kot  grandeur  that  in  pompous  vfhim  appearsi^ 
That  levels  bills,  that  vales  to  mountains  reani| 
That  alters  Nature's  regulated  grace, 
Meaning  to  deck,  but  destined  to  deface. 
Though  no  proud  gates,  with  China's  taught  tQ  vie, 
^^gnilicentty  useless  stride  the  eye ; 
^Useless,*  where  rocks  a  surer  barrier  lend. 
Where  sea«  encircle,  and  where  fleets  defend  ;)• 
What  though  no  arch  of  triumph  is  assign'd 
To  laurel'd  pride,  whose  swqrd  has  thinn'd  mankind  j 
Though  no  vast  wall  extends  frqu)  ooa^t  to  OQa&k, 
No  pyramid  aspires,  sublimely  lost  j 
Yet  the  safe  road  through  rocka  shall  winding  ^nd, 
And  the  firm  (jiuseway  o'er  thc'clays  ascend, 
Lo !  stately  streets,  lo  I  ample  squares  invite 
Tbfe  salutiry  gale,  that  breathes  delight    ' 
L) !  structures  mark  the  charitable  soil 
Toe  casual  ill,  maim'd  valour,  feeble  toil 
Worn  out  with  care,  indnnity,  and  age  j 
The  life  here  entering,  quitting  thc»re  the  stage : 
The  babe  of  lawless  birth,  doom'd  else  to  moan,- 
To  starve  or  bleed  fc»  w'rrours  not  his  own  ! 
Let  the  frail  mother  'scape  the  fame  detii'd, 
Jf  from  the  muixiering  mother  'scape  the  child  ! 
Oh  !  guard  his  youth  from  sin's  alluring  voice ; 
From  deeds  of  dire  necessity,  not  choice  I       ^^ 
"His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known, 
^hall  on  the  public  welfare  build  his  own* 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  low -bom  life  divide. 
Give  towns  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride. 
Sacred  to  pleasure  structures  rise  elate. 
To  that  still  worthy  of  the  wise  and  great. 
Sacred  to  pleasure  then  shall  piles  ascend  ? 
They  shall — when  pleasure  and  instruction  blend. 
l«t  theatres  from  Public  Spir.t  shine  ! 
^uch  theatres,  as,  Athens,^  once  wcie  thine  1 
^e !  the  gay  Muse  of  pointed  wit  possest, 
Who  makes  the  virtuous  laugh,  the  decent  jest  { 
What  though  she  mock,  she  ipocks  with  honest  aiipj 
And  laughs  dach  favounte  folly  into  shame,  • 
With  liberal  light  the  tragic  charms  the  age ; 
In  so!omn  training  robes  she  fills  the  stage; 
There  human  nature,  mark'd  in  different  linesj^ 
Ali^e  in  character  distinctly  shines. 
Quick  pas.ii(»ns  change  alternate  on  her  face  j 
Her  diction  n^uslc,  as  her  action  grace. 
Instant  we  catcl^  her  terronr-giving  careSj^ 
pathetic  sighs,  and  pity  moving  tears; 
instant  we  i^atch  her  generous  glow  of  soul, 
^ill  one  great  striking  moral  crowns  the  whole. 

Hence  in  warm  youth,  by  scenes  of  virtue  taught,' 
Jlonour  exalts,  and  love  ex})ands  the  thought ! 
jlence  pity,  to  peculiar  grief  assign'd, 
Clrows  widft  benevolence  to  all  mankind. 

Wh^re  various  edi^ce  the  land  renowns 
^erQ  Bublicr  Spirit  plans,  ejcalts,  and  crowns, 
^he  cheers  Uie  mansion  with  the  spacious  hall, 
Bids  painting  live  along  the  storied  wall, 
^eatcd,  she  smiling  eyes  th*  unclosing  door, 
iurt  WlA  ^  W^l^oiftes  all,  but  iQCs^  tbe  poor  ^ 


She  turns  the  pillar,  or  the  aroh  die  boodfl, 
The  choir  she  lengthens,  or  the  ohotr  extends } 
She  i^ears  the  tower,  whom  height  the  heavens  admire  | 
She  rears,  she  rounds,  she  points  the  listeniqg  spire  I   * 
At  her  command  the  OQllege-roofs  ascend 
(For  Public  Spirit  still  is  Iniming's  friend). 
Stupendous  piles,  which  useful  pomp  compleata: 
Thus  rise  Religion's  and  thus  LeaniJag*s  seato 
There  moral  truth  and  holy  science  spring, 
And  give  the  sage  tq  teach,  the  tjard  to  sing  ; 
There  soote  draw  he&lthfrom  herbs  and  minefal  vdm^ 
Some  search  the  systems  of  U^e  heavenly  plains ; 
Some  call  from  history  past  times  to  vieK, 
And  others  trace  old  laws,  and  sketch  out  new ; 
Thence  sailing  rights  by  legi^ators  plami*'d. 
And  guardian  patriots  Whence  inspire  the  land. 

Now  grant,  5e  powers,  qne  great,  one  fond  desire, 
And,  granting,  bid  a  new  Whitehall  aspire  1 
Far  let  it  I^d,  by  well  pleas'c(  Thames  survey'd^ 
The  swelling  arch,  and  stately  ooloonade ; 
Bids  courts  of  justice,  vnate- chambers  join. 
Till  various  all  in  one  proud  work  combine  I 

Bat  now  be  all  the  genenvis  goddess  seen, 
When  most  diffasM  she  shines,  and  qpiost  beoigu! 
Ye  sons  of  misery,  attraot  her  view  I 
Ye  sallow,  hollow-eyed,  and  meagre  oraw! 
Such  high  perfection  have  our  arts  attaint. 
That  now  fbw  sons  of  toil  our  arts  demand  ) 
Then  to  the  public,  to  Itself,  we  (fear, 
Ev'n  witling  industry  grows  useless  here. 
Are  we  too  populous  at  length  coni^*d,* 
From  confluent  strangers  rcfug'd  and  rexlress'd  } 
Has  war  SO  long  withdrawn  his  bafbarous  train. 
That  peace  o'crstocks  us  with  the  sons  of  men  > 
So  long  has  plague  left  pure  the  ambient  air. 
That  want  must  proy  on  those  disease  wonld  spare ) 
Hence  beauteous  wretches  (beauty's  foul  disgrace!) 
Though  bom  the  pride,  the  shame  of  human  race  ^ 
Fair  wretches  hence,  who  nightly  streets  annoy. 
Live  but  themselves  and  others  to  destroy* 
Hence  robbers  rise,  to  thef^  to  murder  prone. 
First  driven  by  want,  firom  habit  desperate  givwn^ 
Hiince  for  ow'd  trifles  oft  our  jails  contain 
(Torn  from  mankind)  a  miserable  train ; 
Tom  from,  in  spite  of  Nature's  tenderest  cries. 
Parental,  filial,  and  connubial  ties  : 
The  trader,  when  on  every  side  distrest. 
Hence  flies  to  what  expedient  frs^uds  suggest;; 
To  prop  his  question 'd  credit's  tottering  state. 
Others  he  Qrst  involves  to  share  bis  fete ; 
Then  for  mean  refuge  must  self^exil'd  roam 
Never  to  hope  a  friend^  nOr  find  a  home. . 

This  Public  Spirit  sees,  she  skes  and  feels ! 
Her  breast  the  throb,  her  eye  the  tear  reveab  j 
(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  that  flows 
For  others'  welfare,  and  for  others*  woes) — 
"  And  what  can  I"  (she  said)  **  to  cure  their  grief) 
Shall  I  or  point  oat  death,  or  point  relief? 
Forth  shall  I  lead  them  tq  some  happier  soil. 
To  conquest  lead  them,  and  enrich  with  spoil  ? 
Bid  them  convulse  a  world,  mfike  Nature  groan^ 
And  spill,  in  shedding  others  blood,  their  own  ? ' 
No,  no— such  wars  do  thqo,  AmbitiOQ,  wage  1 
Go  sterilize  the  fbrtite  with- thy  rage ! 
Whole  nations  to  tlepopnlate  is  thme ; 
To  people,  culture,  and  protect,  be  mine ! 
Then  range  the  world.  Discovery  !-rStraigbtbegoes 
O'er  seas,  o'er  Libya's  sands,  and  2^embla's  snovs^ 
He  settles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  smil'd 
IVm  smile  1}  on  povue  Iwcttri^  bouselev  wikk 
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OS  of  want  al}g1)t  b«re  enjoy 
What  Naitore  gives  for  age  but  to  destroy  ? 
"  Blnb^  Uueb,  O  Sim*'  (she  cries)  ''  here  vftinty 
To  rue,  to  set,  to  roll  the  seasons  round !      [futiDd, 
Snll  beaTcn  distil  in  dews,  descend  iu  rain, 
Trom  earth  gnsh  tmnlains,  rivers  flow — in  vain  ? 
Tbece  sbaU  the  watery  lives  in  myriads  stray, 
Aad  be>.  lo  be  alone  each  other's  prey  ? 
Uniought  shall  here  tlie  teeming  quarries  own 
Tbe  Tarious  species  of  mechanic  stone  ? 
From  structure  this,  from  sculpture  that  confine  ^ 
Shall  rocks  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  shine  ? 
Shall  mines,  obedient,  aid  no  artist's  care. 
Nor  give  the  martial  sword,  and  peaceful  share  ^ 
Ah !  shall  they  never  precious  ore  onfdld. 
To  smile  in  silver,  or  to  ffame  in  gold  ? 
Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alone. 
For  joys,  for  varioos  virtues,  rest  unknown  ? 
While  food  and  pbjrsic,  plants  and  herbs  supply, 
Here  must  they  shoot  done  to  bloom  and  die } 
Shall  fruits,  which  none  but  brutal  eyes  survey, 
VntOQCh'd  grow  ripe,  nntasted  drop  away  ? 
Shall  hers  th'  irrational,  the  savage  kind, 
Loul  it  o'er  stores  by  Heaven  for  man  designed, 
And  trample  what  mild  suns  benignly  raise. 
While  man  must  lose  the  use,  and  Heaven  the  praise  ? 
Shall  it  then  be  ?''— -(Indignant  here  she  rose. 
Indignant,  yet  humane,  her  bosom  glows)-^ 
'^  No!  By  each  bonour'd  Grecian,  Roman  name. 
By  men  for  virtue  deifyM  by  fame. 
Who  peopled  lands,  who  modeled  tnfont  state. 
And  then  bade  empire  be  maturely  great ; 
By  these  I  swear  (be  witness  earth  and  skies  1)  . 
Fair  Order  here  sliall  from  Confusion  rise. 
Bapt,  I  a  future  colony  survey  ? 
Come  then,  ye  sons  of  Misery !  come  away  ! 
Ijet  those,  wboae  sorrows  from  neglect  are  known. 
(Here  taught,  oompeird,  empowered)  neglect  atone ! 
Let  those  enjoy,  who  nex'er  merit  woes, 
In  youth  th'  industrious  wish,  in  age  repose  f 
Allotted  acres  (no  reluctant  soil) 
Shall  prompt  their  industry,  and  pay  their  toil. 
Let  families,  long  strangers  to  delight. 
Whom  waywiird  Fate  dispersed,  by  me  unite  ; 
Here  live  enjoying  life ;  see  plenty,  peace ; 
Their  lands  increasing  as  their  sons  increase. 
As  Nature  yet  is  found,  in  les^y  glajles. 
To  mtermix  the  walks  with  lights  and  shades ; 
Or  as  with  good  and  iH,  in  cheqner*d  strifo,. 
Various  the  goddess  colours  human  life : 
So,  in  this  fertile  dime,  if  yet  are  seen 
Moors,  marshes,  cliffi^  by  turns  to  intervene  ; 
Where  cliffe,  moors,  marshes,  desolate  the  view. 
Where  haunts  the  bitten^  and  where  scvoams  the 

mew; 
Where  prowls  Qie  wolf,  where  rolled  the  serpent  lies, 
Shall  s(jemn  fanes  and  halls  of  justice  rise, 
And  towns  shalt  open  (all  of  structure  fair  f) 
To  brigfatening  prospects,  and  to  purest  air ; 
Freqnentoit  ports;  and  vfaiejrards  green  sucoeed^ 
And  fkKks  increasing  whiten  all  tbe  mead. 
On  science  scienee,  arts  on  arts  refine ; 
On  these  from  high  aU  Hearen  shall  smUing  shine^ 
And  Public  Spirit  here  a  people  show. 
Free,  numerous,  pleas'd,  and  busy  all  below. 

"  Learn,  future  natives  of  this  promised  land. 
What  your  fore&tbers  ow'd  my  saving  hand  I 
learn,  when  despair  such  sudden  bliss  shall  see, 
teh  bli»«usi  shine  ten Ogletboipe  oroial 


I>o  you  the  neighbouring*  blameless  Indian  aid, 
Culture  what  be  neglects,  not  his  invade. 
Dare  not,  oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view. 
Force  or  demand  subjection  never  due. 
Let,  by  my  specious  name,  no  tyrants  rise. 
And  cry,  while  they  enslave,  they  civiliee  I 
Know,  Liberty  and  I  are  still  the  same, 
Congenial !— ever  mingling  flame  with  flame  f 
Why  must  I  Afric*8  sable  children  see 
Vended  for  slaves,  though  form'd  by  Nature  free^ 
The  nameless  tortures  cruel  minds  invent. 
Those  to  subject,  whom  Nature  equal  meant  ?    - 
If  thesfr  you  dare  (albeit  uqjust  success 
Empowtsrs  you  now  unpunis^d  to  oppress) 
Revolving- empire  you  and  your^s  may  doom 
(Roma  all  subdued,  yet  Vandals  vanouish'd  Rome) 
Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day. 
And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay.'* 

Thus  (ah  !  how  for  unequard  by  my  lays, 
Unskiird  the  heart  to  melt,  or  mind  to  raise). 
Sublime,,  benevolent,  deep,  sweetly  clear. 
Worthy  a  Thomson^s  Muse,  a  Fredericks  ear. 
Thus  spoke  the  (Goddess.    Thus  I  fieiintly  tell 
In  what  tov'd  works  Heaven  gives  her  to  exceL 
But  who  her  sons,  that^  to  her  interest  true, 
Conversant  lead  her  toa  prince  like  you  ? 
These,  sir,,  sahite  you  from  life's  middle  state. 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great : 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalts  their  fbought. 
In  wit  accomplish'd,  though  in  wiles  untaught. 
Careless  of  whispers  meant  to  wound  their  name. 
Nor  sneer'd  nor  bsib'^Jmm  virtue  into  shame; 
In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright. 
They  come,  they  catch, and  they  reflect  delight. 

Mixing  with  these,  a  few  of  rank  are  found. 
For  councils,  embassies,  and  camps  renown'cL     - 
Vers'd  in  gay  life,  in  honest  maxims  read. 
And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yM  cool  of  head. 
From  these  the  circling  glass  gives  wit  to  shine, 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev'n  courts  refine; 
From  these  so  gifted,  candid,  and  upright. 
Flows  knowledge,  softening  into  ease  fwlite. 

Happy  thA  men,  who  such  a  prince  can  please  | 
Happy  the  prince  revered  by  men  like  these  1 
His  condescensions  dignity  display. 
Grave  with  the  wise,  and  with  the  witty  gay  ;, 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies,. 
Which,  in  due  statues,  to  his  fame  shall  rise; 
Ever  shall  Public  Spirit  beam  his  praise, 
And  the  Muse  swell  it  in  immortal  lays. 


MR.  JOHK  DYER,  A  PADTTEB, 

ADVISING  BIM  TO-DKAW  A  CBSTAIN 

NOBLE  AND  ILLUSTRIOUS  PERSON; 

OCCASIONEJ)  BY  SBBING  HIS  PICTUat  Of  TBK 
CELBBRATBD  ClIO  >  . 

FoRcrrB  an  artless,  an  oflflcious  friead. 
Weak,  when  I  judge,  but  willing  to  comment 
Fairn  as  1  am,  by  no  kind  fortune  nis^, 
Depressed,  obscur'd,  nnpity'd,  and  unprais'd; 
Yet,  when  these  well4cnown  features  I  peruse,. 
Some  warmth  awakes— some  embers  of  a  muse.. 


i  See  Dyer's  PoemiL 
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Ye  Muses,  Cnce§y  and  ye  Loves,  appear  ! 
Your  queen,  your  Venus,  and  your  Clio  *s  here  !. 
Jn  such  pure  tires  her  rising  thoughts  refine  I 
Her  eyes  \vith  such  commanding  sweetness  shine : 
Such  vi\-id  tinctures  sure  through  ether  glow. 
Stain  sumufier  ciuuds,  or  gild  the  watery  bow : 
If  life  Pygmalion's  ivory  favourite  fir*d, 
Sure  some  enaxnour'd  god  this  draught  inspirM  ! 
Or,  if  you  rashiy  .caught  Promethean  flame, 
Shade  the  sweet  theft,  and  mar  the  beautcmis  frame ! 
Vet  if  those  cheering  lights  the  prospect  fiy. 
Ah  \^\et  no  pleasing  view  the  loss  supply. 
Some  dreary  den,  some  desert  waste  prepare. 
Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  despair. 

But  still,  my  friend,  still  the  sweet  object  stays,   ' 
Still  stream  your  colours  rich  with  Clio^s  rays  1 
Sure  at  each  kindling  touch  your  canvass  glows ! 
Syre  the  full  form,  instinct  with  spirit,  grows  I    ' 
Let  the  dull  artist  puzzling  rules  explore, 
Dwell,  on  the  face,  aad  gaze  the  features  o*er;   • 
You  eye  the  soul — there  genuine  nature  find. 
You,  through  the  meaning  muscles,  sirikethe'mind. 

Nor  can  one  vievi  such  boundless  p<iwer  confine, 
All  Nature  opens  to  an  ort  like  thine  ' 
Now  niral  scenes  in  simple  grandeur  rise; 
Vales, hills,  lawns,lakes,  and  vineyardsfeaat  oar  eyes, 
Now  halcyon  Peace  a  smiling  aspect  wears  ! 
^  Now  the  red  scene  with  war  and  roin  glares  I 
Here  Britain *s  fleets  o'er  Kuropc's  seas  preside  I 
Tfcere  long-lost  cities  rear  their  ancient  pride  j 
Youfitim  the  gra\ecan  half  redeem  the  slain, 
And  b.d  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again  : 
Mark  out  Pharsalia's,  mark  ont  Munda'sfray, 
And  image  all  the  honours  of  the  day. 

B  t  if  new  glories  most  our  warmth  excite ; 
If  toils  untry'd  to  noblest  aims  invite ; 
Would  yon  in  envy'd  pomp  nnri\'ard  reign. 
Oh,  let  Horatius  grace,  the  canvass  plain ! 
Bis  form  might  ev'n  idolatry  create. 
In  lineage,  titles,  wealth,  and  worth  elate  \ 
F.mpires  to  him  might  virgin  honours  owe. 
From  him  arts,  arms,  and  laws,  new  iuAuence  know. 
For  him  kind  suns  on  fruits  and  grains  slmll  shine,^ 
And  future  gold  lie  ripening  in  the  mine : 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies. 
Which,  in  due  statues,  to  his  fame  shall  ri$te. 
Thro'uirli  thase  bright  features  Cssar's  spirit  trace. 
Each  cu^nquering  sweetness,  eatih  imperial  grace 
All  that  is  soft,  or  eminently  great. 
In  love,  in  war,  in  kuuwledge,  or  in  state. 

Thus  shall  5'our  colours,  like  his  worth  amaze  \ 
Thus  shall  you  charm,  enrich'd  with  Clio's  praise  ! 
C!lear,  ami  more  clear,  your  golden  genius  shines, 
While  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obscure  declines : 
Duli'd  in  damp  shades,  it  wastes,  imscen,  away, 
While  yours,  triumphant,  grows  one  blaze  of  day , 


VERSES 

SENT  TO 

AAROS  HILL,  ESS> 
WiTfl  THE  Tragedy  o»  Sir  Thomas  OvEiiButT, 

EXPECTINO    HIM   TO   CORRECT   IT. 

A»  the  soul^  stript  of  mortal  clay. 

Grows  all  divinely  fair. 
And  boun  I!is<)  roves  the  milky  way. 

And  views  swBct  proq[>ect8  there. 


This  hero,  clqggM  with  dnmj  lines, 
By  thee  new  vigour  tries ; 

As  ihy  correcting  hand  refines. 
Bright  scenes  around  him  rise. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  wish'd  stone  to 

So  sought,  90  long  foretdk!; 
It  turns  {M>l luted  lead  or  bra&s, 
^      At  once  to  purest  gold. 


PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN   AJ  THE   BBVIVA7.   OF 

SHAKESPEARE^s  JtING  HENRY  JHE  SIXTH, 

AT  THE  THEATRE-ROYAL   IN   SRUSY-LAMS. 

Printed  before  the  play  from  a  spmrkius  copy. 

To  NioHT  a  patient  ear,  ye  Britons,  lend. 
And  to  yoor  great  forefathers'  deeds  attend. 
Here,  cheaply  wam'd,  ye  blest  descendants,  viev, 
What  ills  on  England,  Civil  Discord  drew. 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  Mute  prepares; 
While  the  red  scene  with  raging  slaughter  glares. 

Here,  while  a  monarch's  sufferings  we  relate, 
I^t  generous  grief  his  niiu'd  grandeur  wait. 
While  Second  Richard's  blood  for  vengeance  calif, 
Doom'd  for  his  grandsire^s -guilt,  poor  Herary  falls. 
In  ci,vil  jare  avenging  judgment  blows. 
And  royal  wrongs  entail  a  people'^  woes. 
Henry  unvers'd  in  wiles,  more  good  than  great. 
Drew  on  by  meekness  his  disastrous  fete. 

'Ilius  when  you  see  this  land  by  faction  tost. 
Her  nobles  slain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  lost ; 
Lei  this  reflection  frooL  the  action  flow, 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  coiikl  ntin  know. 
Oh,  let  us  then  intestine  discard  shun. 
We  ue"^  can  be,  but  by  ouiseives  oudone  \ 


THK 

ANIMALCULE; 

A   TAr.B. 

OCCASIONED   BY   HIS  GRACE  THE   DUKE   OF  RUTLAHV*t 

RECEIVING   THE   SMALL-POX   BY   IKOCULATIOH* 

In  Animalcules,  Muse,  display 

Spirits,  of  name  unknown  in  soog ! 

Reader,  a  kind  attention  pay. 

Nor  fliink  an  tiseful  comment  lo^g. 

Far  less  than  mites, 'on  mites  they  prey; 

Minutest  things  my  swarms  contain : 
When  o'er  your  ivory  teeth  they  sway, 

Then  throb  your  little  nerves  with  pain. 

Fliiids,  in  drops,  minutely  swell ; 

These  subtil  beings  each  contains ; 

In  the  small  sanguine  globes  they  dwell, 

.    Roll  from  the  heart  and  trace  the 


Throngh  every  tender  tube  they  rove. 

In  finer  spirits  strike  the  brain ; 
l^lnd  quick  through  every  fibrous  gn  ve. 
And  seek,  through  pores^  the  bear'  agaiik 
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If  tliejr  with  purer  drops  dilate. 

And  lodgtt  were  entity  liegan, 
Tbey  actuate  with  a  genial  heat. 

And  kindle  into  future  man. 

But,  when,  our  lives  are  Nature*8  due,         % 
Aic,  seas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  dtssolve 

They  matter,  through  all  forma,  pursue. 
And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 

Thos  onoe  an  Animalcule  pror'd, 

When  man,  a  patron  to  the  bays ; 
This  patron  was  in  Greece  beli>v'd  ; 
Yet  fisme  was  ftuthless  to  his  praise. 

In  Rome  this  Animalcule  grew 

Mmcen|s,  whom  the  classics  rate ! 
Amonf;  the  Gauls,  it  pruv'd  Richlieu, 
Id  learning,  power,  and  bouuty  great. 

In  Britain,  Hali&x  it  rote ; 

(By  Halifax,  bloom*d  Gongreve's  strains) ; 
And  nofw  it  rediminish'd  glows,  < 

To  glide  through  godlike  Rutland^s  veins, 

A  plague  t^ere  is,  too  many  know ; 

Too  seldom  perfect  cures  befid  it ; 
The  Muse  may  term  it  Beauty^s  foe ; 

In  physic,  the  Small-PoK  we  call  it. 

From  Turks  we  learn  this  plague  t*assuage. 
They,  by  admitting,  turn  its  course : 

Hieir  kiss  will  tame  the  tumour's  rage  ; 
By  3rieldio|^,  th^  o'ercome  the  force. 

Hius  Rutland  did  its  touch  invite, 

While,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air. 

Tilts  little,  guardian,  subtle  spright 
Did  with.the  poison  in  repair. 

Th'infection  from  the  heart  it  clears  ; 

Th 'infection,  now  dilated  thin. 
In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

Bxpell'd  upon  the  surface  skin. 

And  now  it,  mouldering,  wastes  away  : 

'Tis  gone !— doom'd  to  return  no  more ! 

Our  Animalcule  keeps  its  stay. 

And  moat  new  labjrrinths  explofe. 

And  now  the  noble's  thoughts  are  seen, 
Unmar^d,  it  views  his  heart's  desires  I 

It  now  reflects  what  it  has  been, 

And,  rajAuruus,  at  his  diange  admires  1 

Its  pristine  virtues  kept,  combine, 
To  be  again  in  Rutland  known  ; 

But  they,  immers'd,  no  longer  shine. 
Nor  equal,  nor  increase  his  own. 


MiRS,  ELIZ.  HAYWOOD, 
on  na  jiovBL,  called, 
THE  RASH  RE90LVE. 

DoOM*D  to  a  ftite  which  damps  the  poet's  flame, 
A  Mose,  unfriended,  greets  thy  rising  name  1 
Unvera'd  in  envy's,  or  in  flhttery's  phrase, 
Cifrtnew  iho  Hms^  yet  merit  cUuvift  her  praise  ; 


Nor  will  she,  at  her  wttherbg  wreath  repine. 
But  smile,  if  feme  and  fortune  cherish  thine. 

The  Sciences  in  thy  sweet  genius  charm. 
And,  with  their  strength,  thy  sex's  softness  arm. 
In  thy  full  figures,  painting's  force  we  find. 
As  music  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mincL 
Thy  power  gives  form,  and  touches  into  life 
llie  passwns  Imaged  in  their  bleeding  strife  t 
Contrasted  strokes,  true  art  and  fancy  show. 
And  lights  and  shades  in  lively  mixture  flow. 
Hope  attacks  Fear,  and  Reason,  Love's  control. 
Jealousy  wounds,  and  Friendship  heals  the  soul : 
Black  Falsehood  wears  bright  Gallantry's  disguise^ 
And  the  gilt  cloud  enchants  the  fiiir-one's  eyes. 
Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  firailties  lovely  shine. 
And  when  most  mortal  half  appear  divine. 
If,  when  some  god-like,  favourite  passion  twayi. 
The  witling  heart'too  iktally  obeys» 
Great  minds  lament  what  .cruel  oensure  blames. 
And  min'd  virtue  generous  pity  claima. 

Eliza,  still  impatient  love^  powerful  queen  1 
Let  love,  soft  love,  exalt  each  swelling  scene. 
Arm'd  with  keen  wit,  in  lame's  wkle  lists  advance  I 
Spain  yields  in  fictkin,  in  poUtenen  France 
Such  orient  light,  as  the  flnt.poets  knew. 
Flames  ftom  thy  thought,  and  brigbteoa  every  view  I 
A  strong,  a  gfc>rious,  a  luxoriantfire. 
Which  warms  cold  wisdom  into  wild  desire  ! 
Thy  fable  glows  so  rich  through  every  page. 
What  monil's  force  can  the  fierce  heat  assuage  ? 

And  yet — but  say  if  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
The  sad,  the  dear  perplexities  of  love ! 
Where  seeming  transport  softens  every  pain, 
Where  fancy 'd  freedom  waits  the  winning  chains 
Varying  from  pangs  to  visionary  joys. 
Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  destroys  1 
Say  then — if  love  to  sudden  rage  gives  way, 
WHl  the  soft  passion  not  resume  its  sway  ? 
Cbamiiog,  and  charm 'd  can  love  finom  love  retire  f 
Can  a  coM  convent  quench  th'  unwilling  fire  ? 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thoughts  refine. 
More  we  admire  1  but  cannot  prove  divine. 


AW 

APOLOGY  TO  BRILLANTE, 

F0%  8AVINO 

LONG  OMITTED  WRmNG  IN  VERSE. 

IM    IMITATION   OF  A    C^ST/IK   MIMIC   OF   ANACSSOV^ 

Cav  I  matehlesi  charms  recite  ? 
Source  of  ever-springing  light  I 
Could  I  count  the  vernal  flowers. 
Count  in  endless  time  the  hours  ; 
Count  the  countless  stars  above. 
Count  the  captive  hearts  of  Love  ; 
Paint  the  torture  of  his  fire, 
Pfldht  the  pangs  those  e}*es  inspire  f 
(Pleasing  torture,  thus  to  shine, 
Purify'd  by  fires  like  thine ! 
Then  I'd  strike  the  sounding  string ! 
Then  I'd  thy  perfection  sing. 

Mystic  world  I^Thou  something  more  ( 
Wonder  of  th'  Almighty's  store  > 
Nati\re*s  depths  we  ort  descry. 
Oft  they 're  pierced  by  Leamng's  eye  ^ 
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Thou*  if  tbongbt  on  tl^  would  gmin. 
Provost  (like  Heaven)  inquiry  Tain* 
Charms  onequal*d  we  ^unue  ! 
Charma  in  shining  throngs  we  yiew  I 
Number'd  tlicn  conld  Nature's  be» 
Kature's  self  were  poor  to  thee. 


RAVAGE'S  POEIfS. 


Air 
EPISTLE 

TO 

Mis.  OLDFIELD, 

or  TBI  THZATIB-IOTAU 

Waits  to  your  charms  unequal  vprse  I  raise^ 
Aw'd,  I  admire,  and  trcmbie  as  I  praise : 
Here  Art  and  Genius  new  refinement  need, 
listening,  tliey  gaze,  and  as  they  gaze,  recede  ^ 
Can  Art  or  Genius,  or  their  powers  combinM, 
.  But  from  corporeal  organs,  sketch  the  mind  ? 
When  sound  embody'd-can  with  shape  surprise^ 
The  Muse  may  emulate  your  voice  and  eyes. 

Mark  rival  arts  perfection's  point  pursoe  ? 
Each  rivals  each,  hut  to  excel  ii>  you  I 
The  bust  and  medal  bear  the  meaning  face, 
And  the  proud  statue  adds  the  posture's  grace  1 
Imag'd  at  length,  the  bury'd  heroine,  known. 
Still  seems  to  wound,  to  smile,  or  fVown  in  stone  I 
Ab  art  would  art,  or  metal  stone  surpass. 
Her  soul  strikes,  gleaming  through  Corinthian  brass  1 
Serene,  the  saint  in  smiling  silver  shines. 
And  cherubs  weep  in  gold  <^er  sainted  shrines  I 
If  long  lost  forms  from  Raphaers  pencil  glow. 
Wondrous  in  warmth  the  mimic  colours  flow  ! 
Each  look,  each  attitude,  new  grace  displays  |   . 
Your  voice  and  motion  life  and  music  raise. 
Thus  Cleopatra  in  your  charms  refines ; 
She  lives,  she  speaks,  with  force  improved  she  shines ! 
Fair,  and  more  fair,  yoo  every  grace  transmit; 
Love,  IcMttmg,  beauty,  elegance,  and  wit. 
Ctesar,  the  world*s  unri\'ali'd  master,  fir'd, 
In  her  imperial  soul,  his  own  admir'd  ! 
Philippics  victor  wore  her  winning  chain. 
And  felt  not  empire's  loss  in  beauty's  gain. 
Could  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  infiuence  know, 
Or  catch  the  silver  accents  as  they  flow, 
Drawn  from  dark  rest  by  your  enchanting  strain^ 
Each  shade  were  lur'd  to  life  and  love  again. 

Say,  sweet  inspirer  1  were  each  annal  known. 
What  living  greatness  shines  there  not  ypvtr  own ! 
If  the  griev'd  Muse  by  some  lov'd  empress  rose. 
New  strength,  new  grace,  it  to  your  influence  owes ! 
If  power  by  war  distinguish'd  height  reveals. 
Your  nobler  pride  the  wounds  of  fortune  heals  ! 
Then  could  an  empire's  cause  demand  your  care, 
The  soul,  that  justly  thinks,  would  greatly  dare. 

Long  has  feign'd  Venus  mock'd  the  Muse's  praise, 
you  dart,  divine  Ophelia  I  genuine  raysl 
Warm  through  those  eyes  enlivening  raptures  roll ! 
Sweet  through  each  striking  feature  streamsyour  soull 
The  soul's  Inight  meanings  heighten  beauty's  fires  $ 
Your  looks,  your  thoughto,  your  deeds,  each  grace 
inspires! 
Knowthen,ifrank'dwithmonarcfas,bereyanrtBnd, 
What  Fate  declines,  you  from  the  Muse  demand  I 
Each  grace  that  snonc.of  old  in  each  fam'd  fejr, 
Or  may  in  modern  dsncf^retoipent  wear  j 


Whatever  just,  emulative  tfaoa|(htr  pmwe^ 
Is  all  confirmed,  is  all  ador'd  in  you  ! 
If  godlike  bosoms  pant  for  power  to  bless 
If  'tis  a  monarch's  glory  to  redress ; 
In  conscious  majesty  you  shine  serene, 
In  thought  a  heroine,  and  in  act  a  qu 


VERSED 

eeCASIOKI»  IT  IIASMtf 

JIfiL  AARON  HILL'S  POEM, 

GALLED  CroEOK. 

The  lines  marked  thus  ' '  ace  taken  tnom  Gidsoit 

Let  other  poete  poorly  ring 

Their  flatteries  to  the  vulgar  great  f 
Her  airy  fli^t  let  wandering  Fancy  win^ 

And  rival  Nature's  most  hmuiant  store. 
To  swell  some  monster's  pride,  who  shames  a  stite^ 

Ot  form  a  wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  power ! 
Thou,  who  inform'd'st  this  clay  with  active  fire ! 

Do  thou,  supreme  of  poweA  I  my  thooghtt  reibe^ 
And  with  thy  purest  heat  my  soul  insphre, 
-That  with  Hillarins*  worth  my  verse  may  diine  ^ 

As  thy  lov'd  Gideon  once  set  Israel  ftea. 

So  he  with  sweet,  seraphic  lay» 
'  Redeems  the  use  of  captive  poetry/ 

Which  first  was  formed  to  spnk  thy  gkmonspniisi  I 

Moses,  with  an  enchanting  tongue^ 

Pharaoh's  just  «Mrerthrow  sublimel^sung  f 

Whea  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  laid. 
Surviving  David  felt  the  softening  fire ! 

And,  by  the  Great  Almighty's  tnndol  aid, 
Wak'd  into  endless  life  his  mournful  lyre. 
Their  difierent  thoughts,  met  in  HiUarins'  taog^ 
Roll  in  one  channel  more  divinely  strong  f 

With  Pindar's  fire  his  verse's  spirit  flsea, 
*  Wafted  in  charming  music  through  the  air;' 

Unstopt  by  clouds,  it  reaches  to  the  skies. 
And  joins  with  angels'  hallelujahs  there. 
Flows  mix'd,  and  sweetly  strikes  th'  Almighty's  ear. 

Rebels  should  blosh  when  they  his  Gideon  see  ( 
That  Gideon  bom  to  set  his  country  free. 

O  that  such  heroes  in  each  age  might  rise, 
Brightening  through  vapours  like  the  moming-stsr» 

Generous  to  triumph,  and  in  council  wisel 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  m  war ! 

^\lien  Gideon,  Oreb,  Hyram,  Shimron  shine 
Fierce  in  the  bUze  of  war  as  they  engage  I 

Great  bard !  what  energy,  but  thine, 
Conld  reach  the  vast  description  of  their  rage  ? 

Or  when,  to  cmel  foes  betrajr'd, 

Sareph  and  Hamar  call  for  aM, 
Lo^,  and  bewilder'd  in  despair. 

How  piereing  are  the  hapless  lover's  cries  t 

What  tender  strokes  in  melting  acoentB  rise  t 
Oh,  what  a  master-piece  of  pity's  there  } 

Nor  goodly  Jbah  shows  thy  sweetness  less. 
When,  like  kmd  Heaven,  be  fines  them  finm  dastresif 

Hail  thou,  whose  verse,  a  living  image,  shines. 
In  Gideon's  ^hanctbr  yoor  own  you  dfew ! 

As  there  the  graoefol  patriot  shhMs, 
We  in  that  inoage  bright  Tliilarint  view ! 

Lft  tbe  low  cnnrd,  who  loro  unwholeaooM  fiu^ 
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Whoi  in  thy  iroidi  the  breath  of  angels  flows, 
Uhf  gnaS'M  spirits,  sick  in  purer  air, 

Xbar  earthy  souls  by  their  dull  -taste  disclose ! 
Thy  dazzling  genius  shines  too  bright  1 
And  they,  like  spectres,  shun  the  streams  of  light. 
Bat  while  in  shades  of  ignorance  they  stray, 
Round  thite  rays  of  knowledge  play, 
*  And  tbov  thee  glittering  in  abstracted  day.' 


TO   TH* 
aiCHT   ROMOVHABLB 

BESSY,  COUSTE!^  OF  ROCHFORD, 
^uoana  op  trb  late  barl  biveri,  whbm  wrrii 

CHILD. 

At  when  the  Sun  wAlks  forth  in  flaming  gold, 
Mean  plants  mfty  smile,  and  humble  fldH'ers  unfoldi 
The  UxW'lud  lark  the  distant  ether  wings, 
And,  as  she  soars,  her  daring  anthem  sings  j 
So,  when  thy  charms  celestial  views  create. 
My  smiriog-aong  surmounts  my  gloomy  fate. 
Thy  angel-embryo  prompCs  my  towering  lajrs, 
Claims  my  fbnd  wish,  and  6res  my  future  praise  : 
May  it,  if  male,  its  grandaire's  image  wear  ; 
Or  in  its  mother's  charms  confess  the  fkir ; 
At  the  kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait ; 
Soft  be  the  paiu,  but  prove  the  blessing  ^reat 

Had,  Rivers !  hallow'd  shade !  descend  fVom  rest ! 
|)escend  and  smile,  to  see  thy  Rochfbrd  blest: 
Weep  not  the  scenes  through  which  my  life  must  run, 
Though  Fate,  fleet-footed,  scents  thy  languid  son. 
Tbe  bar- that,  darkening,  orossM  my  crested  claim,* 
Yiekls  at  lier  charms,  and  brighteqs  in  their  flame : 
That  blood  which,  honoured,  in  thy  Hochford  reigns, 
In  cold  unwilling  wanderings  traced  my  veins. 
Want's  wintery  realm  froze  hanf  around  my  view ; 
And  anon's  keen  blasts  a  cutting  anguish  blew. 
To  such  sad  weight  my  gathering  griels  were  wrought, 
Life  StemM  not  life,  butwhenconvuls'd  with  thought ! 
Decreed  beneath  a  mother's  frown  to  pine, 
Madness  were  ease,  to  misery  fbrm'd  like  mine ! 

Yet  my  Muse  waits  thee  through  the  realms  of  day. 
Where  lambent  Ti^htnings  round  thy  temples  play. 
Sure  my  flerce  woes  will,  like  those  flres,  refine. 
Thus  lose  their  torture,^and  thus  glorious  shine  > 
And  now  the  Muse  heaven's  milky  path  sun^eys, 
V.lth  thee,  'twfatt  pendent  worids,  it  wondering  strays. 
Worlds  which,  uonumberM  as  thy  virtues,  roll 
Round  sans — fnc*d,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  soul ! 
Hence  lights  refracted  run  through  distant  skies. 
Changeful  on  azure  plains  in  quivering  dyesl 
60  thy  mind  darted  through  its  earthy  frame, 
A  wide,  a  various,  and  a  glittering  flama 

Now  a  new  scene  enormous  lustre  brings, 
Kow  seraphs  shade  thee  round  with  silver  wings; 
In  angel-fbrms  thou  seestthy  Rochfbrd  shine.; 
)a  each  swaetform  is  trac*d  her  beauteoua  line!  ' 
Such  was  her  soul,  ere  this  selected  moukl 
3prung  at  thy  wish,  the  sparkUng  lifie  t'  infiald  1 
80  amidst  cherubs  shone  her  son  refin'd. 
Ere  iD&oa-flesh  tbe  new-form'd  sool  enshrined  I 
60  shall  a  sequent  race  firom  Rochfbrd  rise, 
Tli«  voriirs  ^r  pride  ^desoMmti  of  the  skies. 


TO  T8B  itCBLlBilT 

MIRANDA, 

CONSORT   OP   AABOM    HILL,   ESQ. 
031   READING   BEB   POEMS. 

Each  softening  charm  of  Clio's  smiling  song, 
Montague's  soul,  wbidi  shines  divinely  strong. 
These  bleud,  with  graceful  ease,  tafbrmthy  rhyme» 
Tender,  yet  chaste ;  sweet-sounding,  yet  sublime; 
Wisdom  and  wit  have  niade  thy  works  their  care^ 
Each  paraion  glows,  refiiiM  by  precept,  there : 
To  fair  Miranda's  fbrm  each  grace  is  kind  ; 
The  Muses  and  the  V^tues  tune  thy  mind. 


VERSES 

TO  A 

YOUSG  LADY. 

'Polly,  from  me,  thongfa  now  a  love-sick  yonth^ 
Nay,  though  a  poet,  hear  the  voice  of  truth  I 
Polly,  you're  not  a  beanty,  yet  jwrn're  pretty; 
So  gnve,  yet  gay ;  so  silly,  yet  so  witty ; 
A  heart  of  sof^n^,  yet  a  tongue  of  satire ; 
You  've  cruelty,  yet,  ev'n  with  that,  good  nature  : 
Now  you  are  free,  and  now  reserv'd  awhile; 
Now  a  fbrc'd  frown  betrays  a  willing  smile. 
Reproach'd  fur  absence,  yet  your  sight  deoy'd  ; 
My  tongue  you  silenc?,  yet  my  silence  chide. 
How  would  you  pmise  me,  should  your  sex  defame  I 
Yet,  should  they  praise,  grow  jealous,  and  exclaim. 
If  I  despair,  with  some  kind  look  you  bless ; 
But  if  1  hope,  at  dace  all  hope  suppress. 
You  scorn ;  y^  should  my  passion  change,  or  fiul^ 
Too  late  you'd  whimper  out  a  softer  tale, 
.You  love :  yet  from  your  lover's  wish  retire ; 
Doubt,  yet  discern ;  deny,  and  jretdeshe. 
Such,  Polly,  are  your  sex^part  truth,  part  fietioBy 
Some  thought,  much  whim,  and  all  acootndictkm^ 


THB 

GENTLEMAN. 

AnDRBSBBO  TO 

'     JOHN  JOUFFE,  Esq. 

A  DB0BMT  mein,  and  elegance  of  dress. 

Words,  which,  at  ease,  each  winning  graoe  expieai  % 

A  life,  where  love,  by  wisdom  poli^'d,  shines. 

Where  wisdom's  self  again,  by  love,  refines ; 

Where  we  to  chance  fi>r  friendship  never  trust. 

Nor  ever  dread  from  sudden  whim  disgust ; 

The  social  manners,  and  the  heart  humane  ; 

A  nature  ever  great,  and  ne\'er  vain ; 

A  wit,  that  no  licentious  pertness  knows ; 

The  sense,  that  unassuming  candour  shows  ; 

Reason,  by  narrow  principles  uncheck'd. 

Slave  to  no  party,  bigot tq  no  sect; 

Knowledge  of  various  life,  of  learning  too ; 

Thence  taste ;  thence  truth,  which  will  fh>m  tast^ 

ensue: 
Unwilling  censure^  though  a  judgment  clear  |     . 
A  smile  ifldalgenty  and  tbat  smile  sincere  ^ 
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SAVAGE'S  POEMS. 


An  humble,  though  an  elevated  mind ; 

A  pride,  its  pleasure  but  to  serve  mankind  : 

If  these  esteem  and  admiration  raise } 

Give  true  delight,  and  gain  unflattering  praise. 

In  one  wish'd  view,  th'  accomplished  man  we  see ; 

These  graces  all  are  thine,  and  thou  art  he. 


CHARACTER 

OP  THE  , 

Rev.  JAMES  FOSTER. 


Tkom  Codex  hear,  ye  ecclesiastic  men, 
I'his  pastoral  charge  to  Webster,  Stabbing,  Ven  ; 

Attend,  ye  emblems  of  your  P -'s  mind  ! 

Mark  feitli,  mark  hope,  mark  charity,  definM  ; 
On  terms,  whence  oo  ideas  ye  can  draw. 
Pin  welt  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law  ; 
First  wealth,  a  crosier  next,  your  hope  inflame ; 
And  next  church-power-— a  power  o'er  conscience, 

claim  i 
In  modes  of  worship  right  of  choice  deny  ; 
Say,  to  c»mvert,  all  means  are  fiaiir  j— adid,  why  ? 
Tis  pbaqtable—let  your  pow^r  decree, 
•That  persecution  then  is  chajrity ; 
Call  reason  errour ;  forms,  not  things,  display  ; 
Let  moral  doctrine  to  alwtnise  give  way ; 
Sink  deiponstration  ',  mystery  preach  alone ; 
Be  thus  religion's  friend,  and  thus  your  own. 
But  Foster  well  this  honest  truth  extendi— 
Where  mystery  begins,  religion  ends. 
In  him,  great  modem  miracle !  we  see 
A  priest,  from  a\'arice  and  ambition  free  ;    . 
One  whom  no  perbecating  spirit  fires; 
Whose  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  inspires 
lieam'd,  not  assuming ;  eloquent,  yet  plain ; 
Mecic,  though  not  timorous;  conscious,  though  not 

vain ; 
Without  craft,  reverend  j  holy,  without  cant ; 
Zealous  for  trutHf  without  enthusiast  ranL. 
His  faith,  where  no  credulity  is  seen, 
'Twixt  infidel  and  bigot,  marks  the  mean  ; 
His  hope,  no  mitre  militant  on  Garth,  [worth. 

*T1s  that  bright  crown,  which  Heaven  reserves  for 
A  priest,  in  charity  with  all  mankind. 
His  love  to  virtue,  not  to  sect  con(in*d  : 
Truth  his  delight ;  from  him  it  flames  abroad, 
Froui  him,  who  fears  no  bemg,  but  his  God. 
In  him  from  Christian,  moral  light  can  shine  ; 
Nut  mad  with  mystery,  but  a  sound  divine  ; 
He  wins  the  wise  and  good,  with  reason's  lore  ; 
Then  strikes  their  passions  with  pathetic  power  ; 
Where  vice  cieets  her  head,  rebukes  the  page  ; 
Mix'd  with  rebuke,  persuasive  charms  engage ; 
Charms,'  which  th'   unthinking  must  to  thought 

excite; 
jjo !  vice  less,  viciqps !  virtue  more  upright : 
H5m  copy,  Codex,  that  the  good  and  wise, ' 
Who  so  abhor  thy  heart,  and  bead  despise, 
]43y  see  thee  now,  though  late,  redeem  thy  name, 
^nd  glorify  what  else  is  damn*d  to  fame. 

But  should  some  churchman,  apeing  wit  severe, 
«( xh(B  poet  ^  lure  tam*d  baptisf'-'^ay,  and  sneer ! 


Shame  on  that  narrow  mind  so  often  kwnn^ 
Which  in  one  mode  of  faith,  own»  worth  alone; 
Sneer  on,  rail,  i^rangle !  nought  this  truth  repels.* 
Virtue  is  virtue,  wheresoever  she  dwells ; 
And  sure,'  where  learning  gives  her  light  to  shiotk 
Her's  is  all  praise— if  hers,  'tis  Foster,  thine 
Thee  boast  dissenters^;,  we  with  pride  may  ova 
Our  Tillotaoa;  and  fiome,  her  Fen^oa  <«. 


THE 

POET'S  DEPEXDAirCK 

OV   A 

STATESMAiV.   ' 

SoMB  seem  to  hint,  and  others  proof  wfl!  bring. 
That,  from  neglect,  my  numerous  hardships  sprinfw 
►  "  Seek  the  great  man  »^'  they  cry— *tis  then  (ie*> 
In  him,  if  J^rourt  fortune,  I  succeed.  fcreed^ 

What  friends  to  seeond  ?  who  for  me  should  su^ 
Have  interests,  partial  to  themselves,  tn  view* 
They  own  my  matchless  fate  compasrioo.  draws ; 
They  all  wish  well,  lament,,  bu4  dirop  mytcauae. 
There  are  who  ask  no.  pension,  want  ho  phce> 
No  title  wish,  and  would  accept  no  grace. 
Can  I  entreat,  they  should  for  me  obtain 
The  least,  who  i^reatest  for  themselves  disdain  ? 
A  RUtesinan,  knowing  this,  unkind,  will  cry, 
"Those  lox-e  him:    let  those  serve  binl—wfar 
should  I  ?" 
Say,  shall  I  tutu  where  lucre  points,  nky  views ;. 
At  first  desert  my  friends,  at  length  abuse  ? 
But,  on  les&  terms,  in  promise  he  complies : 
Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arise  ? 
I  trust,  am  trusted  on  my  fairy  gain ; 
*   And  woes  on  woes  attend,  an  endless  train. 
Be  posts  dijq»s'd  at  wiH !— 1  have,  for  these^ 
No  gold  to  plead,  do  impadenoe  to  tease. 
All  secret  service  from  my  soul  I  hate  ;, 
All  dark  inli-igues  of  pleasure,  oc  of  states 
1  have  no  power,  election-votesto  gain: 
No  will  to  hackney  out  polemic  strain ; 
To  shape,  sks  time  shall  serve,  my  verse,  or  psvMe^ 
To  flatter  thence,  nor  slur,  a  ouurtier's  foes; 
Nor  him  to  daub  witTi  praise,  if  I  prevail  ; 
Nor  shock'd  by  him  with  libels  to  assail.  ' 
Where  these  are  not,  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 
Though  mine  the  Muse  and  virtue,  birth  and  wrongs^ 

Where  lives  tlie  sUtesman,  so  in  honuur  clear. 
To  give  where  he  has  noughtto  hope,  nor  foar> 
No ! — there  to  seek,  is  biit  to  find  fiesh  pain : 
The  promise  broke,  renew'd,  and  broke  again ; 
To  be,  as  humour  deignSt  receiv'd,  refus'd  j 
By  turns  aflronted,  and  by  turns  amusHl ; 
To  lofiethat  time,  which  worthier th<Mi^hts  require; 
To  lose  the  health,  which  shouM  thoie   thougfals 
inspire) 


'  In  this  character  of  the  iw.  J«inet  Foster 
trpth  guided  the  pen  of  the  muse.  Mr  Pope  paid 
a  tribute  to  the  modest  worth  of  this  excellent  man : 
little  did  he  imagine  his  rev,  Annotator  would  en- 
deavour to  conveit  his  praise  into  abuse.  Tlie  cha- 
racter and  writings  of  Foster  will  be  admired  and 
read,  when  the  works  of  the  bitter  oodbatw^ii^ 
are  foi^iotten.    K 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


TO  MIS?  M  .  .  .  IT .  .  *  : 


m 


Ta starve  and  faope;  or,  Uke  camelioiii,  fare 
Od  miniflterial  &ithy  which  means  but  air. 

But  Mill,  undroopiog,  I  the  crew  disdain. 
Who,  Of  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wealth  obtain. 
Ne'er  let  me  be,  through  those,  from  want  exempt ; 
In  one  man's  fistoiir,  in  the  world's  contempt : 
Wone  in  my  own ! '^through  thusie,  to  posts  who 

rise, 
ThemselTes,  in  secret,  must  themselves  despise ; 
Vile,  and  more  vile,  til!  they,  at  length,  disclaim 
Not  sense  alone  of  glory,  but  of  shame. 

What  though  I  hourly  see  the  servile  herd,  . 
For  meaunsss  honour'd,  and  for  guilt  prefer'd  j 
See  seliish  passion,  public  virtue  seem  ; 
Aod  public  virtue  an  enthusiast  dream ;   ■ 
Sre  favour'd  falsehood,  mnooence  belied. 
Meekness  depressed,  and  power-elated  pride ; 
A  scene  will  show,  all-righteous  vision,  haste ; 
The  meek  exalted,  and  the  pYoud  debas'd  l-« 
Oh,  to  be  there  f — to  tread  thM  friendly  shore, 
Where  falsehood,  pride,  and  statesmen  are  no  more  I 

But  ere  indul^d— «re  Fate  my  breath  shall  claim, 
A  poet  stjl)  is  anxbus  after  fame. 
What  future  fiime  would  my  ambition  crave  ? 
This  were  my  wish— could  ought  my  memory  save, 
Say,  when  in  death  my  sorrows  lie  reposM, 
That  my  past  life  no  v^al  view  disclosed ; 
Sny,  I  well  knew,  while  in  a  state  obscure. 
Without  the  being  base,  the  being  poor; 
Say,  I  had  parts,  too  moderate  to  transcend: 
Yet  sense  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t'  ofiend ;  ^. 
My  heart  supplying  what  my  head  denied. 
Say  that,  by  Pope  esteemed  I  liv'd  and  died ; 
Whose  writings  the  best  rules  to  write  could  give ; 
Whose  life,  the  nobler  science,  how  to  live. 


AN 

EPISTLE 


DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

HcAR  Damon,  Delia  hear,  in  candid  lays. 
Truth  without  anger,  without  flattery,  praise  1 

A  bocrfdsb  mind,  with  pedantry  unfrangfat. 
Oft  a  sedate,  yet  never  gloomy  thought : 
Prompt  to  rejoice,  whien  others  ple/.iure  know. 
And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  fer  others  woe; 
To  soften  feults,  to  which  a  foe  is  prone, 
And,  in  a  firiend^s  perfection,  praise  your  owti: 
A  will  sincere,  unknown  to  selfish  views  ; 
A  heart  of  love,  of  gallantry  a  Muse ; 
A  delicate,  yet  not  a  jealous  mind  ; 
A  passion  ever  fond,  yet  never  blind, 
Oknring  wiHi  amorous,  yet  with  guiltless  fires. 
In  ever-eager,  never  gross  desires : 
A  modest  honour,  sacred  to  contain 
Wnmi  tattling  vanity,  when  smiles  you  galki ; 
Goostant,  most  pleas'd   when  beauty  most 

please; 
Damon !  your  pictnre*s  ^hnwn  in  tints  like  these. 

Say,  DeTia  I  must  I  chide  you  or  commend  ? 
8ay,  iDiMt  1  be  your  flatterer  or  yonr  friend  ? 

To  praise  no  graces  m  a  rival  fair. 
Nor  your  Own  foibles  in  a  sister  spare ; 
Bach  lover's  billet,  bantering,  to  reveal, 
Md  never  known  one  seersi  to  conceal ; 


ywi 


Young,  fickle,  fair,  a  levity  mbom. 

To  treat  all  sighing  slaves  with  flippant  scorn  $ 

An  eye,  expressive  of  a  wandering  mind : 

Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  inclin'd ; 

Or  when  a  book,  or  thought,  from  whim  retard^ 

Intent  on  songs  or  novels,  dress  or  cairds ; 

Choice  to  select  the  party  of  dehght, 

To  kill  time,  thought,  and  fame,  in  frolic  flighty 

To  flutter  here,  to  flurry  there  on  wing  ;    * 

To  talk,  to  tease,  to  simper,  or  to  sing ; 

To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it — him  to  trust, 

Whose  vain,  loose  life,  should  caution  or  disgust ; 

Him  to  dislike,  whose  modest  worth  should  please.-*- 

Say,  is  your  picture  shown  in  tints  like  these  } 

Your's !  —you  deny  it«-Hear  the  poiut  then  tried, 

Tjet  judgment,  truth,  the  Muse,  and  love  decide. 

What  yonr's  I — Nay,  fairest  trifler,  firown  not  so :     ' 

Is  it }  the  Muse  with  doubts— Love  answers,  Ao : 

You  smile — Is't  not  ?  Again  the  question  try  !•— 

Yes,  judgment  thinks,  and  truth  will  yes,  reply. 


MISS  M  . 


H. 


SBwr  wrrH 
Mr.  POPE'S  WORKS. 

Skx  female  vice  and  female  folly  here, 

Rallied  with  wit  polite,  or  lash*d  severe  : 

Let  Pope  present  such  objects  to  onr  view ; 

Such  are,  my  fair,  the  fall  reverse  of  you. 

Rapt  irhen,  to  Loddon's  stream  ^  from  WindioiV 

shades, 
He  sings  the  modest  charms  of  sylvan  maids  ; 
Dear  Burford*s  hills  in  memory's  eye  appear, 
And  Luddal's  spring  >  still  murmurs  in  my  ear  t 
But  when  you  cease  to  bless  my  longing  eyes. 
Dumb  is  the  spring,  the  joyless  prospect  dies : 
Come  then,  my  charmer,  come!  here  transpoi^ 

reigns  ?  '  . 

New  health,  new  youth,  inspirits  all  my  veins. 
Each  hour  let  intercourse  of  hearts  employ. 
Thou  life  of  loveliness !  thou  soul  of  joy  I 
Love  wakes  the  birds— oh,  hear  each  melting  lay  f 
Love  warms  the  world — come  charmer,  come  away  1 
But  hark ! — immortal  Pope  resumes  the  lyre ! 
Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  inspire : 
Hark  where  an  angel's  language  tunes  the  line  1 
See  where  the  thoughts  and  looks  of  angels  shine  1 
Here  he  pour'd  all  the  music  of  your  ton^e. 
And  all  your  looks  and  thoughts,  unconscious,  sung. 


OV   THE   RBCOVERT   Of 

^  LADY  OF  d  tJALirr 
FROM  THB  SMALL  POX, 

"LoNO  a  lovVl  feir  had  bless'd  her  consort's  sigfal 
With  amorous  pride,  and  undisturb'd  delight; 
Till  Death,  grown  envious  with  repugnant  som, 
Frown'd  at  their  joys,  and  urg'd  a  tyrant's  claim* 

>  Alluding  to  the  beautiful  episode  of  Loddon^ 
hi  Windsor  Forest. 
s  A  spnog  near  Budbrd. 
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He  sammons  each  disease  t^the  iKlxloids  crew, 
Writfamg,  in  dire  distortioiw,  strike  his  view  I 
From  various  plagues,  which  various  natures  know. 
Forth  rushes  beauty's  fear'd  and  fervent  fee. 
Fierce  to  the  fair,  the  missile  miita^hie^  flies. 
The  sanguine  streams  in.  raging  ferments  rise ! 
It  drives,  ignipoteiit,  tfarough  ever^  vein, 
Hangs  on  the  heart,  and  bums  around  the  brain ! 
Now  a  chill  dftmp  the  charmer's  lustre  dinls  I 
Sad  o'er  her  eyes  the  livid  l^gnor  swims  t 
Her  eyes,  that  with  a  glanoe  co^ld  joy  inspire, 
like  setting  stars,  scarce  shoot  a  gliHiitiering  dfe. 
•    Here  stands^ier  <ionsort,  sore,  with  angtiiA,  prest, 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terrour  in  his  breast 
The  Paphian  Graces,  smit  with  anxious  carCly 
In  silent  sorrow  weep  the  waining  feir. 
Eight  suns,  successive,  roll  their  fere  away. 
And  eight  slow  nights  see  their  deep  shades  decajr. 
While  these  retolve,  though  mdte  each   MAse 

appears. 
Each  speaking  eye  drops  eloquence  m  tears. 
On  the  ninth  noon,  great  Phcebus,  listening  bends ! 
On  the  ninth  nooii,  each  voice  in  prayer  ascends  !•«-  < 
Great  God  of  light,  of  song,  and  physic's  art, 
Bestore  the  languid  feir,  n6w  soul  impart  f 
Her  beauty,  wit,  and  virtue,  claim  thy  care» 
And  thine  own  bounty's  almost  rival'd  there. 
Each  paus'd.  The  god  assents.  Would  Death  Hd 
vance^ 
Phoebus,  unseen,  arrests  the  threatening  lance ! 
Down  fit>m  his  orb  a  tlVid  influence'  streams. 
And  quickening  earth  imbibes/salubrious  beams; 
Each  balmy  prant,  increase  of  virtue  knows, 
And  art,  inspir'd,  with  all  her  patron,  gknvs, 
The  charmer's  opemng  eye,  kind  hope,  reveals, 
Kind  hope,  her  consort's  breast  enfivening  feels. 
Each  grace  revives,  .each  Muse  resumes  the  lyre, 
Ea^h  beauty  brightens  with  re-lumin'd  fire. 
As  health's  auspicious  powers  gay  life  display, 
peatby  sullen  at  the  sight,  stalks  stof^  sway^ 


THE 

FRIEND. 

AN 

EPISTLE 

TO 

AARON  HILL  Esq. 

O  My  lov'd  Hill,  O  thou  by  Heaven  designed 
Tb  chenn,  to  mend,  and  to  adorn  manUnd ! 
T6  thee  my  hopes,  fears,  joys,  and  sorrows  tend. 
Thou  brother,  fether,  nearar  yet ! — thou  friend ! 

If  worldly  friendships  oft  cement,  divide. 
As  interests  vaiy,  or  as  whims  preside; 
If  leagues  of  luxury  borrow  friendship's  light. 
Or  leagues  subversive  of  all  sbcial  right: 
O  say,  my  Hill,  in  what  propitious  sphere, 
Qaib  we  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  sincere? 
Tis  where  the  worthy  and  the  wise  rethe; 
There  wealth  may  leara  its  use,  may  love  hispn«; 
Thae  may  yonng  worth,  the  n6bl6st  end  obtain, 
In  want  nay  iriendsjin  fiiendi  may  knowledge  gi&n; 
In  knowledge  bliss ;  for  wisdom  virtue  finds^ 
Jtod  brfghtsns  mortal  to  immortal  mhMls. 
Kind  then  my  wrongs,  if  love,  like  yoniv,  foooeed  ; 
For  7WI9  like  virtue,  are  »  fhead  indeo^ 


Oft  when  yon  saw  my  yooth  wild  emmrboVi 
Reproof,  soft-hinted,  tan^t  the  Wash  to  glow. 
Young  and  unform'd,  you  first  my  gennis  rais'd, 
Just  smil'd  when  feully,  and  when  moderate  prai^^ 
Me  shun'd,  me  ruin'd,  such  a  mdther>i  lage ! 
You  sung,  till  pity  wept  o'er  ev^  page. 
Vott  caird  my  lays  and  wronf^  to  eitriy  feme; 
Yet,  yet,  th'  obdurate  motlier  feli  no  shame. 
Pterc'd  as  I  was  !  your  couaafl  aoften'd  care. 
To  ease  tum'd  anguish,  an^  tcr  hope  despair. 
The  m«d  who  never  wound  afflictive  feels. 
He  never  felt  the  balmy  werrth  that  heals. 
Welcome  the  wound,  when  bleiit  wiffa  such  rdief ! 
For  d«ep  is  felt  the  friend,  wtien  feH  in  grief. 

From  you  sfuUl  ne^er,  btit  wr£h  life,  remove' 
A^iring  genius.  Condescending  love.* 
When  sofne,  with  cold,  Siipefrior  loofe,  redres^ 
Relief  seeims  insolt,  Und  dotofirms  distress ; 
You,  when  you  view  tfie  nian  witii  wrongs  besie^^d^ 
While  wdrm  you  net  th'  obliger,  sefem  th'  oblig'd. 
All-whining  mild  to  each  of  k>wly  statd ; 

f  o  equids  freeV  unservile  to  the  great; 

Greatjiess  you  honoiir,  when  hf  worth  sicquir'd ; 

Worth  is  1^  worth  in  every  raw  adilSir^d. 

Greatness  you  SCont ,  when  titles  insult  wjpeak ; 

Proud  to  vaid  pride,  to  honiour'dl  meeknen  meek.- 

That  worthless  bliss,  which  others  ciourt,  3rou  fly; 

That  worthy  woe,  they  shun,  attracts  your  eye. 
But  shah  the  Muse  rescAmd  alone  your  praise; 

No— let  the  t>ttblic  frieiid  exalt  her  lays ! 

O  trace  that  friend  with  me  !-*^he's  yours  l^^be^ 
mine  !-A 

The  worfd's^beneficent  behold  him  shine  f 
Is  wealth  his  sphere  ?     If  riches,  like  a  tide^ 

FVom  either  India  pour  fheir  golden  pride; 

Rich  in  good  works,  liim  others  wants  empkyy; 

He  gives  the  widoW'a  hetfrt  to  sing  for  joy» 

To  orphafts,  prisoners,  shall  his  bounty  flow  ; 

The  weeping  family  of  want  and  woe. 
Is  knowledge  his }  Bene^ently  great. 

In  leisure  active,  and  in  care  sedate ; 

What  aid,  hn  little  wealth  perchance  denies^ 

In  each  hard  instance  his  advice  supplies. 

With  modest  truth  he  sets  the  wandering  9ght, 

And  giveb  religion  ptire,  primeval  light; 

In  love  diffusive,  as  in  light  refin'd. 

The  liberal  emblem  of  his  Maker's  mind« 
Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  then,  liUe  power  divine^ 

On  all,  though  '<«ith  a  varied  ray,  win  shine. 

Ere  power  was  his,  the  man  heoncecaress'd. 

Meets  the  same  feithful  smile,  and  mutual  breast  1 

But  s^  his  friend  some  (dignity  of  state  ; 

His  friend,  unequal  ta  ih*  incumbent  weight? 

Asks  it  a  stranger,  6ne  whom  parts  in^^lie 

With  all  a  people's  welferc  would  require  ? 

His  choice  admits  no  pAiiise;  his  gift  will  prove 

All  private,  well  abaotb'd  in  public  1ov«. 

He  shields  his  country,  when  fer  aid  she  calls; 

Or,  tfhould  she  fell,  with  her  he  greatly  fells : 

But,-  as  proud  Rome,  wKh  guilty  conquest  crown'^ 

Spfe&d  slavery,  death  and  desolltion  round, 

ShouM  e'er  his  country,  for  dominion's  prizes 

Agfbnst  thesom  of  men  a  fection  liie* 

Glory  in  hers,  is  in  his  eye  disgrace  ; 

The  fHend  of  truth;  the  fnehd  of  human  m 
Thus  to  no  one,  no  sect,  no  clime  ooofln^ 

His  boundless  love  embraces  all  mankind  ; 

And  all  theurvntnes  in  his  life  are  known; 

And  all  tbe|^  jofP  and  eerfowv  tie  hit  ew» 
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ttefe  are  the  lights,  where  rtandft  that  friend 


Thn,  this  the  spfait,  which  infornu  thy  InneaaL 
ThTOQgfa  fbrtane's  cloud  thy  genuine  worth  can  shine ; 
^miet  woaid*st  thou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatness 
thine? 


AW 

EPISTLB 

TO 

Mr.  JOSN  DYER, 

AUTHOR  OF   GItOWCAE-BlLl. 

In  Answer  to  his  frem  the  Country  ^. 

Kow  various  birds  in  meHing  concert  srog. 
And  bail  the  beauty  of  the  opening  Spiing  : 
Nov  to  thy  dreams  the  nightingale  complains, 
Till  the  lark  wakes  thee  with  her  cheeiful  strains; 
Wakes,  in  thy  Terse  anflS  friendship  ever  kind, 
>felodioas  comfort  to  my  jarring  mind. 

OhyCould  my  soul  through  def^  of  knowledge  see, 
Could  I  read  Nature  and  mankind  like  thee, 
I  should  overcome,  or  bear  the  shocks  of  frtte. 
And  e*eD  draw  envy  to  the  humblest  state. 
Thou  canst  raise  honour  from  each  ill  event, 
From  shocks  gain  vigour,  and  from  want  content. 

Think  not  light  poetry  my  life's  chief  care ! 
The  Mii8e*s  mansion  is,  at  best,  but  air ; 
fiat,  if  more  solid  works  my  meaning' forms, 
Th'  unfinish*d  stmctures  fail  by  fortune's  storms. 

Oft  have  I  said  we  falsely  those  accuse. 
Whose  god^like  souls  life's  middle  state  refuse. 
Self-kyve,  I  cry*d,  there  seeks  ignoble  rest ; 
Care  sleqis  not  calm,  when  millions  wake  unblest ; 
Mean  let  me  shrink,  or  spread  sweet  shade  o'er  all. 
Low  as  the  shrub,  or  as  the  ce^r  tall  !— 
n'was  vain  'twas  wild ! —  I  sought  the  middle  state. 
And  fomxl  the  good,  and  luund  the  truly  great 

Though  vene  can  never  give  my  soul  her  aim; 
Though  action  only  claimr  substantial  fome ; 
Thougb  fiite  denies  what  my  proud  wants  require. 
Yet  grant  me.  Heaven,  by  knowledge  to  aspire : 
Thus  to  inquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind ; 
Thus  clear  dimmM  truth,  and  bid  her  bless  mankind ; 
Frooi  the  pierc'd  orphan  thus  draw  shafts  of  grief  I 
Arm  want  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief ! 
To  serve  lov'd  liberty  inspire  my  breath  ! 
Of,  if  my  life  be  useless,  grant  me  death  ; 
For  he,  who  useless  is  in  life  surveyed. 
Burthens  that  world,  his  duty  bids  him  aid. 

Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind, 
'  Which  he  gains  most,  who  least  has  serv'd  mankind ; 
Titles,  when  worn  by  fools,  J  dare  despise ; 
Yet  they  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wise. 
When  high  distioctioQ  marip  deserving  heirs, 
Desert  stUI  dignifies  the  mark  it  wears. 
Bat,  who  to  birth  alone  woqld  honours  owe  ? 
HonDav*,  if  true,  from  seeds  of  merit  grow. 
Those  trees  with  sweetest  charms  injrite  our  eyes. 
Which,  from  our  own  engraftment,  fruitful  rise. 
Still  we  love  best  what  we  with  labour  gain. 
Mm  tb«  diild'a  dearer  ibr  the  mother's  pain* 

>  See  Dyees  Poems. 


The  great  I  wouVl  not  enr)r  nor  deride ; 
Nor  stoop  to  swell  a  vain  superior's  pride ; 
Nor  view  an  equal's  hope  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Nor  crush  the  wretch  beneath  who  wailing  lies* 
My  sympathizing  breast  his  grief  can  feel. 
And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I  cannot  heal. 
Ne'er  among  fricnidships  let  me  sow  debate. 
Nor  by  another's  fidl  advance  my  state  ; 
Nor  misuse  wit  against  an  absent  friend : 
Let  me  the  virtues  of  a  (be  defend  1 
In  wealth  and  want  true  minds  preserve  their  weighty 
Meek,  though  exalted ;  though  disgrac'd,  elate : 
Generous  and  grateful,  wnmg'd  or  help'd  they  live  ;^ 
Grateful  to  serve,  and  generous  to  forgive. 

This  may  they  learn,  who  close  thy  life  attend  ; 
Which  dear,  in  memory,  still  instructs  thy  friend. 
Though  cruel  distance  bars  my  grosser  eye, ' 
My  soul,  clear  sighted,  draws  thy  virtue  nigh ; 
Thro^  her  deep  woe  that  quickening  comfort  gleams^ 
And  I'lgfate  up  fortitude  with  friendship's  beams. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED  ST  TBS 

ViCB-pRiKcirAL  09  St.  BfAav-BALL,  Ozron^ 

BBINO  PRBSEirrBD  BT  THB  ROMOVBABLB   MB^.  KHICHT^ 
TO  THB  LIVING  OP  COOSFISLD  IM  SSSBlb      • 

While  by  mean  arts  and  meaner  patrons  risd 
Priests,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  despise ; 
This  'sees  fair  Knight,  in  whose  transcendent  mind. 
Are  wisdom,  purity,  and  truth. enshrin'd. 
A  modest  merit  now  she  plans  to  lift. 
Thy  living,  Godsfield !  fSsUs  her  instant  gift. 
"  Let  me"  (she  said)  "  reward  alone  the  wise. 
And  make  the  church-revenue  Virtue's  prize. 

She  sought  the  onan  of  honest,  candid  breast^ 
In  fEiith,  in  works  of  goodness,  full  exprest ; 
Though  young,  yet  tutoring  academic  youth 
To  science  moral,  and  rehgious  truth. 
She  sought  where  the  dishiterested  friend. 
The  scholar,  sage,  and  free  companion  Mend  ; 
The  pleasing  poet,  and  the  deep  divine. 
She  Bought,  she  found,  and,  Hart !  the  prize  was  thineb 


FVLVIA> 


Let  Fulvia's  wisdom  be  a  slave  to  will. 
Her  darling  possioiis,  scandal  and  quadrille ; 
On  friends  and  foes  her  tongue  a  satire  knoifn. 
Her  deeds  a  satire  on  herself  alone.  ^ 

On  her  poo^  kindred  deigns  she  word  or  look? 
Tis  cold  respect,  or  'tis  unjust  rebuke ; 
Worse  when  good  natnr'd,  than  when  most  severer 
The  jest  impure  then  pains  the  modest  ear. 
How  just  the  sceptic  !  the  divine  how  odd ! 
What  tuns  of  wit  play  smartly  on  her  Ood ! 

The  Fates,  my  nearest  kindled,  foes  decreet 
Fnlm,  when  piqu'd  at  them,  straight  pities  vt.. 
She,  like  benevolence,  a  smile  bestows, 
Fhvnors  to  me  indulge  her  spleen  to  those. 
The  banquet  served,  with  petfresaes  I  sit : 
She  tells  iny  story,  and  repeats  my  wit. 
-^^ith  laoQtb  distorted  through  a  sounding  oom 
it  «mi^es,  now  honeliiiess  more  homely  grow*. 
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SAVAGE'S  POEMS. 


Wifh  Me-saw  nrnids,  and  nonsense  not  my  own. 
She  akrews  her  features,  and  she  cracks  her  tone. 
*'  How  6ne  your  Bastard  I  why  ao  soft  a  strain  ? 
What  such  a  mother  ?  satirize  again  !" 

Oft  I  object— but  fix'd  is  Pulm»s  will— 
Ah  1  though  unkhid,  she  is  my  mother  stall  ( 

The  verse  now  flows,  the  manuscript  she  claims 
Tis  iam*d — The  fame,  each  curious  iair  inflames : 
The  wild-fire  runs ;  from  copy,  copy  grows : 
The  BreU,  alarmed,  a  separate  peace  propose. 
Tis  ratified— How  altered  Fulria's  look  ! 
My  wit's  det^raded,  and  my  cause  forsook. 
Thus  she  :  "  What^s  poetry  but  to  amuse? 
Might  I  advise— there  are  more  solid  views." 
With  a  cool  air  she  adds :  "This  tale  is  old : 
Were  it  my  case,  it  should  np  more  be  told. 
Complatnte— had  1  been  worthy  to  advise — 
You  know — But  when  are  wits,  like  womeo,  wise  ? 
True  it  may  take  ;  but,  think  whatever  you  list. 
All  love  the  satire,  none  the  satirist.*' 

I  start,  I  sUre,  stand  fixM,  then  pause  awhile  ; 
Then  hesitate,  then  ponder  well,  then  smile. 
*•  Madam— a  pension  lost — and  whereas  amends  I" 
**Stfp"(«he  replies)  "indeed  youMl  lose  yourfnends." 
Why  did  1  start?  'twas  but  a  change  of  wind — 
.  Or  the  same  thing— the  lady  cbang  d  her  miad. 
1  bow,  depart,  despise,  discern  her  all : 
Kanny  revisits,  and  disgrac'd  I  fsH. 

Lfet  Fulvia's  friendship  whirl  with  every  whim ! 
A  reed,  a  weather-coi*k,  a  shade,  a  dream  : 
No  more  the  friendsliip  shall  be  now  displayed 
Py  weathercock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  shade  ; 
To  Nanny  fix'd  unvarying  shall  it  tend. 
For  souls,  so  form'd  alike,  were  fpnn'd  to  blend. 


EPITAPH 

OV  A 

YOUNG  LADY. 

Clos'd  are  those  eyes,  that  beam'd  seraphic  Are ; 
Cold  is  that  breast,  which  gave  the  world  desire : 
Mute  is  the  voice  where  winning  softness  wami'd. 
Where  music  melted,  and  where  wisdom  charmed. 
And  lively  wit,  which,  decently  confin'd , 
No  prude  e*er  thought  impure,  no  friend  unkind. 
Could  modest  knowledge,  fair  untrifling  youth. 
Persuasive  reason  and  endearing  truth. 
Could  honour,  shown  ih  friendships  most  refin'd. 
And  sense,  that  shields  th'attempted  virtuous  mind : 
The  social  temper  never  known  to  strife. 
The  heightening  graces  that  embf  llish  life  ; 
Could  these  have  e'er  the  darts  of  Death  defied. 
Never,  ah  !  never  had  Melinda  died  ; 
Nor  can  she  die — ev*n  now  survives  her  name. 
Immortalized  by  friendship,  love,  and  fame. 


TUB 

GENIUS  OF  LIBERTY 
A  POEM. 

•CCASIOXtD  BY  THE   DEPABTURB  OF  TUB   PBINCI 
AND   PBIKCESS   OP   ORAMOB. 

(Written  in  the  year  1734.) 

Mils  rose  the  mom  i  the  face  of  Natnre  bright 
Wore  ane\xtemiv^  iraile  of  calin  and  light; 


Wide,  o*ep  the  land,  did  hovarhif  nfonOe  te^  ' 
Wide  o'er  the  blue  diftuion  of  the  main ; 
When  lo!  before  me,  on  the  sontfaem  shore, 
Stood  forth  the  power,  whom.  Albion's  sons  adoR| 
Blest  liberty  \  whose  charge  is  Albion's  isle  ; 
Whom  reason  gives  to  bloom,  and  troth  to  smile; 
Gives  peace  to  gUidden,  sheltering  law  to  qwod. 
Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laurerd  head. 
Rich  industry  to  view,  with  pleasing  eyes. 
Her  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  harvests  rise. 
In  curious  emblems  every' art,  exprest, 
6low*d  from  the  loom,  and  brighten*d  on  his  vest 
Science  in  various  lights  attention  won, 
Wav'don  his  robe,  and  glitter'd  in  the  Son.  [claim : 

•*  My  words,"  he  cried,   "  my  woixls  obserraiice 
Resound,  ye  Muses ;  and  receive  them.  Fame  1 
Here  was  my  station,  when,  o*er  ocean  wide. 
The  great,  third  M^illiam,  stretchM  his  naval  pride : 
I  with  my  sacred  influence  swelled  his  soul ; 
Th'  enslaved  to  free,  th*  enslaver  to  control 
In  vain  did  waves  disperse,  and  winds  detain  ? 
He  came,  he  sav'd  )  in  his  was  seen  my  reign. 
How  just,  how  great,  the  plan  his  soul  designed. 
To  humble  tyrants,  and  secure  mankind  1 
Nesct, Marlborough  in  his  steps  successful  1  trod : 
This  godlike  plaun'd ;  that,  fintsb*d  like  a  god  I 
And,  while  Oppression  fled  to  realms  unknown, 
Europe  was  fVee,  and  Britain  glorious  shone^ 

"Where  Nassau's  race  extensive  growth  displayed. 
There  freedom  ever  found  a  sheltering  shade. 
Still  Heaven  is  kind ! — See,  from  the  princely  root. 
Millions  to  bless,  the  branch  aospicions  shoot  I 
He  lives,  he  flourishes,  his  honours  spread  ; 
Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  bead  : 
Nurse  him,  ye  heavenly  dews,  ye  sunny  rays. 
Into  firm  health,  fair  fame,  and  length  of  days  !** 

He  paus'd,  and  casting  o'er  the  deep  his  eye,  . 
TMiere  the  last  billow  swells  into  the  sky. 
Where,  in  gay  vision,  round  th»  horizon's  Ime, 
The  moving  clouds  with  various  beauty  shine ; 
As  dropping  from  thiiir  bosom,  tingM  with  pM, 
Shoots  fbrth  a  sail,  amusive  to  beho/3 ! 
Lo !  while  its  light  the  glowing  wave  rstnms. 
Broad  like  a  sun  the  bark  approaching  burns. 
Near,  and  more  near,  great  Nassau  soon  he  spy'd. 
And  beauteous  Anna,  Britain's  eklest  pride  I 
Thu9  spoke  the  Genius,  as  advanc*d  the  sa]I«— 
"Hail,  blooming  hero!  high-bom  princess,  hail  I 
Hyy  charms  thy  mother's  love  of  truth  display. 
Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty's  ray  ; 
Her  dignity ;  which,  copying  the  divine, 
Softeu'd,  through  condescension,  learns  to  shine. 
Greatness  of  thought,  with  prudence  for  its  guide ; 
Knowledge,  from  nature  and  from  art  snpply'd  j 
To  noblest  objecta  pointed  tarious  ways ; 
Pointed  by  judgment's  clear,  unerring  rays. 

"  What  manly  virtues  in  her  mnid  excel ! 
Ye^  on  her  heart  what  ttoder  pa»«ions  dwell  ? 
For  ah !  what  "pangs  did  late  her  peace  destroy. 
To  part  with  thee,  so  wont  to  give  her  joy  >- 
How  heav'd  her  breast,  how  sai&en'd  was  her  meia  i. 
All  in  the  mother  then  was  lost  the  qneeo. 
The  swelling  tear  then  dimm'd  her  partial^  view. 
The  stniggiingaigh  ttopp'd  short  her  last  adieo : 
£v^  now  thy  fancied  perils  fill  her  nmid ; 
The  secret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  rising  wind  ; 
The  shool,  so  treachemos,  near  the  tenpting  land; 
Th'  ingulphing  whirlpool,  and  the  twalkmim  wad  i 
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These  fcncied  perib  all,  by  day,  by  night. 
In  tboQghts  alam  her,  aocl  in  dreams  affiright; 
For  thee  her  heart  uncearing  love  declares, 
hdoobtey  in  hopes,  in  wishes,  and  in  prayers ! 
Her  prsyen  are  beard !— For  me,  tis  thine  to  brave 
Tliesuid,  the  shoal,  rock,  whirlpool,  windrand  wave : 
Kiod  Ssfeiy  waits,  to  waft  thee  gently  o*er. 
And  Joy  to  greet  thee  on  the  Belgic  shore. 
"MayftituretimeSjWhen  their  fond  praise  would  tell 
Hov  iDoet  their  fiiTOarite  characten  excel ; 
Bgw  blest  I  haw  great!  <— then  may  their  songs  declare, 
S»  grest !  ao  blest  .'—such  Anne  and  Nassau  were." 


E  GRMCO  RUR 
Qui  te  Tidet  beatnsest, 
Beatior  qui  te  audiet, 
Qai  basiat  semi-deusest 
Qui  te  potitnr  est  deus.    Buchanan. 

THE  POBBOOniO   LINES   PAmAPHSASED.. 

Hapit  the  man,  wfao»  in  thy  sparkling  eyes. 
His  amoi«os  wiriies  sees,  reflecting^  play  ; 

Sees  little  langhii^  cupids,  glancing>  rise, 
And,  inaolt-ewmiming  languor,  die  away. 

&iJI  happier  be !  to  whom  thy  meanings  roll 
In  sounds  which' lov«,  hannonious  love,  inquire  ; 

On  bis  cbarm'd  ear  sitB,  rapt,  his  listening  soul, 
Tdi  admiration  ionn  intense  desire. 

Half-deity  is  he  who  warm  may  press 
Thy  lip,  soft-swelling  to  the  kindling  kiss ; 

And  may  that  tip  aseentive  warmth  express, 
TUl  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  bliss ! 

Circling  jthy  waist,  and  circled  in  thy  arms, 
Who,  melting  on  thy  mutual-melting  breast, 

Eotranc'd  eiiioys  love's  whole  luxurious  charms, 
Js  ail  a  god  !— is  of  all  Heaven  posgeatt. 


EMPLOYMENT  OF  BEAUTY, 

A  POEM. 

*I>DIBS&En  TO  Mas.  BSIDOST  JOMB8,  A  YOVKG  WIDOW- 
LADY  OP  Lt.AMEt.LY,  CAEaiLARTHBNSHISe. 

OscE  Beauty,  wishing  fond  desire  to  move, 
Contriy'd  to  catch  the  h«art  of  wander  ng  Love. 
Come,  purest  atoms  !  Beauty  aid  implores ; 
For  new  soft  texture  leave  etherial  stores. 
They  come,  they  croud,  they  shining  hues  unfold. 
Be  theirs  a  form,  which  Beauty's  self  shall  mould ! 
To  mould  my  charmer's  form  she  all  apply'd— - 
Whence  Qunbria  boasts  the  birth  of  Nature's  pride. 

She  calls  the  Graces— Such  is  Beauty's  state. 
Prompt,  at  her  call,  th'  obedient  Graces  wait 
Fint  your  fair  fcet  they  shape,  and  shape  to  please; 
Kach  stands  desigqM  for  dignity  and  ease. 
Firm,  on  these  curioos  pedestals,  depend 
Two  polishM  pillars ;  which,  as  fair,  ascend  ; 
From  well-wrought  knees,  more  fair,  more  large, 

tlieyrise; 
.Seen  by  the  Muse,  though  hid  from  mortnl  eyes. 
Afore  potish'd  yet,  your  fabnc  each  su5<tBtn$  ; 
That  purest  temple  where  perlection  reigns, 
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A  small,  sweet  circle  foirms  your  faultless  waist. 
By  Beauty  shapM,  to  be  by  Love  embrac'd. 
Beyond  that  lessening  waist,  two  orbs  devise. 
What  swelling  charms,  in  foir  proportion,  rise-! 
Fresh  peeping  tliere,  two  blushing  buds  are  found. 
Each  like  a  rose,  which  lilies  white  surround. 
There  feeling  sense,  let  pitying  sighs  inspire. 
Till  panting  pity  swells  to  warm  desire : 
Desire,  though  warm,  is  chaste;  each  warmest  kiss, 
All  rapture  chaste,  when  Hymen  bids  the  blias. 
Rounding  and  soft,  two  taper  arms  descend; 
Two  snow-white  bands,  in  taper  fingers,  end. 
Lo !  cunning  Beauty,  on  each  palm,  designs 
Love's  fortcCne  and  3rour  own,  in  mystic  lines; 
And  lovely  Whiteness,  either  arm  contains. 
Diversified  with  azure-wandering  vems ; 
Tlie  wandering  veins  conceal  a  generous  flood. 
The  purple  treasure  of  celestial  blood. 
Rounding  and  white  your  neck,  as  curious,  rears 
O'er  all  a  face,  where  Beauty's  self  appears. 
Her  soft  attendants  smooth  the  spotless  skin. 
And,  smoothly-oval,  turn  the  shapely  chin ; 
The  shapely  chin,  to  Beauty's  rising  foce, 
Oiall,  doubling  gently,'  give  a  double  grace. 
And  soon  sweet-openmg,  rosy  lips  diadoie 
The  well-rang'd  teeth,  in  lily-whitening  rows; 
Hera  life  is  breath'd,  and  florid  life  assumes 
A  breath,  whose  firagrance  vies  with  vernal  blooms ; 
And  two  fiur  cheeks  give  modesty  to  mise 
A  beauteous  Mush  at  praise,  though  just  the  praise. 
And  nature  now,  from  each  kind  ray,  sopplies 
Soft,  clement  smiles,  and  love-nupiring  eyes; 
New  graces,  to  those  eyes,  miM  shades,  allow ; 
Fringe  their  foir  lids,  and  pencil  either  brow. 
While  sense  of  vision  lights  op  oihi  so  rare,      ' 
May  none,  but  pleasing  objects,  visit  there  ! 
Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  sense  empowers. 
To  draw  rich  scent  from  aroitetic  flowers) 
In  structure  neat,  and  deck'd  with  polish'd  grace, 
Shall  equal  first,  then  heighten.  Beauty's  foce. 
To  smelting  sense,  oh,  may  the  flowery  year, 
ifs  first,  last,  choicest  incense,  offer  here  ! 
lYansparsnt  next,  two  curioiv  crescents  bound 
The  two-fold  entrance  of  inspirmg  sound, 
And,ipranting  a  new  power  of  sense  to  hear. 
New  finer  organs  form  each  curious  ear ; 
Form  to  imbibe  what  most  the  soul  can  move, 
Musidand  reason,  poesy  and  love. 
Next,  on  an  open  front,  is  pleasing  wrought 
A  pensive  sweetness,  hem  of  patient  thought : 
Above  your  lucid  shoulders  locks  displasr'd. 
Prone  to  descend,  shall  soften  light  with  shade. 
All,  with  a  nameless  air  and  mein,  unite, 
.  And,  as  you  move,  each  movement  is  delight 
Tun'd  is  your  melting  tongue  and  equal  mind. 
At  once  by  knowledge  heighien'd  and  refin'd. 
The  Virtues  next  to  Beauty's  nod  incline  ; 
For,  where  they  lend  not  light,  she  cannot  shine ; 
Let  these,  the  temperate  sense  of  taste  reveal. 
And  give,  while  nature  spreads  the  rimple  meal. 
The  palate  pure,  to  relish  health  designed, 
From  luxury  as  taintless  as  your  mind. 
The  Virtues,  chastity  and  truth,  impart. 
And  mould  to  sweet  benevolence  your  heait. 

Thus  Beauty  flnish'd— Thus  she  gains  the  tm&y. 
And  Love  still  follows  where  she  leads  the  wav. 
Prom  erery  gift  of  Heaven,  to  charm  is  thine ; 
To  lore,  to  prake,  and  to  adore,  be  mine. 
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sAVAtt^'s  Wilms. 


nVKt  TO    ' 
MM&  BRfDCUET  JONES, 


wixa 
THE  WANIXKIER. 

ALLUDING  TO  AN  BPI8QDE,  WHERB  A  YOUNG  MAN  TUHNS 
HEBUIT,  FOB  THE  LOM  0«  HIS  WIFE  OLTMriA. 

When  vith  ddig^  fopd  Love  o»  Beauty  dwelt. 
While  this  the  youth,  and  that  Um  hkr  ea^r^ 

Faint  was,  bb  joy  ceoapar^d  to  what  I  felt^ 
When  m  m^  apgel  Bi^y's  pvefeoee  blesL 

7*eH  her,  0337  Mu^,  in  soft,  sad,  si^ng  breath. 
If  she  bis  pieixing  grief  can  pitying  see. 

Worse  than  to  bim  was  his  Olympiads  death, 
FroiBi  her  «^]i»  Jsuofkj^ulCi  absence  is  to  me. 


09 

FAISE  MlSTO&lAN&t 

A   8ATIBB« 

Sure  of  all  i^ufis  wjt^  which  dnli  pnove  is  cius^ 
Scandals,  ft?m  6^  bistpriaps,  spot  the  worst. 
In  quest  of  tb«i^  the  Muse  sjiall  first  advance. 
Bold*  t9  explore  th^  regions  of  romance ; 
Komance,  cai^d  l^itAory — Lo!  at  once  she  skims 
The  ^iooary  wpr,ld  of  mooKish  whims  ; 
Where  lajlaQy>  in  Ifsgends,  wildly  shines^ 
And  reoge^^ce  glares  fiiom  vioUted  shrines  $ 
Where  s^ts  perlMm  idl  thicks,  and  startle  thought 
With  mmiy  a  minwlft  that  ne'er  was  wrought  ^ 
Saints  thc^t  iM^'er  Uy'd,  or  such  as  justice  paints^ 
Jugglers,  OA  ^pemtitjon  palmM  ior  sainls. 
Here,  canooia'd,  let  cceed-mooserB  be  shown. 
Red  lettered  saints,  aiwi  re4  assassins  knuwn ; 
While  .tbos^  they  martyred,  such  as  angels  rose  \ 
All  blaick  enroird  among  religion's  foes, 
Snatch'd  by.sulpbureous  clouds,  a  lie  proclaims 
Numbered  with  fields,  and.plung*d  in  endless  flames*. 

Histoiyf  froiD  air.  or  deep  draws  many  a  spright, 
Soch  as,  from  nurse  or  pri^  might  boys  ail'rigbt ; 
Or  such  as  but. o'er  feverish  slumbers  fly. 
And  fix  in  melancholy  frenzy's  eye. 
New  meteors  make  enthusiast-wonder  stare. 
And  image  wild  portentous  wars  in  air  ! 
fleers  (all  entranc'd!  some  wizard's  lawless  skill 
Now  whirls,  now  fitters  Nature's  works  at  will ! 
Thus  History,  by  machine,  mock>epic,  seems, 
Not  from  poetic,  but  from  moukish  dreams. 

The  devil,  who  pri^  and  sorcerer  mustobey^ 
The  sorpere;:  us'd  to  raise,  tbf  parson  lay. 
When  J^bard  wav'd  his. pen,  the  histoiy  shows. 
The  parson.  ccM^vurfd,  and  the  fiend  uprose. 
A  camp  at  distance,  and  the  sqene.  a  woqd, 
Jlere  enter'd  NoU,  and  there  old  Satan  stood: 
No  tail  his  rump,  bis  foot  no  hoof  reveal'd  $ 
Like  a  wise  cudtoldt  with  his  hpms  conoeal'd  : 
Not  a  gay  serpent,  glitterji^tp,  th$  eye ; 
But  more  than  serpent,  or  than  harlot  fly : 
For,  lawyer-like,  a  fiend  nq  wit  can  scape. 
The  demon  stands  confest  'm,  proper  sh^>e ! 
Now  spreads  his  parchment,  now  is  sig^n'd  the  sceoU  ; 
Thus  Noll  g^ins  empire^  and  the  devil  has  Noll. 

Wondc^c^  bfstorlaa!  thus  account  for  evil. 
And  thus  forj^  success — 'tis  all  the  devil. 
Though  ne'er  that  devil  we  saw,  yet  one  we  8ee,«- 
Onc  of  an  author  sure,  and— thou  art  he. 


Bat  dudrr  yiMffteaia,  lin^e,  «ai 
;  Now  cleaffer  ol^^BOts  ope^h— yet  nntnie. 
i  Awiiil  the  ysauinp  historian's  vam^  1 
I  False  ones— with  what  materials  bnild  tkty  €iass 
'  Fabrics  ofi  £sme^  by  dirty  maaiisnmle  p»ed^ 
.  As.  nests  of  martins  are  oonpil^d  of  mod. 
Peace  be  w'Kth  Curil— with  him  I  nave  att  iUafe, 
Who  pans  each  felon's,  and  each  aetoc'a  life ; 
:  Bipgrapby  thai  cooks  the  devil's  iiMwtgpta» 
.  And  lards  with  luscious  rapes  the  ehpaits<if  <i3ia>^^ 

MateoaK  which  belief  in  gazettes-clailiii, 
'  LoQse-stitmg,  nm  gingjing  int»  Uist(}^'s  n^me. 
Thick  as  Egyptian  clouds  of  raining  flies; 
'  As  thick  as  worms  where  man.cocruptinsr  lies  f 
.  As  pests  obscene  that  haunt  the  ruin'd  pOe ; 
As  monsters  floundering  in  the  muddy  Nile ; 
'  Minutes,  memoiia,  viewaandnsviewa  appear. 
Where  slander  daihens  each  noorded  year. 
In  a  past  reign  is  feign*d.aome  amonos league; 
Some  ring  or  letter  now.  raveala  tb*  intrigne : 
Queens,  with  their  minions,  work  unseenily  thincp^ 
And  boys  grow  dukes,  when  catamites  to  kiopi. 
Does  a  prince  die  ?  What  poiapns  they  annnise! 
No  rojral  inortal  sure  by  nature  dies. 
Is  a  prince  born  ?  What  birth  more  base;  beljer'd  ? 
Or,  what'amore  strange,  his  mother  ne'er  oonceiT'd  ^ 
Thus  slander  poptdar  o'er  truth  prevails^ 
And  easy  minds  imbibe  romanlie  talc& 
Thus,  'stnadof  hislocjE,  sncb  aothon  raise 
Mere. crude  wild  novels  of  bad  hints  iar  play& 

Some  usurp  namea-^nJSriglish  gnrrtteer. 
From  minutes  fbrg^d,  u  naonaeur  Mesnager  >. 

Some,  while  on  good  or  ill  success  they  stai^ 
Give  conduct  a  complexion  dark  or  fisir  : 
Others,  asftttle  to  inquiry  prone, 
Account  for  actions,  though  their  spring's  ooknovn 

One  statsffoan  vices  has,  and  virtues  too; 
Hence  will  contested  ctianicter  ensue. 
View  but  the  black,  he's  fiend ;  the  brightbotson. 
He  's  angel :  view  him  all— he's  still  a  man. 
But  such  historians  all  accuse,  acquit ; 
No  virtue  these,  and  those  novice  admit ; 
For  either  in  a  friend  no  fliult  will  know. 
And  neither  own  a  virtue  in  a  foe. 

Whore  hear-My  knowledge  sits  on  publie  names. 
And  bold,conj^rture  or  extols  or  blames. 
Spring  party  libels;  from  whose  ashes  dead, 
A- monster,  misnam'd  History,  lite  its  head. 
Contending  factions  croud  to  hear  its  roar  f 
But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  noise  no  more. 
From  these  no  answer,  no  applansefrom  those. 
O'er  half  they  simper,  and  o'er  half  they  duce. 
So  when  in  senate,  with  egregious  pate. 

Perks  up  sir in  some  deep  debates 

He  hems,  looks  wise,  tones  thin  his  labouring  tfartiat; 
To  ptove  black  white,  postpone  or  palm  the  vote: 
In  sly  contempt,  some,  *  Hear,  him !  bear  hun !'  ay  > 
Some  yawn,  some  sneer ;  none  seoond^  noaeieply. 

But  dare  such  miscreants  new  rush  abroad, 
By  blanket,  cane,  pumpi,  pillory,  nnawM  ? 
JP^  th^  imp  ftdsehood  thus,  and  plnme  herwiops 
From  present  characters  and  recent  thii^ } 

1  The  Minutes  of  mons.  Mesnager ;  a  book  csl- 
culated  to  vilify  the  administration  in  the  fear  htf 
years  of  queen  Anne's  reign.  Tha  truth  is,  thattlus 
libel  was  not  written  by  moos.  Mesnager,  neither  was 
any  such  book  ever  printed  in  the  Rench  tosgor, 
lircan  which  it  is  impudently  said  in-UM  title  jps|e.  to 
be  translated.    Savage. 
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Vei :  wltf^  untruths  !  or  truths  in  what  disguise ! 
What  Boyen  and  what  Oldmixons  arise ! 
What  fiicts  from  all  but  them  and  slander  screened ! 
Here  meets  a  council,  no  wheie  else  convened ! 
There,  (torn  originaUi,  come,  thick  an  impawn. 
Letters  oe'er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn  ; 
To  secret  conference  never  held  they  yoke, 
Trpaties  ne'er  plann'd,  and  speecht^  never  spoke. 
From,  OldmixoB,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know. 
Like  sin  from  Satan%  far  and  wide  they  go. 

In  vain  may  St  John  safe  in  conscience  sit ; 
h  vain  with  truth  confute,  contemn  with  wit : 
Goofote^  ooDtemn,  amid  selected  friends; 
There  siida  the  justice,  there  the  satire  ends. 
Here,  though  a  century  scarce  such  leaves  unclose, 
From  moQld  and  dust  the  slander  sacred 'grows. 
Now  none  reply  where  all  despise  tlie  page  ; 
But  will  duinb  scorn  deceive  no  future  age  ? 
Tbeo,  should  dull  periods  cloud  not  seeming  fact. 
Will  no  fine  pen  th'  unanswered  lie  extract  ? 
Well-«et  in  plan,  and  poIishM  into  style. 
Fair  and  more  ^r  may  finish'd  fraud  beguile ; 
By  every  l^iguage  anatcb'd  by  time  receiv'd, 
Id  ^very  clime,  by  every  age  believ'd  : 
flow  vain  to  virtue  trust  the  great  tl^eir  name. 
When  such  their  lot  for  infamy  or  fame  ? 


CHARACTER. 

Fai K  Truth,  in  courts  where  Justice  should  preside, 
Alike  the  judge  and  advocate  would  guide  ; 
And  these  would  vie  each  dubious  point  to  clear. 
To  stop  the  widow's  and  and  the  orphan's  tear; 
Were  all,  like  Yorke,  of  delicate  address, 
Strength  to  discern,  and  sweetness  to  express^ 
Leam'd,  just,  polite,  bom  every  heart  to  gain. 
Like  Cummins  mild ;  like  Fortescue  i  humane, 
All-eloquent  of  truth,  divinely  known. 
So  deep,  so  clear,  all  sciem^e  is  his  own. 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  head. 
In  histoiy,  rhetoric,  ethics,  law,  unread  ; 
How  far  unlike  such  worthies,  once  a  drudge. 
From  floundering  in  low  cases,  rose  a  judge. 
FormM  to  make  pleaderi  laugh,his  nonsense  thunders, 
And,  on  low  juries,  breathes  contagious  bluixlers. 
His  brothers  blush,  because  nd  blush  he  knows, 
Kor  e'er  "  one  uncomipted  finger  shows  V* 
See,  drunk  with  power,  the  circuit^lord  exprest  ! 
FuJJ,  in  his  eye,  his  betters  stand  confest ; 
Whose  wealth,  birth,  virtue,  from  a  tongue  so  loose, 
'Scape  not  prwincisJ,  vile,  buffoon  abuse. 
Still  to  what  circuit  is  assigned  his  name. 
There,  swrift  before  him,  flies  the  wamer — Fame. 
Contest  stops  short.  Consent  yields  every  cause 
To  Cost;  Delay,  endures  tbem,  and  withdraws. 
But  hov  'scape  prisoners  ?  To  their  trial  chained. 
All,  all  shall  stand  condemned,  who  stand  arraigned. 
Dire  guilt,  which  else  would  detestation  cause, 
Pngadg'd  with  insult,  wonderous  pity  draws. 
Bat  'scapes  e*en  Innocence  his  harsh  harangue  ? 
Alas  !^^en  Innocence  itself  must  hang ; 

1  The  boDonrable  William  Fortescue,  esq ;  one  of 
the  justices  of  his  majesty's  court  of  Common 
Pless. 

*  When  Page  one  nnoomipted  finger  diews. 

P.  of  Wharton. 


Mtxtt  hang  to  please  him^  when  of  spleen  possest'4 
Must  hang  to  bring  forth  911  abortive  jest, 

Why  liv'd  be  not  ere  Star-chambers  had  £»ird. 
When  fine,  tax,  censure,  all  but  law  prevaiVd  ; 
Or  law,  subservient  to  some  murderous  willj 
Became  a  precedent  to  murder  still  ? 
Yet  ev'n  wlien  patriots  did  for  traitors  bleed. 
Was  e'er  the  jobb  to  such  a  slave  decreed. 
Whose  savage  mind  wants  sophist-art  to  draw. 
O'er'  murder'd  virtue,  spacious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  student,  when  Uie  bench  your  youth  admits; 
Where,  though  the  worst,  with  the  best  rank'd  be  sitsf 
^  Where  sound  opinbns  you  attentive  write. 
As  once  a  Raymond,  now  a  Lee  to  cite, 
Why  pause  3rou  scornful  when  he  dins  the  court  ? 
Note  well  his  cruel  quirks,  and  well  report. 
Let  his  own  words  against  himself  poipt  clear 
Satire  more  sharp  than  verse  when  most  severe. 


EPITAPH 
ON  MRS.  JONES, 

ORAKDUOTHER  TO  MRS.  BRIDEGT  JONES,   OP  LLANELLT 
IN  CABSUARTHBMSBIRB. 

In  her,  whosie  relics  mark  this  sacred  earth. 

Shone  all  domestic  and  all  social  worth  : 

First,  Heaven  her  hope  with  early  o£bpring  crown'd; 

And  thence  a  secona  race  rose  numerous  round. 

Heaven  to  industrious  virtue  blessing  lent, 

And  all  was  competence,  and  all  contenL 

Though  frugal  care,  in  wisdom's  eye  admir'd. 
Knew  to  preserve  what  industry  requir'd  ; 
Yet,  at  hei*  board  with  decent  plenty  blest. 
The  journeying  stranger  sat  a  welcome  guest 
Prest  on  all  sides,  did  trading  neighbours jfpar 
Rum,  which  hung  o'er  exigence  severe  ? 
Farewell  the  friend,  who  spar'd  th'  assistant  loan— ^ 
A  neighbour's  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 
Did  piteous  lazards  ofl  attend  her  door  ? 
She  gave — farewell  the  parent  of  the  poor. 
Youth,age,and  want,  once  cheer'd,  now  sighing  swell,' 
Bless  her  lov'd  name,  and  weep  a  last  farewell. 


VALENTn^S  DAY, 
A  POEM 

ADDRESSED 
TO  A  YOUMO  WIDOW  LADV. 

Adiev,  ye  rocks  that  witness'd  once  my  flame, 
Retum'd  my  sighs,  and  echo'd  Chloe's  name ! 
Cambria,  farewell !— my  Chloe^s  charms  no  more 
Invite  my  steps  along  iJanetty's  shore; 
'Ihere  no  wild  dens  conceal  voracious  foes. 
The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibious  mouster knows; 
No  cnxwdile  there  flesh'd  with  prey  apnears. 
And  o'er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  cruel  tears; 
No  hhe  hyena,  feigning  human  grief. 
There  murders  him,  whose  goodness  raeaHs  relief; 
Yet  tides,  conspiring  with  unfhtthful  ground, 
Thoughdistant  seen,with  treadherous  arm8,surfound. 
There  quioksandii,  thlck'^s  beauty's  snares,  s^nnoy 
Look  ftiir  to  tempt,  and  whom' they  tempt,  destroy 
I  watch'd  thil  s^as,  I  pilc*d  the  sands  with  care, 
Escap'd,  but  wildly  xtsM  oti'heixity^  mMt^ 
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Ah  !— better  fiur,  than  by  that  snare  o'erpow*rd. 
Had  sands  ingulfd  me,  or  had  seas  devour'd. 

Far  from  that  shore,  where  syren-beauty  dwells, 
And  wraps  sweet  ruin  in  resistless  spells ; 
From  Cambrian  plains ;  which  Chloe's  lustre  boast, 
Me  native  England  yields  a  safer  coast 
Chloe,  farewell  l-^Now  seas,  with  boisterous  pride. 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  fax  divide : 
Yet  while  each  plant,  which  vernal  youth  resumes. 
Feels  the  green  blood  ascend  m  future  blooms  ; 
While  little  feathered  songsters  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair. 
The  Muse  exults,  to  beauty  tunes  the  lyre. 
And  willing  Loves  the  swelling  notes  inspire, 

Sure  on  this  day,  when  hope  attains  success. 
Bright  Venus  first  did  young  Adonis  bless. 
Her  charms  not  brighter,  Cbloe,  sure  than  thine ; 
Though  flush' d  his  youth,  not  more  his  warmth  than 
Sequestered  far  within  a  myrtle  grove,  [mine. 

Whose  blooming  bosom  courts  retiring  love; 
Where  a  clear  sun,4he  blue  serene  displays. 
And  shnds,  through  vernal  air,  attemper*d  rays ; 
llliere  flowers  their  aromatic  incense  bring; 
And  fra^i  ant  flourish  in  eternal  spring ; 
Tliere  mate  to  mate  each  dove  responsive  coos, 
While  this  assents,  as  that  enamour'd  woos ; 
There  rills  amusive,  send  from  rocks  around, 
A  solitary,  pleasing  murmuring  sound ; 
Th6n  fbttn  a  limpid  lake.    The  lake  serene 
Beflects.the  wonders  of  the  blissful  scene. 
To  love  the  birds  attune  their  chirping  throats. 
And  on  each  breeze  immortal  music  floats. 
There  seated  on  a  rising  turf  is  seen, 
Graceful,  in  loose  array,  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
All  fresh  and  fair,  all  mild,  as  Ocean  gave 
The  godde8s,rising  from  the  azure  wave ; 
Dishevel M  locks  distil  celestial  dews. 
And  all  her  limbs,  divine  perfumes  diffuse. 
Her  voife  JO  charms,  the  plumy,  warbling  throngs. 
In  listening  wonder  tost,  suspend  their  songs. 
It  sounds*—'*  Why  loiters  my  Adonb?*' — cry, 
**  Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?" — crocks  reply. 
**  Oh,  come  away !" — ^they  thrice,  repeating,  say ! 
And  Echo  thrice  repeats, — "  Oh  come  away  I'* — 
Kind  zephyrs  waft  them  to  her  lover*s  ears ; 
Who,  instant  at  th*  enchanting  call,  appears. 
Her  placid  eye,  where  sparkling  joy  refine. 
Benignant,  with  alluring  histre  shines. 
His  locks,  which,  in  looii  ringlets,  charm  the  view. 
Float  careless;  lucid  from  their  amber  hue. 
A  myrtle  wreath  her  rosy  fingers  frame. 
Which,  from  her  hand,  his  polished  temples  claim; 
His  temples  fair,  a  streaking  beauty  stains. 
As  smooth  white  marble  shines  with  azure  veins. 
He  kneel'd.    Her  snowy  hand  he  trembling  seized, 
Just  lifted  to  his  lip,  and  gently  squeezed  i 
llie  meaning  squeeze  retum'd,  love  caught  its  lore 
And  entered,  at  his  palm,  through  every  pore. 
Then  swelled  her  downy  breasts,  till  then  enclosM, 
Fast  heaving,- half-conoeard  and  lialf-exposM: 
Soft  she  reclines.     He,  as  they  fall  and  rise. 
Hangs,  hovering  o'er  tbeqs,  with  enamour'd  eyes. 
And,  warm-d,  grows  wanton — As  he  thus  admir'd, 
He  pry'd,  he  touch'd,  and  with  the  touch  was  fir'd. 
Half-angry,  yet  half-pleas'd,  her  frown  b^uiles 
The  boy  to  fear;  but,  at  his  fear,  she  smiles. 
The  youth  less  timorous  and  the  fiiir  less  coy, 
Supinely  amorous  they  reclining  toy. 
More  amoVous  still  his  sanguine  meaning  stole 
In  wistful  glances,  to  her  softening  loul : 


In  her  &ir  eye  her  softenuig  Kml  he  reedi: 

To  frecdooi,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  i 

With  conscious  blush,  th'  impanon'd   ehamer 

burns: 
And,  blush  for  blush,  th'  impasskm'd  youth  retaros. 
They  look,  they  languish,  sigh  with  plesaing  pain, 
And  wish  and  gaze,  and  gaze  and  wi^  again. 
'IVixt  her  white,  jiarting  bosom  tCeab  the  boy, 
And  more  than  hope  preludes  tumultuous  joy ; 
Through  everjp  vein  the  vigorous  transport  ran. 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  brac'd  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling,  yet  yielding,  half  o'erpower'd,  she  panb^ 
Seems  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 
Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a  curiing  vine. 
Fond  limbs  with  limbs,  in  amorous  folds,  entwine. 
Lips  press  on  lips,  caressing  and  careflt, 
Now  eye  darts  flame  to  eye,  and  breast  to  breast 
All  she  resigns,  aj>  dear  desires  incite, 
And  rapt  he  reached  the  brink  of  full  delight 
Her  waist  compressM  in  his  exulting  arms. 
He  storms,  explores,  and  rifles  all  her  charms; 
Clasps  in  ecstatic  bliss  th'  expiring  foir. 
And,  thrilling,  melting,  nestling,  riots  there. 

How  long  the  rapture  lasts,  how  soon  it  fleets, 
How  oft  it  pauses,  and  how  oft  repeats ; 
-What  joys  they  both  receive  and  both  bestow. 
Virgins  may  guess,  but  wives  experience  know : 
From  joys,  like  these,  (ah,  why  deny*d  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a  fresh,  blooming  boy,  my  fair,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a  new  Adonis,  lift  his  crest. 
In  all  the  florid  grace  ^  youth  confest  j 
First  let  him  learn  to  lisp  your  lover's  name. 
And,  when  he  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
When  beauty  first  shall  wake  his  genial  firte. 
And  the  first  tingliug  sense  excite  desire  ; 
When  tlie  dear  object,  of  his  peace  pussest. 
Gains  and  still  gams  on  his  unguarded  bivast : 
Then  may  he  say,  as  he  this  verse  reviews. 
So  my  bright  mother  charm'd  the  poct*s  Muse. 
His  heart  thu^  flutter'd  oft  'twixt  doubt  and  fear, 
Lightened  with  hope,  and  sadden'd  with  despair, 
Say,  on  some  rival  did  she  smile  too  kind  ? 
Ah,  read-^what  jealousy  distracts  his  mind  ! 
Smil'd  she  on  him  ?  He  imag'd  riiys  divine. 
And  gaz*d  and  gladden^  with  a  hive  like  mine. 
How  clwelt  her  praise  upon  his  raptiir^d  tongue ! 
Ah !— when  she  frown'd,  what  plainlive  notes  he 

sung ! 
And  could  slie  fmwa  on  him — Ah,  wherefore,  tell ! 
On  him,  whose  only  crime  was  loving  well } 

Thus  ODay  thy  son  his  pangs  with  mine  oompsxe, 
Thei^  wish  his  mother  had  been  kind  as  fiur. 
For  him  may  love  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine; 
Though  tlie  sad  willow  suits  a  woe  like  mine ! 
Ne'er  may  tl)e  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain ! 
Ah !  never  sigh  and  bleed,  Uke  me  in  vain  !-— 

When  death  aflbrds  that  peace  which  lovedeoies, 
Ah,  no !— &r  other  scenes  my  fiite  supplies ; 
When'  earth  to  earth  my  lifeless  corse  b  bud, 
And  o'er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cyprsM  shade  e 
When  pale  I  flit  along  the  dreary  const. 
An  helpless  lover's  pining  plaintive  gfaoit; 
Here  annual  on  this  dear  returning  day. 
While fsather'd  choirs  renew  the  meltiii^  lay; 
May  you,  my  fair,  when  you  these  strains  shall  see, 
Just  spare  one  sigh,  one  tear,  to  love  and  me, 
Me,  who,  in  absence  or  in  death,  adore 
Those  heavenly  cfaanns  I  most  behold  no  I 
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Ill  me  long  absent,  long  with  anguish  fraught, 
In  me,  though  silence  long  has  deadenM  thought. 
Yet  memory  lW«i,  and  calls  the  Muse's  aid, 
To  awtch  our  friendship  from  obHvion's  shade. 
Am  woq  the^San  shall  cease  the  world  to  warm, 
As  looa  Uanelly's  iair  ^  that  world  to  charm, 
it  graleful  sense  of  goodness,  true  like  thipe,  ' 
Sh^  e*er  desert  a  breast  so  warm  as  mine. 

When  imag'd  Oambria  strikes  my  memory's  eye, 
(Gunbria,  my  darlfaig  scene  I)  I,  sighing,  cry, 
Where  IS  my  Powell  ?  dear  associate  !—wtfere  ? 
To  htm  I  w<onkl  unbosom  every  care ; 
To  hnn,  who  early  felt,  from  beauty,,  pain  | 
GsU'd  in  a  plighted,  fruthless  Tirgin's  chain. 
At  length,  frxmi  her  ungenerous  fSetiers,  freed, 
Agsin  he  lovea  1  he  woos !  his  hopes  succeed ! 
But  the  gay  bridegroom,  still  by  fortune  crost, 
U,  imtant,  in  the  weeping  widower  lost 
Her  his  sole  joy !  her  traok  his  hosom  torn. 
What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his,  to  mourn? 
Ud  nature  then,  such  sudden  shocks,  sustain  ? 
Nature  thus  struck,  all  reason  pleads  m  vain ! 
Though  late,  from  reason  yet  he  draws  relief. 
Dwells  on  her  memory ;  but  di^ls  his  grief. 
Lof^  wealth,  and&me  (tyrannic  passions  all !) 
No  more  inflame  him,  and  no  more  enthraL 
He  seeks  no  more,  in  Rufris*  hall,  renown ! 
Nbrenries  pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown ; 
Sat  pleas' d  with  competence,  on  rural  plains. 
His  wisdom  courts  that  ease  his  worth  obtains. 
Would  prirate  jars,  which  sudden  rise,  increase  ? 
His  candour  smiles  all  discord  into  peace. 
To  party  storms  is  public  weal  resigned  ? 
Each  steady  patriot-virtoe  steers  his  mind. 
Calm,  on  the  beach,  while  maddening  billows  rave. 
He  gains  philosophy  from  v^ery  wave ; 
Science,  from  every  object  round,  he  draws; 
From  various  nature,  and  from  jiature's  laws. 
He  lives  o'er  every  past  historic  age  ; 
He  calls  forth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page. 
Him  evangelic  truth,  to  thought  excites; 
And  him,  by  turns,  each  classic  Muse  delights. 
With  wit  well-natur'd  j  wit,  that  would  disdain 
A  pleasure  rising  from  another's  pain ; 
Social  to  all,  and  most  of  bliss  possest. 
When  most  he  renders  all,  aronnd  him,  blest : 
To  unread  'squires  illiterately  gay  ; 
Among  the  learn'd,  as  learned  full  as  they  ; 
With  the  polite,  all,  all-accomplish'd  ease. 
By  nature  form'd,  without  deceit,  to  please. 

Thus  shines  thy  youth  -,  and  thus  my  friend,  elate 
In  bliss  as  well  as  worth,  is  truly  great 
Me  still  should  ruthless  fate,  ui^ust,  expose 
Beneath  those  cknids,  that  rain  umiumber'd  woes ; 
Me,  to  some  nobler  sphere,  should  fortune  raise, 
To  wealth  conspicuous,  and  to  laurol'd  praise  ; 
Unalter'd  yet  be  love  and  friendship  mine ; 
I  sdU  am  Chloe's,  and  I  still  am  thine. 

1  Mrs.  ]Mg^  Joasa.  * 


LONiiOS  AND  BRISTOL 

DELINEATED  K 

Two  sea-port  cities  mark  Britannia's  fame. 
And  these  from  commerce  different  honours  claim* 
What  different  honoura  shall  the  Muses  pay, 
While  one  inspires  and  one  untunes  the  lay  f 

Now  silver  Isis  brightening  flows  along. 
Echoing  from  Oxford  shore  each  classic  song ; 
Tlien  weds  with  Tame;  and  these,  O  London,  sea 
Swelling  with  nawil  pride,  the  pride  Of  thee  ! 
Wide,  deep,  unsullied  Thames,  meandering  glidei 
An^  bears  thy  wealth  on  mild  majestic  tides. 
Thy  ships,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie. 
In  glittering  pomp,  strike  wondering  China's  eye  ; 
And  thence  returning  hear,  in  splendid  stkte, 
Tq  Britain's  merchants,  India's  eastern  freight 
India,  her  treasures  from  her  western  shores, 
DuQ.at  thy  fact,  a  willing  tribute  pours ; 
Thy  warring  navies  distant  lutioos  awe. 
And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law. 
Thiis  shine  thy  manly  sons  of  liberal  mind ; 
Thy  Change  deep-4»usied,  yet  as  courts  refln'd ; 
Councils,  like  senates,  that  enforce  debate. 
With  fluent  eloquence  and  reason's  weight. 
Whose  patriot  virtue,  lawless  power  controb; 
Their  British  emulating  Romao  souls. 
Of  these  the  worthiest  still  oaleetud  sUnd, 
Still  lead  the  senate,  and  still  sayotbe  land: 
Social,  not  selfish,  here,  O  Learning,  trace 
Thy  fKends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race ! 

In  a  dark  bottom  sunk,  O  Bristol  now. 
With  native  malice,  lift  thy  lowering  brow  ! 
Then  as  some  hell-bom  sprite  in  mortal  guise. 
Borrows  the  shape  of  goodness  and  belies, 
All  fair,  all  smug,  to  yon  proud  haM  invite. 
To  feast  all  strangers  ape  an  air  polite  I 
From  Cambria  drain'd,  or  England's  western  coast. 
Not  elegant,  yet  costly  banquets  boast ! 
Revere,  or  seem  the  stranger  to  revere ; 
Praise,  fiswn,  profess,  be  all  things  but  sincere  j 
Insidious  now,  our  bosom -secrets  steal. 
And  these  with  sly  sarcastic  sneer  reveal. 
Present  we  meet  thy  sneaking  treacherous  smiles ; 
The  harmless  absent  still  thy  sneer  reviles ; 
Such  as  in  thee  all  parts  superior  And, 
The  sneer  that  maiks  the  fool  and  knave  combin'd ; 
When  melting  pity  would  afford  relief, 
The  ruthless  sneer  that  insult  adds  to  grief. 
What  friendship  canst  thou  boast  ?  what  honours 

claim  ? 
To  thee  each  stranger  owes  an  injnr'd  name. 
What  smiles  thy  sons  must  in  their  foes  excite  I 
Thy  sons,  to  whom  all  discord  is  deliphtj 
From  whom  eternal  mutual  raiMng  flows; 
Who  in  each  other's  crimes,  their  own  expose  t 
Thy  sons,  though  crafty,  deaf  to  wisdom's  call ; 
Despising  all  men,  and  despisM  by  all : 
Sons,  while  thy  cliffs  a  ditch-like  river  laves. 
Rude  as  thy  roQks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves. 
Of  thoughts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immense. 
As  full  of  turbulence  as  void  of  sepse  ? 
Thee,  the^,  what  senatorial  souls   doro  7 
Thy  natives  sure  would  prove  a  m  nate's  scorn. 

i  The  author  preferred  this  title  to  that  of  London 
and  Bi'istril  Comoared ;  which,  wbfn  ha  began  ttth 
pieo^,  be  intended  to  prefix  to  i^ 
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Do  stnDfen ddgn  toservethee ;  wfiat  thdr  praise? 
Their  genius  services  thy  murmurs  raise. 
What  fiend  malign,  that  o'er  thy  air  presides. 
Around  from  breast  to  breast  inherent  glides, 
And,  as  be  glides,  there  scatters  in  a  trice 
Tbit  larking  seeds  of  every  rank  device  ? 
Let  foreign  youths  to  thy  indentures  run  ! 
Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  son. 
Proud,  pett,  and  duU— thoue^h  brilliant  once  from 

schools. 
Will  scom  all  learning's  as  i«ll  virtue's  rules ; 
And,  though  by  nature  friendly,  honest,  breve, 
Turn  A  sly,  selfish,  simpering,  sharping  knave. 
Boast  peity-cooits,  where  'fitead  of  flnent  ease, 
Of  cited  precedents  and  learned  pleas ; 
'Stead  of  sage  council  in  the  dubious  cause, 
Attomies,  chattering  wild,  burlesque  the  1aw»— 
(So  shameless  quacks,  who  doctbra'  right  invade, 
Of  jaigon  and  of  poison  form  a  trade. 
So  canting  coblers,  while  fram  tube  tbey  teach, 
Bufibon  the  gospel  they  pretend  to  preach.) 
Boast  petty  courts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  draw, 
Unknown  to  Nature's  and  to  statute-law ; 
Qmrks  that  explain  all  saving  rights  away. 
To  give  th'  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 
Is  there  where  law  too  rigorous  may  descend. 
Or  charity  her  kindly  huid  extend  >  . 
Thy  courts,  that,  shut  when  pity  woiUd  redress. 
Spontaneous  open  to  inflict  distress. 
Try  misdemeanonrB !— all  thy  wiles  employ. 
Not  to  chastise  th'  ofiender,  but  destroy  ; 
.  Bid  the  large  lawless  fine  his  fiileforetel; 
Bid  it  be3rond  his  crime  and  fortune  swell ; 


Otxt  off  from  service  due  to  kindied  Mood, 
To  private  welfore  and  to  public  good. 
Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  sentenc'd  lies ; 
Imprison'd  languishes,  imprisooM  diea 

Boast  swarming  vessels,  whose  plebeian  state 
Owes  not  to  merchants  but  inechaoicaii«i|ht 
Boast  liought  but  pedlar-fleets— in  war's  alariB, 
Unknown  to  glory,  as  unknown  to  anna. 
Boast  thy  baseTobey,  ^  and  thy  tum-cpit  dogs, 
Thy  Halliers  a  hones  and  thy  human  hogs ; 
Upstarts  and  mushrooms,  proud,  relentless  betrb ; 
Thou  blank  of  sciences!  thou  dearth  of  arts  1 
Such  foes  as  learning  once  was  doom'd  to  see ! 
Huns,  Goths,  and  Vandals,  wera  but  types  of  thee. 

Proceed,  great  Bristol,  in  all-rii^itaotts  way^ 
And  let  one  justice  heighten  yet  thy  praoe  ; 
Still  qtare  the  catamite,  and  swinge  the  whoce, 
And  be,  wbate'er  Gomonrfaa  was  before. 

>  A  place  where  the  merchants  used  to  meet  to 
transact  their  affairs  before  the  Exchange  was  erMi- 
ed.    See  Gentleman's  Magazine,  Vol  3^111.  p.  496. 

s  Halliers  are  the  persons  ^iho  drive  or  own  the 
sledges  whicb  t^  here  vied  inst^  m  puts. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  DR.  JONATHAN  SWIFT. 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


An  account  of  Dr.  Swift  has  been  already  collected,  with  great  diligence  and  acute- 
nesi^  by  Dr.  Hawkeswortfa^  according  to  a  scbeme  which  I  laid  before  him  in  tha 
intimacy  of  onr  friendship.  I  cannot  therefore  be  expected  to  say  nrach  of  a  life, 
concenung  which  I  had  long  since  communicated  my  thoughts  to  a  man  capable  of 
digni^ring  his  narration  with  so  much  elegance  of  language  and  force  of  sentiment 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  was,  according  to  an  account  said  to  be  written  by  himself '» 
the  SOD  of  Jonathan  Swift,  an  attorney,  and  was  bom  at  Dublin  on  st  Andrew's  day» 
1667:  according  to  his  own  report,  as  delivered  by  Pope  to  Spence,  he  was  bom  at 
Leicesaer,  the  son  of  adeigyman,  who  was  minister  of  a  parish  in  Herefordshire'. 
Daring  h»  life  the  place  of  his  birth  was  undetermined.  He  was  contented  to  ba 
called  an  Irishman  by  the  Irish ;  but  would  occasionally  call  himself  an  Englishman. 
The  question  may»  without  much  regret,  be  left  in  the  obscurity  in  which  he  delighted 
to  ittfolte  it 

Whaterer  was  his  bfarth^  his  education  was  Irish.  He  was  sent  at  the  age  of  six  to 
the  scImioI  of  Kilkemiyy  and  in  his  fifteenth  year  (l682)  was  admitted  into  the  univer- 
sity of  DobUn. 

In  his  academical  studies  he  was  either  not  diligent  or  not  happy.  It  must  disap* 
point  ereiy  rtadet^s  expectation,  that,  when  at  the  usual  time  he  claimed  the  bachelor- 
ship of  arts,  he  was  found  by  the  examiners  too  conspicuously  deficient  for  regular 
admissiony  and  obtained  his  degree  at  last  by  tpedmlftUHmr:  a  term  used  in  that  uni- 
Tieiaity  to  denote  want  of  merit. 

Of  this  disgrace  it  may  be  earily  supposed  that  he  was  much  ashamed,  and  shame 
had  its  proper  effisct  in  producing  refomation.  He  resolved  from  that  time  to  study 
e^lit  hours  a  day,  and  continued  his  industry  for  seven  years,  with  what  improvement 
k  ■■iiiiinlly  known.  This  part  of  his  story  well  deserves  to  be  remembered ;  it  may 
ailbrd  uscfni  admonition  and  powerful  encouragement  to  many  men^  whose  abilities 
bsve  been  nuide  lor  a  time  useless  by  their  passions  or  pleasiures^  and  who,  having  lost 
one  part  of  fife  in  idleness,  are  tempted  to  throw  away  the  remainder  in  despair. 

lb  tins  course  of  daily  application  he  continued  three  years  longer  at  Dublin ;  and 
in  tUi  tioM^  if  the  observatioD  and  memory  of  an  old  companion  may  be  busted,  he 
dmrtbe  fint  sketch  of  hisTde  of  aTub. 

>  Mr.  Shflri^sa  in  his  Life  of  Swift  observw,  that  this  account  was  reajly  wxitten  hy  tbi  deai^  and 
now  exiflts  in  tus  own  hnid  writing  in  the  library  of  Dublin  coUege.    H. 
<  Speao^s  .Anoedotsi,  voL  IL  p.  373. 
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When  he  was  about  one  and  twenty  (1688),  being  by  the  death  of  Godwin  Swift  hn 
uncle,  who  had  supported  him,  left  without  subsistence,  he  went  to  oonsok  his  mother 
who  then  lived  at  Leicester,  about  the  fiitpre  course  of  his  life;  and  by  her  diiectioa 
solicited  the  advice  and  patronage  of  sir  William  Temple,  who  had  married  one  of 
Mrs.  Swift's  relations,  and  whose  ftther  sir  John  Temple,  master  of  the  rolls  in  Iidaod, 
had  lived  in  great  familiarity  of  fiiendship  with  Godwm  Swift,  by  whom  Jonathan  had 
been  to  that  time  maintamed. 

Temple  received  with  sufficient  kindness  the  nephew  of  his  Other's  friend,  with  whom 

he  was,  when  they  convened  together,  so  much  pleased  that  he  detained  him  two  ycais 

in  his  house.    Here  he  became  known  to  kmg  William,  who  sometimes  visited  Temple 

when  he  was  disabled  by  the  gout,  and,  being  attended  by  Swift  m  the  garden,  showed 

Jiim  hQw  to  cut  asparagus  in  the  Dutch  way. 

Kmg  William's  notions  were  all  militaiy;  and  be  eipressed  his  kindness  to  Swift  b} 
offering  to  make  him  a  captain  of  heme. 

When  Temple  removed  to  Moor-paik,  he  took  Swift  with  him ;  and  whea  he  wo 
consulted  by  ^  eari  of  Portkmd  about  the  expedi&oe  of  comfriymg  wtti  a  bfll  thtti 
d^ndmg  for  makmg  pariiaments  triennii4,  against  'whidi  Ung  WMlhtt  Ma  atrengly 
piej  udioed,  after  havisf  in  vain  tried  to  show  the  eacl  that  the  proposal  invoked  nothiif 
dangerous  to  royal  power,  he  sent  Swift  for  the  same  purpose  to  the  king.  Svrif^  vdio 
probably  was  proud  of  his  empIoyaMOl,  and  went  with  all  the  coofidenoe  of  a  yoadg 
man*  found  his  aiguments,  and  his  art  of  displaying  lheni»  made  totally  mclfeettfil  bjr 
die  predeterminatioa  of  the  king;  and  useid  to  maatioa  tUs  disanpointmeiit  aa  lib  fiitt 
antidote  against  vapity. 

Before  he  left  Irehuid  he  contracted  a  disorder,  as  he  thought,  by  eatni^  la«  moch 
frmt.  The  original  of  diaeases  is  commonly  obscure.  Almost  evcty  boy  cala  aa  mack 
firuila0heGangcl,wikh«iitanygreatincanvenieiMse.  The  disease  of  Swift  waa  giddi- 
ness with  deafness,  which  attacked  bun  fiomtime  to  time,  began  very  enAy,  pmioad 
UBathiaaghiife>aodatlastsrnlhimtotbegf«ve»dqMwedofreasta.   . 

Being  much  oppressed  at  M«or«pa«k  by  Ihb  grievous  antedy,  he  w«s  advised  to  tiy 
his  native  air,  and  went  to  Iidand;  bsil,  fintfng  no  benefit^  iietiinied  to  sir  WilKant,  at 
whoac  house  he  oootioned  his  stodias^  and  is  known  to  have  read,  among  otlwr  boak% 
Cyprian  and  Irenaeus.  He  thought  exercise  of  great  nteessity^  and  used  to  im  half  a 
aii^  ap  and  down  a  hill  every  two- hours. 

It  is  easy  to  hnagme  that  Iha  node  i»  wfaidi  his  first  d«gne  wan  oonfiNied»  M 
BO  gseaft  foadness  for  the  Univefsity  of  IMilin^  and  thevefeie  he  rssohed  to  beeoaie  t 
master  of  arts  at  Oafosd.    In  Aetoslimonial  which  heprodnead,  thawosds  of « 
vmeomittod;  and  he  took  his maslef's  degree  (Ialy5»l^)widianc 
regard  as  fuBy  contented  hiaa^ 

WhatlmivedwilhTea^)k,heBasdtorpayhismo«heratLaiesalevftyeariyviaiL  He 
iHHreUMl  oAftiot,  unless  some  violenaeof  weedier  draae  him  into  »  waggwn  ;  mi<at 
night  ha  wonld  go  to  a  penny  lodgmg,  whsia  hapnwhaaad  d$m  sheets  for  ahpaara 
lliis  practice  lord  Orrery  imputes  to  his  innato  love  of  gsossnesi  and  vnlyuity :  aaaM 
may  ascfibe  it  to  his  desire  of  surveying  human  life  throU|^  all  its  varieties:  and  others 
perhaps  with  equal  probability,  to  a  passion  whkh  seems  to  have  been  decfil^  fixed  ia 
liis  lu»it»  the  love  of  a  shillmg. 
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"  htioie  liefcegw  totbmk^hat  bis tttendiUKe  «fc  Mo^rrPwrk dtfenred  some  olber 
noMDpenK  UiaB  die  pleasane,  iiowever  aungied  witb  inH>loir4Hiie9l,  of  Tmnfiie'f  co»- 
venation;  and  gttw  so  imimtieoC.  tbit  (l694)  he  v^idt  ftw«y  io  <ia9coIlU;^t 

TmpLe,  conadous  of  liaviag  gmm  rtaton  for  conplajatf  ia  wl  to  liave  nwde  bim 
depniy  DMuter  of  the  foils  in  Iiehnd ;  whicb»  recording  |o  bis  kinsnfMi's  accoiiot»  was 
an  offioe  wbicb  he  knew  him  oo^  able  to  discharge^  Swift  tberefoie  resolv^  to  enter 
into  tbe  chinch,  ii)  which  he  had  at  first  no  higher  hopes  than  of  the  cbaplsiodiip  to 
the  factory  at  Lisbon ;  but»  being  recommended  to  loid  Capel»  be  obtained  tbe  pre^ 
bend  of  Kilroot  m  Connor,  of  about  a  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

But  tbe  mfirmities  of  Temple  made  a  companion  like  Swift  so  neeessaiy*  that  be 
invited  him  back,  with  a  promise  to  procuire  him  English  preferment  in  eKcbange  for 
tbe  prebend,  which  be  deured  him  to  resign.  Witb  this  request  Swift  qmckly  com* 
plied,  having  peibaps  equally  repented  their  separation,  and  tb^  lived  on  together 
vpith  mutual  satisfaction ;  9nd,  in  the  four  years  that  passed  between  bis  return  and 
Temple's  death,  it  is  probable  that  be  wrote  tbe  Tale  of  a  Tub  and  tbe  Battle  of  the 
Books. 

Swift  began  early  to  think,  or  to  hope,  that  be  was  a  poet,  and  wrote  Pindaric 
odea  to  Tedkple,  to  the  king,  and  to  the  Atheman  society,  a  knot  of  obscure  men  ^ 
who  published  a  periodical  pamphlet  of  aqswen  to  queatioos,  sent,  or  supposed  to  be 
s^t,  by  letters.  I  have  been  told  that  Dryden,  having  perused  these  verses,  said, 
'*  O>osm  Swift,  you  will  never  be  a  poet;"  and  that  this  denunciation  was  tbe  motive 
of  Swift's  peipetual  malevolence  to  Dryden. 

In  1699  Temple  died,  and  left  a  legacy  with  lus  manuscripts  to  Swift,  for  whom  he 
bad  obtained  fiom  king  William  a  promise  of  the  first  prebend  that  shouM  be  vacant 
at  WestnoBSter  or  Canterbury. 

That  this  promise  might  not  be  forgotten,  Swift  dedicated  to  the  king  the  poatbumous 
works  with  which  he  was  intrusted :  but  neither  the  dedication,  nor  tenderness  for  the 
man  whom  he  once  bad  treated  wkh  confidence  and  fondney,  revived  in  king  William 
ttieKmembn^iGe  of  bis  {HPomise.  Swift  awhile  attended  tbe  court;  but  soon  found  Ins 
solicitations  hopeless. 

He  was  then  invited  by  the  earl  of  Berkeley  to  accompany  him  into  Ireland,  as  his 
piivate  secretary ;  but,  after  having  done  the  business  till  theur  arrival  at  Dublin,  he 
tfieii  found  that  one  Bush  bad  persuaded  tbe  eari  that  a  clergyman  was  not  a  pn^ier* 
secretary,  and  had  obtained  the  office  for  bhnself.  In  a  aaan  like  Swift,  such  circum* 
vcntion  and  inconstancy  must  have  excited  violent  indignation. 

But  be  had  yet  more  to  sufier.  Lord  Berkeley  bad  the  disposal  of  the  deanery  of 
Derry,  and  Swift  expected  to  obtain  it;  but  by  tbe  secretary's  mfluenoe,  supposed  to 
have  been  secured  by  a  bribe,  it  was  bestowed  on  somebody  else;  and  Swift  was  dis* 
missed  witb  the  livings  of  Laracor  and  Ratbbeggm  in  tbe  dkx^se  of  Meatfa,  which 
together  dkl  not  equal  half  the  value  of  the  deanery. 

At  Laraeor  be  increased  tbe  paiochfad  duty,  by  reading  prayen  on  Wednesdays  and 
Fwdays^  nad  performed  all  the  offices  of  bisprofenon  widi  great  decency  and  eiad^ 


«TlMp«Uiiher«rtbbcoikclmwMjohBDuiiSoB.    R. 
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Soon  after  hu  setUetpent  at  Laracor,  be  mTitcd  to  Iidand  tbe  nnlbttiiBate  9tella»  a 
jmuig  woman  whose  name  was  Johnson,  the  daughter  of  the  steward  of  sir  WjlUam 
Temple,  who,  in  consideration  of  her  fiither's  virtues,  kft  her  a  thousand  pounds. 
With  her  came  Mrs.  Dingley,  whose  whole  fortune  was  twciity-«even  pounds  a  year  for 
her  life.  With  these  ladies  he  passed  his  hours  of  rehuution,  and  to  them  he  opened 
htt  bosom ;  but  they  never  resided  in  the  same  house,  nor  did  he  see  either  without  a 
witness.  They  lived  at  the  Parsonage,  when  Swift  was  away ;  and,  when  he  returned, 
removed  to  a  lodging,  or  to  the  house  of  a  neighbouring  clergyman. 

Swift  was  not  one  of  those  minds  which  amaze  the  world  with  eariy  pregnancy :  his 
first  work,  except  his  few  poetical  estays,  was  the  Dissentions  in  Athens  and  Rome, 
published  (1701)  in  his  thirty-fourth  year.  After  its  qipeaTunce,  paymgavisittosome 
bishop,  he  heard  mention  made  of  the  new  pamphlet  that  Burnet  had  written,  replde  * 
with  political  knowledge«^  When  he  seemed  to  doubt  Buinetfs  right  to  the  work,  he 
was  told  by  the  bishop,  that  he  was  **  a  young  man  f  and,  still  persistmg  to  doubt, 
that  he  was,  **  m  veiy  positive  young  man." 

Three  yean  afterwards  (1704)  was  published  The  Tale  of  a  Tub:  of  this  book 
charily  maybe  persuaded  to  tbkk  that  it  might  be  written  by  a  man  of  a  peculmr  dba- 
racter  without  fll  mtention;  but  it  is  certainly  of  dangerous  example.  That  Swift  was 
its  author,  though  it  be  universally  believed,  was  never  owned  by  himself,  nor  veiy  well 
proved  by  any  evidence ;  but  no  other  claimant  can  be  produced,  and  he  did  not  deny 
it  when  archbishop  Sharpe  and  the  dutchess  of  Somerset,  by  showing  it  to  the  queen, 
debarred  him  ftom  a  bishopric. 

When  this  wild  work  first  raised  the  attention  of  die  public,  SachevoeU,  meeting 
&nalridge,  .tried  to  flatter  him,  by  seeming  to  think  him  the  author;  but  Smalridge 
answered  with  indignation,  **  No't  all  that  you  and  I  have  in  the  world,  nor  all  that  ever 
we  shall  have,  should  hire  me  to  write  the  Tale  of  a  T\ib." 

The  digressions  relating  to  Wotton  and  Bentley  must  be  confiessed  to  discover  want 
of  knowledge  or  want  of  integrity ;  he  did  not  understand  the  two  controversies,  or  be 
willingly  misrepresented  them.  But  wit  can  stand  ib  ground  against  truth  only  a  little 
while.  The  honours  due  to  learning  have  been  justly  distributed  by  the  decision  of 
posterity. 

The  Battle  of  the  Books  is  so  like  the  Combat  des  Livres,  which  the  same  question 
concerning  the  ancients  and  modems  had  produced  in  France,  tliat  the  improbability  of 
such  a  coincidence  of  thoughts  without  communication  is  not,  in  iny  opinion,  balanced 
by  the  anonymous  protestation  prefixed,  in  which  all  knowledge  of  the  French  book  is 
peremptorily  disowned  *. 

For  some  time  after  Swift  was  probably  employed  in  solitary  study,  gaining  the  qua- 
lifications requisite  for  future  eminence.  How  often  he  visited  England,  and  with  what 
diligence  he  attended  his  parishes,  I  know  not.  It  was  not  till  about  four  years  after- 
wards that  he  became  a  professed  author;  and  then  one  year  (1708)  produced  Tbe 
Sentiments  of  a  Church-of-£ngland  Man ;  the  ridicule  of  Astrology  under  the  name  of 
Bickerstafi^;  tbe  Argument  against  abolishing  Christianity;  and  the  defence  of  theSa* 
cramental  Test. 

4  ScQ  Sheridan'f  life,  edit  1784,  p.  525,  where  arp  soqn  remarlu  on  this  pssnfek    i^ 
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The  SeotiiiMiib  of  a  Chuch-of-EoglaiidMaii  is  written  with  great  eooloeae*  modenh 
lion»  ease  and  perqiiciiity.  The  AigunieDt  i^;aiiul  abolishiiig  Christianity  is  a  veiy 
hsppy  and  judiciaiis  irony.    One  passage  in  it  deserves  to  be  selected, 

«*  If  Christknity  were  onoe  abolbhed,  how  coald  the  free-thinkers,  the  strong  reason* 
er^  and  the  men  of  prafoiind  leaning,  be  able  to  find  another  subject  so  calculated,  in 
all  pobts,  whereon  to  diqplay  their  abilities  ?  What  wonderful  productions  of  wit  should 
we  be  deprived  of  from  those,  whose  genius,  by  continual  practice,  hath  been  whoUj 
tamed  upon  raillery  and  invectives  against  religion,  and  would  therefore  never  be  abia 
to  shine,  or  distinguish  themselves,  upon  any  other  subject  1  We  are  daily  complaining 
of  the  great  decline  of  wit  among  us,  and  would  take  away  the  greatest,  perhaps  the 
only,  topic  we  have  left.  Who  would  ever  have  suspected  Asgill  for  a  wit,  or  Toland 
for  a  philosopher,  if  the  inexhaustible  stock  of  Christianity  had  .not  been  at  hand 
to  provide  them  with  materials  ]  What  other  subject,  through  aH  art  or  nature,  could 
have  produced  Thidal  for  a  profound  author,  or  furnished  him  with  readers  1  It  is 
the  wise  choice  of  the  subject  that  alone  adorns  and  distinguishes  the  writer.  For  had 
an  hundred  such  pens  as  these  been  employed  on  the  side  of  religion,  they  would  have 
immediately  sunk  into  silence  and  oblivion." 

The  reasonableness  of  a  test  is  not  hard  to  be  proved;  but  perhaps  it  most  beallowed 
that  the  proper  test  has  not  been  chosen. 

The  attention  paki  to  the  papers  publbhed  under  the  name  of  Bickerstaff,  induced 
Steele,  when  he. projected  The  Tattler,  to  assume  an  af^peUation  whiqh  had  alitady 
gained  possession  of  the  reader  s  notice. 

In  the  year  followmg  he  wrote  a  Project  for  the  Advancement  of  Religion,  addressed 
to  lady  Beri^dey;  by  whose  kindness  it  is  not  unlikely  that  he  was  advanced  to  his 
benefices.  To  this  project,  which  is  formed  with  great  purity  of  intention,  and  displayed 
with  sprightliiiess  and  elegance,  it  can  only  be  objected,  that,  like  many  projects,  it  is,  if 
not  generally  impracticable,  yet  evklently  hopeless,  as  it  supposes  more  zeal,  concord,  and 
perwveranoe,  than  a  view  of  mankind  gives  reason  for  expecting.     • 

He  wrote  likewise  this  year  A  Vindicatioo  of  Bickerstaff;  and  an  explanation  of  An 
Ancient  Prophecy,  part  written  after  the  facts,  and  the  rest  never  completed,  but  well 
planned  to  excite  amaaement. 

Soon  after  began  the  busy  and  import^t  part  of  Swift's  life.  He  was  employed 
(1710)  by  the  primate  of  Ireland  to  solicit  the  queen  for  a  remission  of  the  first  fruits 
and  twentieth  parts  to-  the  Irish  clergy.  With  this  purpose  he  had  recourse  to  Mr. 
Harley,  to  whom  he  was  mentioned  as  a  man  neglected  and  oppressed  by  the  last  ,mi- 
oistry,  because  he  had  refused  to  co-operate  with  some  of  their  schemes.  What  he 
had  reiused  has  never  been  told;  what  he  had  su&red  was,  I  suppose,  the  exclusion 
from  a  bishopric  by  the  lemonstranoes  of  Shaipe,  whom  he  describes  as  the. "  harmless 
tool  of  otheit'  hate,''  and  whom  he  represents  as  afterwards  '<  suing  for  pardon;" 

Harfe/s  designs  and  sitnatkm  were  such  as  made  him  glad  of  an  auxiliary  so  well 
qualified  for  his  service;  he  therefore  soon  admitted  him  to  familiarity*  whether  ever  to 
confidence  some  have  made  a  doubt;  but  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  excite  his  seal 
withoot  persuadiDg  bun  that  he  vras  tnisted,  and  not  very  easy  to  delude  him  by  lalse 
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He  mui^oertatefy  adiilil«dtf  tcy  thmk  MeiikigA  kit  wlkrefi^  flrA  Ubt^aMl  onginal  plan 
of  action  are  supposed  to  hftvebeen^  formed ;  and  was  one  of  fte  sixleei^  ilamisteh,  or 
agents  of  the  ministry,  wiM  vuA  #«d^  al  e«dl  elKe^'s  Hdusdfv  sAiM  iMete  iMted'b^tK^ 
nameof  Broiber. 

Bea^not  immediately  considered  as' an  obdurate  Tory,  1^  conversi^d  indbcrnninatdy 
iidtii  all  the  wits^  and  was  yet  the  friend  of  Steele;  wftb^  in  the  Tatler,  which  began 
lit  April  1709i  confesses  the  advantage  of  his  coftVer^atiott',  alld' mentions  something 
'  contfibnted  by  him  to  his  paper.  But  he  was  now  immergingioto  political  cohtroversy; 
for  the  year  1710  produced  The  Examiner,  of  which  SwH¥  Wrotb  thirty-thre^  papers. 
In  aiigunuat  he  may  be  allowed  to  have  the'  advatAage ;  ibr  where  a  wide  system  cf 
conduct,  and  the  whole  of  a  public  character,  is  lldd  open  to  inquiry,  the  accuser,  having 
the  choioe  of  facts^  must  be  very  unskilful  if  h^  does  not  prevail;  but,  with  regard  to 
-wit».  I  am  afraid  none  of  Swtft'i^  papers  will  b^  found  equal  to  those  by  which  Adi&on 
opposed  him  ^. 

lie  wiote  in  the  year  1711  a  ILetter  to  the  0<el^»ber  Glub,  a  numbih^  of  Tory  geu* 
tlemen  sent  fvom  the  couatry  to  parliament,  vfhtn  A^rmed  themselves  into  a  dub,  to  the 
number  of  about  a  hundred,. and  met  to  aninlatte  the  seal  and  raise  the  expectations  of 
each  other.  They  thought,  with  great  reason,  that  the  ministers  were  losing  oppoito- 
iiities ;  that  sufficient  use  was  not  made  of  the  ardour  of  th^  nation ;  they  called  loudly 
fbr  move  changes  and  stronger  efforts ;  and  demanded  the  punishment  of  part,  and  the 
dismission  of  the  rest,  of  those  whom  they  consid^ired  as  public  robbers. 

Their  eagerness  was  not  gratified  by  the  qu^en,  or  by  Harley.  The  queen  wis 
plobably  slow  because  she  was  afraid ;  and  Harley  was  slow  because  he  was  doubtful : 
he  was  a  Tory  only  by  necessity,  or  for  convenience ;  and.  When  be  bad  power  m  his 
haads^  had  no  settled  purpose  fer  which  he  should  employ  it  ;•  fbrced  to  gnriSfy  to  a 
oertdn  degree  the  Tories  who  supported,  him,  but  unwilling  to  make  his  recoficOement 
to  the  Whigs  utterly  desperate,  he  corresponded  at  once  witii  the  two  expectants  of  the 
crown,  and  kept,  as  has  been  observed,  the  succession  undetermined.  Not  knowing 
wblit  to  do,  he  did  nothing ;  and,  with  the  fate  of  a  double  dealer,  at  last  he  lost  his 
power^  but  kept  his  enemies. 

Swift  seems  to  have  concurred  in  opinion  with  the  October  Chxb ;  bat' it  was  not  in 
hb  power  to  quicken  the  tardiness  of  Harley,  whom  ht  sffnMilated  as  much  as  faeconki, 
but  with  little  effect.  He  that  knows  not  whither  to  go,  is  in  no  haste  to  move.  Har- 
ley, who  was  perhaps  not  quick  by  nature^  became  yet  more  riow  by  irresolution ;  and 
waaconteotto  hear tliat dilalorinesslainenttd  as natumli U'hldy  he apphraded  in  himself 
as  politic 

Without  the  Tories,  however,  nothing  could  be  doAe;  aad,  as'they  were  not  to  be 
gialtttd,  tiiey  must  be  appealed ;  and  the  conduct  of  the  ihiiiister,  if  it  coiMimt  be 
vmdicated,  was  to  be  plausibly  eaecMed^ 

Eariy  m  the  neat  year  he  publisbed  a  Proposid  for  corrt^c^iSng,  noprovhig;  and  aster- 
taiaiag'  the  English  Tongue,  in  a  letter  to  the  earl  of  Oxfo^ ;  written  "without  mndi 
knowledge  of  the  general  nature  of  language,'  and  withoM'  anyabcurate  inquiiy  into 
tbr  history,  of  otlier  tongues.    The  certairity  and  sta^lity  whtcb,  cctitrary  to  all  expe- 

^  Mr.  SheridaD  however  layv,  that  Addison's  last  Whig  Examiner  was  published  Oet,  IS,  171 1;  and 
Swift's  first  Examiuer,  on  the  lOUi  of  the  following  November.    R. 
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waq|belMrtf#tAi*lftlWyfO|»etfrl»sc<iwbyi^^  A^dMMef 

^  vhifik  MNQt  **^'  voiikl  liAVie  boeiii  wflliiflf,  »m(  manjr  woiM  1ur«  1m«d  piovd^  M 
diwhqfv  awl  vMich>  htmg  icuBwei  by  incqaaiw  t  if  rti— w^  wouMi  Id  a  ^H  time  hafe 

Swift  B9W  allMe4  tb»  mniUr  of  bii  political  ^iq»rtaKc:  lie  pdblislitd  (l^tS)  tll# 
Conduct  of  the  Allies,  ten  dasfs^befeoe  tbe  pariiawrna  assamUedb  The  purpose  wasto 
ptnuade  tboaalaoftloa  paftce;taBd  never  had  aagr  wnker  aioM  mcock.  The  peopie, 
«bo  had  b^en  amiisad  wih  banfiras  and  triiunphal  poocessiofis^  mad  looked  withidolay 
try  on  the  eweaal  and  his  friends*,  who,  as  th^  thought,  had  made  Euf^and  Hk  arU- 
tiets  of  nations*  were.conlbuoded  between  shame  and  rage^  when  they  found tet  **  minea 
had  been  exhausted;  and  asiiUons  destaoyed,"  to  secure  the  Duldr  or  aggraadlne  the 
cnpeBor,  without  any  advaotagjB  to  ooiaelvies ;  that  w  had  beam  bdhhig  ou«  neighbours 
to  %ht  their  own  qjuarssl ;  and  that  aaMWgat  our  enemses'we  might  number  our  allien 

That  is  now  no  longer  doubted,  of  which  the  nation  was  then  first  inftmnedi  tfiat 
the  war  was  unneoessaijly  pratraded  tO'fiU  the  pof&etaof  Marlborougb;  and'  thai; 
it  would  have  been  continued  without  cod,,  if  he  could  luwia  continued  his^  annual' pltmder. 
But  Swift,  I  suppose,,  did  not  yet  know  what  he  has  since  written,  that  a  commission 
was  drasm  which  would  have  appointed  him  general  for  life,  had  it  not  become  inef*' 
fectual  by  the  resolutiou  of  lord  Cowper,  who  vefosed  the  seal. 

'*  Wliatever  is  received,''  say  the  schools,  '<  is  received  in  proportion  to  the  redpient." 
The  power  of  a  political  treatise  depends  much  upon  the  disposition  of  the  people;  the 
natioii  was  then  combustible,  and  a  qmrk  set  it  on  fire.  It  is  boasted,  that  between 
November  and  Januaiy  eleven  thousand  were  sold ;  a  gieai  number  at  that  tim^  when 
%ve  werenot  yet  a  nation  of  readers.  To  its  propagation  certainly  no  agency  of  power 
or  influence  was  wanting.  It  furnished  arguments  for  conversation^  speeches  for 
debate,  and  maleiiab  for  parliamentary  resolutions. 

Yet,  surely,  whoever  surveys  this  wooder'^worfciog  pamphlet  with  ooolperusai^  mU 
confess  that  its  efficacy  was  suppUed  by  the  passions  of  its  readers;  thatit  operates  by 
the  mare  weight  of  facts>  with  very  little  assistance  firom  the  hand  that  produced  them. 

This  year  (1712)  he  published  his  Reflections  on  the  Barrier  Treaty^  which  carries 
ou  the  design  of  his  Conduct  of  the  AUiesi  and  shows  how  little  regard  m  that  negotia- 
tion had  been  shown  to  the  interest  of  EogUnd,  and  how  much  of  the  conqueied  coon* 
try  had  been  demanded  by  the  Dutch. 

This  was  followed,  by  Remarks  on  the  Bkhop  of  Serum's  Introduction  to  his  thlid 
Volume  of  the  History  of  the  Reformatioa ;  a  pamphlet  which  Bomet  pubHihed  as  an 
ahmn,  to  warn  the  nation  of  the  approaob  of  popery.  Swift,  who  seems  to  have  dis- 
liked the  bishop  with  something  more  than  political  averrion,  tfeatthkn  like  one  whom 
he  is  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  iwult. 

Swift,  bemgnow  the  decfaired&vourite  and  supposed  confident  of  dielVyfyinmistry, 
was  treated  by  aU  that  depended  onthe  court  with  the  lespect  which  dependents  brow 
how  to  pay.  Hesocmb^anto  feel  paitof  the  misery  of  greatness;  be  that  could  say 
thai  be.  knew  bun,  considered  himself  ashavmg  fortune  in  his  power.  Commissions, 
solicitations,  remonstrances,  crowded  about  him;  he  was  expected  to  do  every  man's 
business,  to  procure  employment  for  one,  and  to  retain  it  for  another.  In  assisting 
those  who  addressed  him,  he  rqpresenU  himself  as  sufiidently  diligent;  and  desires 
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to  hate  others  beIieTe»  what  he  probaUy  believed  hinueU;  that  by  Us 
many  Whigs  of  merit,  and  among  them  Addison  and  Congran^e,  weie  continued  in  Uieii 
places.  But  every  man  of  knovm  influence  has  so  many  petitions  which  he  eannot 
grant,  that  he  must  necessarily  offend.more  than  he  gratifies,  as  the  preference  given  lo 
one  affords  all  the  rest  reason  for  complaint.  **  When  I  give  away  a  place/'  'said  Lewis 
XIV.  **  I  make  an  hundred  discontented,  and  one  ungratefiiL" 

Much  has  been  said  of  the  equality  and  independence  which  he  preserved  in  his 
conversation  with  the  minbters,  of  the  franimess  of  his  remonstrances,  and  the  fiuniha* 
rity  of  hb  friendship.  In  accounts  of  this  kind  a  few  single  inckknts  are  set  against 
the  general  tenour  of  behaviour.  No  man,  howevei;,  can  pay  a  more  sewile  tribute  to 
the  great,  than  by  suflering  his  liberty  in  their  presence  to  aggrandise  him  in  his  own 
esteem^  Between  different  ranks  of  the  community  there  is  necessarily  some  distance ; 
he  who  11  called  by  his  superior  to  pass  the  mterval,  may  properiy  accept  the  invitation ; 
but  petulance  and  obtrusion  ale  rarely  produced  by  magnannnity,  nor  have  often  any 
nobler  cause  than  the  pride  of  importance*  and  the  maUoe  of  inferiority.  He  who 
knows  himself  necessary  may  set,  while  that  necessity  lasts,  a  high  value  upon  himsdf ; 
as»  in  a  bwer  condition,  a  servant  eminently  skilftil  mxy  be  saucy ;  bat  he  is  saucy  only 
because  he  is  servile.  Swift  appears  to  have  preserved  the  kindness  of  the  great  when 
they  wanted  him  no  longer ;  and  therefore  it  must  be  allowed,  that  the  childish  freedom, 
to  which  he  seems  enough  inclined,  was  overpowered  by  hb  better  qualities. 

Hb  disinterestedness  has  been  likewise  mentioned ;  a  strain  of  heroism,  which  would 
have  been  in  hb  condition  romantk  and  superfluous.  Ecclesiastical  benefices,  when 
they  beeoB|e  vacant,  must  be  given  away;  and  the  friends  of  powor  may,  if  there  be 
no  inherent  disqualification,  reasonably  expect  them.  Swift  accepted  (1 7 1 3)  the  deanery 
of  St  Patrick,  the  best  preferment  that  hb  firiends  could  venture  *  to  give  him.  That 
ministry  was  in  a  great  degree  supported  by  the  clergy,  who  were  not  then  reooncfled 
t^  the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tqb,  and  would  not  without  much  discontent  and  indig* 
nation  have  borne  to  see  him  installed  in  an  English  cathedral. 

He  refused,  indeisd,  fifty  pounds  from  lord  Oxford;  but  he  accepted  after- 
wards a  draught  of  a  thousand  upon  the  exchequer,  which  was  intercqited  by  th« 
queen's  death,  and  which  he  resigned,  as  he  says  himself,  "  multa  gemens,  with  man}  a 
groan.** 

In  the  midst  of  hb  power  and  his  politics,  he  kept  a  journal  of  hb  visits,  hu  walks, 
hb  interviews  with  ministers,  and  quarrels  with  his  servant,  and  traucmitted  it  to  Mrs- 
Johnson,  and  Mrs.  Dingley,  to  whom  he  knew  that  whatever  befel  him  was  interestmg, 
and  no  accounts  could  be  too  minute.  Whether  these  diurnal  trifles  were  properiy 
exposed  to  eyes  which  had  never  received  any  pleasure  from  the  presence  of  the  dean, 
may  be  reasonably  doubted ;  they  have,  however,  some  odd  attraction;  the  reader, 
finding  frequent  mention  of  names  which  he  has  been  used  to  consider  as  important, 
goes  on  in  hope  of  information ;  and,  as  there  b  nothing  to  fatigue  attentkNi,  if  he  ii 
disappointed  be  can  hardly  complain.  It  is  easy  to  perceive,  from  every  page,  that 
though  ambition  pressed  Swift  into  a  life  of  bustle,  the  wish  for  a  life  of  ease  was  always 
'  returning. 

<  This  emphatic  word  has  not  escaped  the  watchful  eye  of  Dr.  Wartoo,  who  faaa  placed  a  nota  bcoa 
at  it    C. 
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•  tie  wcbt  to  take  poesessibh  o(  his  deanery  lis  soon  as  he  had  t>btame<i  it;  bat  he  was 
Dot  Bttflfered  to  stay-in  Ireland  more  than  a  fortnight  before  he  was  recalled  to  Eiyland^ 
that  he  might  reconcile  lord  Oxford  and  lord  Bblingbroke,  who  beg^  to  look. on  one 
fiaotber  with  malevolence,  which  ievery  day  increased^  and  which  Bolingbrt»ke  appeared 
to  rdab  in  his  last  years* 

Swift  contrived  an  interview,  from  which  they  both  departed  discontented :  he  pro- 
cared  a  second,  which  only  convinced  him  that  the  feud  was  irrecondleable;  ht  told 
them  hb  opinion,  that  all  was  lost.  This  denunciation  was  contradicted  by  Oxford ; 
but  fioiipgbroke  whispered  that  he  was  right.  ^ 

Before  this  vk>lent  dissension  had  shattered  the  tmnibti^.  Swift  bad  publisKed,  in  the 
bqponmg  of  the  year  (1714),  The  public  Spirit  of  the  Whigs^  in  aaswer  to  Tlie  Crisb. 
t  pamphlet  for  which  Steele  was  expelled  from  the  house  of  commons.  Swift,  was  now 
so  fiir  alienated  from  Steele,  as  to  think  him  no  longer  entitled  to  decency,  and  therefore 
treats  him  sometimes  with  contempt,  and  sometimes  with  abhorrence. 
^  iQ.thjp  pamphlet  the  Scotch  were  mentioned  in  terms  so  provoking  to  that  irritable 
oation,  that,  resolving  '*  not  to  be  offended  with  impunity/'  the  Scotch  lordsin  a  body 
demanded  an  audience  of  the  queen^  and  solicited  reparation.  A  proclamation  was 
issued,  in  which  three  hundred  pounds  were  offered  for  the  discovery  of  the  author. 
Fion  this  storm  be  was,  as  he  relate^  ''  secured  by  a  sleight ;''  of  what  kind,  or  by 
whose  prudence  is  not  known;  and  such  was  the  increase  of  his  reputation,  that  the 
Scottish  "  nation  applied  again  that  he  would  be  their  friend." 

He  was  become  so  formidable  to  the  Whig8»  that  his  familiarity  with  the  mmisters 
was  clamoured  at  in  parliament^  particularly  by  two  men,  afterwards  of  great  note, 
AisUbie  and  Walpole. 

But,  by  the  dbnnion  of  his  great  friends,  his  importance  and  designs  w^rfe4iow  at  an 
end;  and  seeing  his  servkes  at  last  useless,  he  retired  about  June  (1714)  bito  Berkshire, 
where,  in  the  house  of  a  friend,  he  wrote  what  was  then  suppressed,  but  has  since  ap- 
peared under  the  title  of  Free  Thoughts  on  the  present  SUte  of  Affairs. 

While  he  was  waiting  m  this  retirement  for  events  whkh  time  or  chance  might  bring 
to  pass,  the  death  of  the  queen  broke  down  at  once  the  whole  system  of  Tory  politks ; 
aad  nothing  mnained  but  to  withdraw  from  the  impbuability  of  triumphant  Whiggism, 
fBd  shelter  himself  m  unenvied  obscurity. 

The  accounts  of  his  reception  in  Ireland,  given  by  lord  Orrery  and  Dr.  Delany,  are  > 
10  different,  that  the  credit  of  the  writers,  both  undoubtedly  veracious,  caifnot  be  saved» 
bat  by  supposing^  what  I  thmk  b  true,  that  they  speak  of  different  times.  When  Delany 
•ays,  that  he  was  received  with  respect^  he  means  for  the  first  fortnight,  when  he  came 
to  take  legal  possesakn ;  and  when  lord  Orrery  tells  that  he  wa^  pelted  b^  the  populace* 
he  is  to  l»e  nndeiatood  of  the  time  wheni  after  the  queens^ death,  he  became  a  settled 
readent. 

llie  archbishop  of  Dublm  gave  him  at  first  some  disturbance  m  the  exercise  of  his 
jwisdiction;  but  it  was  soon  discovered,  that  between  prudence  atad  integrity  he  was 
sddoffl  in  the  wrong;  and  that^  when  he  was  right,  his  spirit  did  not  e^isfly  yidd  to 

Having  so  lately  quitted  the  tumults  of  a  party,  and  tiie  intrigues  of  a  court,  thegr 
iin  kept  hie  thov^  in  agitation,  as  the  sea  fluctuates  a  i^iik  when  the  sloim  has 
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ctosed.  H«  therefore  filkd  bis  hours  with  sbme*  hislofical  alHtnptti  ifektiHg  to  the 
Changt  of  the  Milliners,  and  the  Conduct  of  the  Ministry.  He  likewise  it  nM  to  hum 
vrritten  a  Ristofy  of  the  (bur  last  Veers  of  quedn  Aime,  which  be  begin  in  her  llie<4SilR» 
and  afterwards  laboured  with  great  attention,  but  never  published.  It  was  after  Idi 
death  in  the  bands  of  lord  Orrery  and  Dr.  King.  A  book  under  that  tide  wis  trab 
lishedy.witb  Swift's  name,  by  Dr.  Lucas ;  of  which  I  can  only  say,  that  it  seemed  by  ho 
tiieans  to  correspond  witli  the  ^notions  that  I  had  formed  of  it,  irotn  a  i 
which  I  once  heard  between  the  earl  of  Orrery  and  old  Mr.  Lewis. 

Swift  now,  much  against  his  will,  commenced  Irishman  for  Hi«,  and  was  to  < 
how  he  might  be  best  si^ommodated  in  a  country  where  he  considered  hima^al  ii  t 
state  of  exile.  It  seems  that  his  first  recourse  was  to  piety.  Hie  thoughta  of  dMh 
rushed  upon  him,  at  this  time,  with  such  incessant  inipoftuajty,  that  they  todk  | 
0on  of  his  mind,  when  he  first  wnked,  ft)r  many  years  together. 

He  opened  his  iiouse  by  a  public  taMe  two  days  a  week,  and  faoad  Mi 
ments  grailnally  ft^uented  by  more  and  more  viiitaMs  ef  learning  anomg  Ike  ^1^0, 
alid  of  ciegunce  among  the  w^omeiu  Mrs.  lohnsen  had  left  the  eMaUnr,  aM  li«t!d  h 
Mgings  not  fttr  from  fhe  deanery.  On  tiis  jpuMc  d^^  shto  lYgiMteA  Mte  Mli^  fell 
appeared  at  it  as  a  mere  guest,  like  other  ladieii. 

On  other  days  lie  oft^  dined,  at  a  sttatcd  price^  iv&\\  Mr.  WeTttf ,  «  detgya^aH  of 
bis  cathedral,  whost  house  was  recoihmetided  liy  th^  peculiar  nieatdess  ttad  fMtkMtSJ 
of  his  wife.  To  this  frugal  mode  of  Kting,  he  was  first  dispo^  by  eaife  to  ptij  soM 
debts  -which  he  had  contracled,  and  he  continued  ft  for  tlie  {Aeasute  of  Mcitfkilihilkg 
money.  His  avarice,  however,  was  ndt  saiiered  to  obstruct -the  daims  eff  bb  dignity; 
he  was  served  in  plate,  and  used  to  say  that  he  was  the  piborest  geiitleiliaA  ift  lldi&d 
that  ate  upon  plate,  and  the  richest  that  lived  without  a  coadi. 

How  be  spent  the  reift  of  fab  time  and  how  he  employed  his  hdttff*  of  iftudy»  iMttlMei 
jhquited  \rith  hopeless  curiosity.  For  who  can  give  aa  account  of  aMibcflKa  SMlfeit 
Swift  was  not  likely  to  admit  any  to  his  ptiv^ci^^  or  to  impart  a  ttttliite  luSeMKt  <tf  kk 
faushiess  or  hi^'lebu^e. 

Soon  aftet  (t7i6),  in  his  forty-ninth  year, he  u-as  ptivatdy  kiiarrted  to  Mbt*  iiimMk 
>y  Dr.  Ashe,  bbhop  of  Ck>g(ier,  as  Dr.  Madden  told  itle,  in  the  gaKdflttw  tile  liMr« 
riage  made  no  change  m  their  mode  of  life ;  tliey  lived  in  diflfet^lft  hodsea,  aa  beibrt^i 
siof  did  she  ever  lodge  in  the  deanoi^  but  when  Swift  iVas  aeiced  with  a  Ik  tffgMdiness. 
•«  it  Would  be  difficult,''  says  lord  OtHrty,  ''  to  ptove  thtfl  they  w«te  e^te  aftttHrHidi 
together  without  %  thltd  peison.'' 

The  de&n  of  St.  Patrick's  lived  ih  t  private  maimer,  known  and  tegaided  Mtf  by  Ui 
friends ;  till,  about  the  year  1 720,  he,  by  a  pamphlet,  recommended  to  tile  Mdk  Hbt  ut» 
'lUid  consequently  the  improvemetit,  of  their  manofacture.  Par  a  man  to  uae  Itt  pra^ 
ductions  of  hb  own  labour  is  surely  a  natural  right,  and  to  like  best  what  hd  fiakfts 
filinsdf  IS  a  uafbral  passion.  But  to  exdfe  this  pMMiotn,  and  eoflirae  this  ffght*  uppMRd 
so  criininal  to  thote  who  had  au  hiterest  hi  the  EngUsh  tiade,  ttflt  Hm  pHdlcr  Wis  iOK 
prisoned ;  and,  ds  HaWkesworth  justly  bb^rves,  ^  atteliti«ti  t>f  the  publife  Mag  faf 
this,  outrageous  resentment  turned  upon  the  proposal,  the  author  was  by  caiHHUli 
itiade  popular.  ^ 

tnl7i&  diedtttt.  Van  Hotiftigh,  a wbniaii  m^e  unbapt^  by  h^l* adnulllloliof  M 
and  igaomiiiiousif  distiogiliabed  by  the  name  of  Vaneaaa,  wfaoae  conduct  kis.  bflpt 
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iiitedy  wfficioitfy  dtscoas^d,  arid  who^ie  iustoty  is  too  well  known  to  be  minutely  i^- 

peated.    She  was  a  young  woman  fond  of  literature,  whom  Decanus,  the  Dean,  called 

Cadems  by  tntfu^hion  of  the  letters,  took  pleasure  in  directing  and  instructing; 

liil^  frdtti  bcidg  proud  of  bis  praise,  she  grew  fond  of  his  person.    Swift  was  then  about 

ferty-seven,  at  an  age  when  vanity  is  strongly  excited  by  the  amorous  attention  of  a 

young  #onMUi*    If  it  be  said  that  Swift  should  have  checked  a  passk>n  which  he  never 

ncai^togfaltfjf^  reeoui^  must  be  had  to  that  extenuation  which  he  so  much  despised, 

"  men  are  but  men :"  perhaps,  however,  he  did  not  at  first  know  his  own  mind,  and,  aS 

he  repreaents  hiitiself,  was  undetermined.    For  hb  admission  of  her  courtship,  and  his 

indulgeaee  of  ber  hopes  after  his  marriage  to  Stella,,  no  other  honest  plea  can  be  found 

than  thai  he  delayed  a  disagreeable  discovery  from  time  to  time,  dreading  the  immediate 

hams  of  distress,  and  watching  for  a  fiivoiirable  moment.    She  thought  herself  neg* 

leded,  and  died  of  disappointment;  having  ordered  by  her  will  the  poem  to  he  pub- . 

liAed,  in  which  Cadenus  had  prodaimed  her  excellence,  and  confessed  hi&  love.    The 

sftct  of  the  publication  oppn  the  dean  and  SteUa  is  thus  related  by  DekUy : 

'*  I  huDe  good  reason  to  believe  that  they  both  were  greatly  shocked  and  distressed 
(thouf^  it. may  be  differently)  upon  this  occasion.  The  dean  made  a  tour  to  the 
soofli  of  Irdand,  for  aboqt  two  months,  at  tUs  time,  to  dissipate  his  thoughts,  and  give 
place  to  obloquy.  And  Stella  retired  (upon  the  earnest  invitatkm  of  the  owner)  to  tii^ 
house  of  a  cheerful,  generous,  good  natured  friend  of  the  dean's,  whom  she  always 
madi  loved  and  honoured  There  my  informer  often  saw  her ;  and,  I  have  reason  to 
believe  used  Us  utmost  endeavours  to  relieve,  support,  and  amuse  her,  in  this  sad 
sitnatiQli. 

**  One  little  incident  he  told  me  of  on  that  occasion  I  think  I  shall  never  forget  As 
her  f fiend  was  an  hospitable,  open  hearted  man,  well-beloved,  and  hirgely  acquamted, 
it  happened  One  day  that  some  gentlenoten  dro|4  in  to  dinner,  who  were  strangers  to 
Stella's  sitiwtioii;  and  as  the  poem  ^  Cadenus  and  Vanessa  was  then  the  general  topic 
of  convemtkm,  one  of  Aem  said,  *  surely  that  Vanessa  must  be  an  extraordinary 
wutnan,  that  could  inspire  the  dean  to  i^te  so  finely  upon  her.'  Mrs.  Johnson  smiled, 
and  answo^,  *  that  she  thought  that  pouit  not  quite  so  clear;  for  it  was  well  known 
the  deatt  coold  write  finely  uppn  a  broomstick." 

The  great  aequiskioB  af  esteem  and  mfiuence  was  made  by  the  Drapier's  Letters 
in  1724.  One  Wood,  of  Wolvertiampton,  in  Staffordshire,  a  man  enterpiismg  and 
tapaddvi^  bad,  as  is  said,,  by  a  preaent  to  the  dutchess  of  Monster,  obtauied  a  patent, 
him  to  coin  one  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  pounds  of  halfpence  and 
\  for  theldngdam  of  Ireland,  in  whkfa  there  was  a  veiy  inconvenient  and  em^ 
barfassinf  scavci^  Of  oapper  cmn;  so  that  it  was  possible  to  run  in  debt  upon  the  credit 
of  a  pi^eoof  money ;  for  the  cook  or  keeper  of  an  alehouse  could  not  refuse  to  supply 
4  tt4n  dmt  had  silver  ki  his  hand,  and  the  buyer  would  not  leave  his  money  withobt 
chaise. 

The  pe^taet  was  theiefoi«  phosible.  The  scard^,  which  was  already  grea^  YfoodL 
Wok  cale  to  tahfc  greacer,  by  agents  who  gathered  up  the  old  half-pence;  and  ^vas 
Aautto  tombitf  bramioto  goM,^  pouring  the  treasures  of  hia.new  0^  upon  Ireland;, 
when  Swift,  finding  that  the  mttil  am  debased  to  an  enormoos  drgree,  wrote  letten^ 
aadcr  the  aaak  of  M*  B.  Drqrier,  to  show  the  folly  of  reoeiviob  and  the  mischi^  that 
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'  must  ensue,  by  giving  gold  and  silver  for  coin  worth  perhaps  not  a  third  pait  of  't$ 
Doiminal  value. 

The  nation  was  alanned  ;  the  new  coin  was  universallj  refused ;  but  the  governors  of 
Ireland  considered  resistance  to  the  king*s  patent  as  highly  criminal;  and  oneWhitsbedt 
then  chief  justice,  who  had  tiie^l  the  printer  of  the  former  pamphlet,  and  sent  out  the 
jury  nme  times,  till  by  clamour  and  menaces  they  were  frighted  into  a  special  verdicl» 
now  presented  the  Drapier,  but  could  not  prevail  on  the  grand  jury  to  findthe  bOL 
'  Lord  Carteret  and  the  privy  council  publbhed  a  proclamation,  oflbrilig  tbree  hnn- 
dred  pOMnds  for  discovering  the  author  of  the  Fourth  Letter.  Swift  had  conoeakd 
himself  from  his  printers,  and  tnisted  only  his  butler,  who  transcribed  the  paper.  Tlie 
man,  immediately  after  the  appearance  of  the  proclamation,  strolled  from  the  boose, 
and  staid  out  all  night  and  part  of  the  next  day.  There  was  reason  enoogh  to  fear 
that  he  had  betrayed  his  master  for  the  reward ;  but  he  came  home,  and  the  Dean  or- 
dered htm  to  put  off  his  livery,  and  leave  the  house ;  '*  for,'*  says  he,  **  I  know  that 
my  life  is  in  your  power,  and  1  ^ill  not  bear,  out  of  fear,  either  your  insolence  or  neg- 
ligence.'' The  man  excused  his  fault  with  great  submission^  and  begged  tbat  he  might 
t>e  confined  in  the  house  while  it  was  in  hb  power  to  endanger  his  master ;  but  the  dean 
resolutely  turned  him  out,  without  takmg  farther  notice  of  him,  till  Ae  term  of  tiie 
information  had  expired,  and  then  received  him  agaui.  Soon  afterwards  be  onlered 
'bim  and  the  rest  of  his  servants  into  his  presence,  without  telling  his  mtetitions,  and 
bade  them  take  notice  that  their  fellow-servant  was  no  longer  Robert  the  butler;  but 
that  his  hitegrity  had  made  htm  Mr.  Blakeney,  verger  of  st.  Patrick's;  an  officer  whose 
income  was  between  thirty  and  fqrty  pounds  a  y^r ;  yet  he  still  continued  Ibr  some 
years  to  serve  his  old  master  as  his  butler ''. 

'  Swift  was  known  from  this,  time  by  the  appellation  of  The  Dean.  He  was  honoured 
by  the  populace  as  the  champion,  patron,  and  instructor  of  Ireland ;  and  gained  such 
power  as,  considered  both  in  its  extent  and  duration,  scarcely  any  man  has  ever  enjoyed 
without  greater  wealth  or  higher  station. 

He  was  from  this  mlpor^ant  year  the  orade  of  the  traders,  and  the  idol  of  the  rabble^ 
and  by  consequence  was  feared  and  courted  by  ail  to  whom  the  idndn^  of  the  tmden 
pr  the  populace  ^as  necessary.  The  Dfapier  was  a  sign ;  the  Drapier  was  a  health ;  and 
which  way  soever  the  eye  or  the  ear  was  turned,  some  tokens  were  found  of  the  nation't 
gratitude  to  the  Drapier. 

The  benefit  was  indeed  great;  he  had  rescued  Ireland  from  a  very  oppi^asive  aad 
predatory  invasion ;  and  the  popularity  which  he  had  gained  he  was  diligent  to  keep^ 
by  appearing  forward  and  ztolous  on  every  occasion  where  the  public  interest  was  sup- 
posed to  be  involved.  Nor  did  he  much  scruple  to  boast  his  influence;  for  whcoy 
upon  some  attempts  to  regulate  the  coin,  archbishop  Boulter,  then  one  of  the  ju8tioes» 
accused  him  of  exasperating  the  people,  he  exculpated  himself  by^  saying  «*  If  I  had 
lifted  up  my  finger,  they  would  have  torn  you  to  pieces.? 

'  But  the  pleasure  of  popularity  was  soon  bternipted  by  d<fmestK  misiery.  Mrt. 
Johnsoii,  whose  conversation  was  to  him  the  great  softener  of  the  flb  of  life,  began  ii 
Ibe  year  of  the  Drapiei^s  triumph  to  decline;  and  two  years  afterwards  was  so  wailed 
with  sickness/^that  her  recovery  was  consfalered  as  hopeleiB. 

\  ^  Ao  account  somewhrffc  diffisreat  6vm  this  is  gtvea  by  Mr.  Sheridan  in  |iis  life  of  Sirifl^  p.  211.   A 
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Swift  ivas  then  in  England,  and  had  been  invited  by  lord  Bolingbroke  to  pass  the 
winter  with  him  in  France ;  but  this  call  of  calamity  hastened  him  to  Ireland,  where  ^ 
peibaps  bis  presence  contributed  to  restore  her  to  imperfect  and  tottering  health. 

He  .was  now  so  much  at  ease,  that  (1 727)  he  returned  to  England ;  where  he  collected  ^^ 
three  volumes  of  Miscellanies  in  conjunction  with  Pope,  who  pretixed  a  querulous  and 
apdogetical  prefiice. 

Thia  important  year  qeut  likewise  into  the  wdrld  Gulliver's  Travels;  a  production 
•o  new  and  strange,  that  it  filled  the  reader  with  a  mingled  emotion  of  merriment  and 
amazement.  It  was  received  with  such  avidity,  tliat  the  price  of  tlie  tirst  edition  was 
raised  before  the  second  could  be  made ;  it  was  read  by  the  high  and  the  low,  the 
learned  and  illiterate.  Criticism  was  for  a  while  lost  in  wonder ;  no  rules  of  judgment 
were  applied  to  a  book  written  in  open  defiance  of  truth  and  regularity.  But  when 
distinctions  came  to  lie  made,  the  part  which  gave  the  least  pleasure  was  that  which 
deaciibes  the  Flying  Island,  and  that  which  gave  most  disgust  must  be  the  history  of 
the  Houybnhnms. 

While  Swift  was  enjoying  the  reputation  of  his  new  w^ork,  the  news  of  the  king's  . 
death  arrived ;  and  he  kissed  the  hands  of  the  new  king  and  queen  three  day^  after 
their  accesnon. 

By  the  queen,  when  she  was  princess,  he  had  been  treated  with  some  distinction,  and   ^ 
was  well  received  by  her  in  her  exaltation ;  but  whether  she  gave  hopes  which  she  never 
took  care  to  satisfy,  or  lie  formed  expectations  which  she  never  meant  to  raise,  the  event 
was»  that  he  always  afterwards  thought  on  her  with  malevolence,  and  particularly 
charged  her  with  breaking  her  promise  of  some  medals  which  she  engaged  to  send  him. 

I  know  not  whether  she  had  not,  in  her  tiurn,  some  reason  for  complaint.  A  letter 
was  aent  her,  not  so  much  entreating,  as  requiring,  her  patronage  of  Mrs.  Barber,  an 
ingenious  Irishwoman,  who  was  then  begging  subscriptions  for.  her  Poems.  To  this 
letter  was  subscribed  the  name  of  Swift,  and  it  has  all  the  appearances  of  his  diction 
and  sentiments;  but  it  was  not  written  in  his  hand,  and  had  some  little  improprieties. 

When  be  was  charged  with  this  letter,  he  laid  hold  of  the  inaccuracies,  ai|d  urged 
the  improbability  of  the  accusation;  but  never  denied  it:  he  shuffles  between  coward- 
ice and  veracity,  and  talks  big  when  he  says  nothing  \ 

He  seems  desurous  enough  of  recommencing  courtier,  and  endeavoured  to  gain  the 
kindness  of  Mrs.  Howard,  remembering  what  Mrs.  Masham  had  performed  in  former 
times :  but  his  flatteries  were,  like  those  of  other  wits,  unsuccessful ;  the  lady  either 
wanted  power,  or  had  no  ambition  of  poetical  immortality. 

He  was  seized  not  long  afterwards  by  a  fit  of  giddmess,  and  again  heard  of  the 
sickness  and  danger  of  Mrs.  Johnson.  He  then  left  the  house  of  Pope,  as  it  seems, 
with  very  little  ceremony,  finding  *^  that  two  sick  friends  cannot  live  together  ;*'  and  did 
not  vnite  to  him  till  he  found  himself  at  Chester. 

He  returned  to  a  home  of  sorrow ;  poor  Stelhi  vras  sinkmg  into  the  grave,  and,  after 
a  langpishing  decay  of  about  two  months,  died  in  her  forty-fourth  year,  od  January  28, 
1728.  How  much  he  wished  her  life,  his  papers  show ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  he 
dreaded  the  death  of  her  whom  he  loved  most^  aggravated  by  the  consciousness  that' 
himself  had  hastened  it 


a  It  is  Imtjoftioe  to  the  dean's  memory,  tarefiir  to  Mr«  fteridaa's  MmM  qf  Mm  iironi  this  chsifH 
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Beauty,  and  the  power  of  pleasing,  the  greatest  external  adMiages  that  women  can 
desire  or  possess,  were  fatal  to  the  unfortunate  Stelb.    Thie,  man  whom  she  ted  the 
mjrforttine  to  love  was,  as  Delany  observes,  fond  of  tingularily,  and  deuraua  to  make 
a  mode  of  happiness  for  himself,  different  from  the  general  coarse  of  things  and  ovder 
of  Providehce.    From  the  time  of  her  arrival  in  Iftland  beseems  resolvedto  keep  her 
in  his  power,  and  therefore  hindered  a  match  suffideutly  advantageous,  by  aocomaktiog 
uureasonable  demands,  and  prescribing  conditions  that  could  not  be  performed.    While 
she  was  at  her  own  disposal  he  did  not  consider  his  possession  as  secure;  resentmefll, 
«  ubition,  or  caprice,  might  separate  them ;  he  was  therefore  resolved  to  Hiake  **  assur- 
ance double  sure,"  and  to  appropriate  her  by  a  private  marriage,  to  wliicfa  lie  had 
iannexed  the  expectation  of  all  the  pleasures  of  perfect  friendship,  without  the  uneasiness 
ot  conjugal  restraint.    But  with  this  state  poor  Stella  was  not  satisfied ;  she  never  was 
treated  as  a  wife,  and  to  the  worid  she  had  the  apptorance  of  a  mistress.     She  lived 
sullenly  on,  m  hope  that  m  time  he  would  own  and  receive  her;  but  the  Ine  did  not 
cojne  till  the  change  qf  his  manners  and  deprivation  of  his  mind  made  ber  tell  hrai 
when  be  offered  to  acknowledge  her,  that  "  it  was  too  late.*    She  then  gave  up  herself 
to  sorrowful  resentment^  and  died  under  the  tyranny  of  him,  by  whom  she  waa  in  the 
highest  degree  loved  and  honoured. 

What  were  her  claims  to  this  eccentric  tenderness,  by  which  the  laws  of  natme  wcse 
violated  to  retain  ber^  curiosity  will  inquire;  but  how  sbaH  it  be  gratified  7  Swift  was  a 
lover  ;  his  testimony  may  be  suspected.  Delany  and  the  Irish  saw  with  Swift's  ejes» 
and  therefore  add  little  conlBrmation.  That  she  was  virtuous^  beautiftil,  and  elegant, 
in  a  V)Bry  hi^h  degree,  such  admiration  from  such  a  lover  makes  it  very  probable;  bat 
she  hac^'npt  mi^ch  literature,  for  she  could  not  spell  her  own  hmguage;  and  of  her  wit, 
so  loudly  vaunte^  th^  sniart  s^yin^s  which  Swift  himself  has  collected  aflbrd  no  q>len« 
did  specimeq. 

The  reader  of  Swift  s  Letter  to  a  Lady  on  her  Marriage,  may  be  allowed  to  doobt 
vjhether,  his  opinion  of  female  excellence  bught  implicitly  to  be  admitted; 'for,  if  hb 
general  thoughts  on  women  were  such  as  he  exhibits,  a  very  little  sense  in  a  lady 
would  enrapture,  and  a  very  little  virtue  would  astonish  him.  Stella's  supremacy, 
therefore,  waji  perhaps  only  local ;  she  was  great,  because  her  associates  were  little. 

In  some  Remarks  lately  published  op  the  Life  of  Swift,  his  marria^  b  raentioiied  as 
^bulous,  Of  doubtful:  but,  alas!  poor  Stella^  as  Dr.  Madden  told  me,  refaited  h^  melan- 
choly stoiy  to  Dr.  Sheridan,  when  he  attended  her  as  a  clergyman  to'prepare  her  for 
dejiJth^;  ^nd  Pelany  mentions  it  not  with  doubt,  but  only  wiA  regret.  Swift  never 
mentioned  her  wi^Qut  a  sigh.  The  rest  of  hn  Hie  was  spent  in  Ireland,  in  a  oountiy 
to  which  not  even  power  almost  despoti<;,  nor  flattery  almost  idolatrous  conhtrecwdle 
him.  He  sometimes  wished  to  visit .  ^n^land^  but  always  found  some  reason  of  dehy. 
H^  tetls  Pope,  in  the  decline  9f  life,  that  he  hopes  once  more  to  see  him :  *^  but  ifnot,^ 
sfjys  he^  ^*  y[e  must  paijt^  as  all  hiiman  beings  have  parted.'' 

'  j^r  th^  dcf^h  9?  Stella,  his  beneyoledce  was.  contracted,  apd  his  aeveiity  ^mftnSb: 
(^;  he  drove  his  acquaintance  from  his  table,  and  wondered  wh}^  be  was  dfeserled; 
But  he  continued  his  attention  to  the  public,  and  wrote  from  time  to  time  8U<^  dheo* 
tionst  admonitions,  or  censures,  as  the  exigency  of  affiuis^  in  his  opimon,  made  prQ|)fr; 
ftod  nottung  fell-ikmi  Ui  ^  m  in^ 
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he  bestowed  one  stricture  upon  Betteswortb,  a  lawyer  emineDt  for  his  iosolencQ  W  Ifaf 
fildgy,  ^hick  from  v^ry  p«uKiMen«hle  feputatioo^  broiii|b|,  faw  iptQ  iaMned^o  «nd 
i  coQlenifit.  .  IteUii$woclh>  «Dnige.ct  al  his  dit^nce  and  looi^  ir^at  to  $W4A^  ami 
I  whet^f  h»  was  th«  autfioc  of  thai  pp^ia.^  .  "  Mr-  Pettmwoith*''  anstvorei) 
he»  '*  1  waa  k  my  youAb  acqiiaiated  with  gre»t.lavi9e<9^  wbo^.kRowiog  my  diqposilftMi 
W  «!!■(»  adieased  ne,  that  if  any  scQondrel  or  blockhead  whom  I  bad  lampooned  sboidi} 
ssk,  '  Are  you  the  author  of  this  peper?*  I  should  tell  him  that  1  was  nottho  at^Ofi; 
•ad  tbarefore  I  lett  you.  4dr.  BettesWorlb,  that  I.  am  ooi.  tbe  ai»tbor  of  these  liuQs. ' 

Beltasworih  was  so  little  satisfied  with  this  account,  UmU  be  publicly  fHrofemd  hi| 
nsolufioaof  a  violent  and  corpofal  revenge ;  but  tbei  nhabitm^tft  of  St.  Patrieks  distriti 
enboditd  .th^msehoes  in  the  dean's  defence.  Betlesworth  declared  in  pttrlianient^  tbUt 
Swift  had  deprived  bias  of  twelve  hundred  poottds  a  year. 

Swift  was  popular  a  while  by  another  mode  of  beneficence,  lie  set  aside  sc^  bttn^ 
drtds  to  ha  Ifivk  in  aoiall  sums  to  the  poor,  from  five  sMUiBg^  1  think,  %o  five  poiitds. 
iie  took  no  interest,  and  only,  required  that,  at  cep^yment,  a  smaU  fee  should  be  given 
tot^  aoconptant:  but  he  nequiredthal  tlie  day  of  promised  payiiM»t  should  be  exaet]|f 
kept  A  sevete  and  pnoctiiiQua  temper  is  iU  qualified  for  tn^wsuitioos  witk  the  poor : 
the  day  was  often  bvoksn,  and  the  loan  was  not  repaid.  This  m%ht  have  been  easily 
isieseen ;  but  fev  this  Swift  had  made  no  provision  of  patience  or  pity.  Be  ordeiod 
his  debtors  to  be  sued.  •  A  severe  creditor  has  no  popular  character ;  what  then  wiaa 
kktly  to  be  sa^l  of  him  who  emptoya  the  catchpoll  under  the  af^tearance  of  oharky  1 
The  ckmoiMP  agauisfe  him  was  loud,  uid  the  resentment  of  the  populace  outrageous; 
ha  waa  therefore  fbvoed  ta  (kwp  ha  scheme,  ^  own  the  foUy  of  expectmg  puoebiallity 
fimn  the  poos  ^ 

Hisa8peis^oontittaaily4norcMng,  comkmned  hus  to  sditude;  and  his  i 
•f  aolitiidt  shavpaoad  his  asperity.  Hia  was  not,  howefver,  totally  deserted;  some  i 
of  leammg,  and  some  women  ol^  elegance,  <rfkn  visited  bin) ;  and  he  wrote  from  time 
to  time  either  verse  or  prose :  of  his  venes  he  wdlhngly  gave  copies,  and  is.supposed  to 
hive  Ml  no  discontent  when  he  saw  t^Mn  priated.  iiiB  ftivourite  maxiaof  was,  "  Vive 
la  bagatelle  ;*'  he  thought  trifles  a  neoessaiy  paiti  of  life,  and  perhaps  fiMmd  them  ne* 
ecsmiy  to  hiinsalf.  H  seems  impossible  to  him  to  be  idle,  and  his  disoodm  made  it 
diffiealt  or  dangerous  to  be  longt  sertonsly  stadious,  oc  hiboriously  diligent  The  love  of 
•sese  is  always  gaming  upon  age,  and  be  had  ^one  temptation  tor  petty 
Ftcnhar  to  himself;  whatever  he  did  faf  was  sore  to  hearappfamded;  and  sueh  i 
prejaafunaBce oyer aU thatapproacM^ thatr aU theif  apftessmweie  probably i 
He  that  is  much  flattered  soon  teams  k>  iatter  himself ;-  we:ave  commonly  tanght  e«r 
^  by  fcar  or  shaiiey^ and*  hew  can^liiey  a^  iq>o»  the  man  who  beat*  aslhing  liut  hia 
■ewnprnwest 

As  kiityeara  incieawd>  hk  flt#^o£  giddiMa  and  deafcem  grew^asoie  fi^umil,  attd  his 
detfbess  made  conversation  difficulty  they  grew  likewise  more  severe,  tillm  17d6,ashewas 
wMug  a«^poen»callted  Tfc<Legtois4B«b,  ha^ras<Be«ed(wltfi  a^filaopahifid,  andaorong 

^TOiyo<y^wtJis.<Wi|tpyliril^  to;¥t  S}wrMMU.«hP  wittv«f!»t  wvipdi  4»ei^»  (ioqi4iis.oiml(P«F* 
hd^,  ^lat  there  wm  notop^  lyllal^of  tnUh.tnt^  wMe  account  from.  the.  l)egiiuiiD|  to  tj^seqi- 
»«Wbor  SeSft,ediaiT84,p.:F3^.    It 
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coDtkiued,  tiult  he  never  after  thought  it  proper  to  attempt  any  woik  of  tfaoi^t  or 
labour.  *t 

He  was  always  careful  of  his  money,  ancf  was  therefore jio  liberal  entertainer;  but 
was  less  frugal  of  his  wine  than  of  his  meat  When  bit  friends  of  either  sex  came  to 
hun,  in  expectation  of  a  dinner,  his  custom  was  to  gire  every  one  a  shilling,  thai  tiiey 
Height  please  themselves  with  their  provision.  At  last  his  avarice  grew  too  powcriui 
for  his  kindness ;  he  would  refuse  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  in  Ireland  no  man  visits  wfaeit 
be  cannot  drink. 

Having  thus  excluded  omversation,  and  desisted  from  study,  he  had  neither  bunnea 
•nor  amusement ;  for  having,  by  some  ridiculous  resolution,  or  mad  vow,  deternuDed 
never  to  wear  spectacles,  he  could  make  little  use  of  liooks  in  his  later  years :  his  idesi 
therefore,  toeing  neither  renovated  by  discourse,  nor  increased  by  reading,  wiire  gnkiu- 
ally  away,  and  left  bis  mind  vacant  to  the  vexations  of  the  hour^  till  at  last  his  anger 
was  heightened  into  madness. 

He  however  permitted  one  book  to  be  piiblislied,  whioh  had  been  the  productwn  of 
former  years ;  Polite  Conversation,  which  ap|ieared  in  173S*  The  Directions  for  Ser- 
vants was  printed  soon  after  his  death.  These  two  performances  show  a  mind  iocesr 
santly  attentive,  and,  when  it  was  not  employed  upon  great  things,  busy  with  minuie 
occurrences.  It  is  apparent  that  he  must  have  had  the  habit  of  noting  whatever  he  ob- 
served I  for  such  a  numlier  of  particulars  could  never  have  been  assembled  by  tbe 
power  of  recollection. 

He  grew  more  violent,  and  his  mental  powers  declined  till  (174*1)  it  was  foand 
necessary  that  legal  guardians  should  be  appointed  of  his  person  and  fortune.  He  now 
lost  distinction.  (lis  madness  was  compounded  of  rage  and  fatuity.  The  last  hct 
that  he  knew  was  that  of  Mrs.  Whiteway;  'and  her  he  ceased  to  know  m  a  lit^e  time 
His  meat  was  brought  him  cut  into  mouthfiils ;  ^ut  he  would  never  touch  it  while  tbe 
aervant  staid,  and  at  last,  after  it  had  stood  perhaps  an  hour,  would  eat  it  walking;  for 
he  continued  hb  old  habit,  and  was  on  his  feet  ten  boms  a  day. 

Next  year  ( 1 742)  he  had  an  inflammatiou  in  his  left  eye,  whidi  swelled  it  to  the  sixe 
of  an  egg,  with  Iniils  in  other  parts  ;  he  was  kept  long  waking  with  the  pain,  and  was 
not  easily  restrained  by  five  attendants  from  tearmg  out  his  eye. . 

The  tumour  at  last  subsided ;  and  a  short  interval  of  reason  ensuing,  in  which  be 
knew  his  physician  and  his  fiunily,  g^ve  hopes  of  his  recovery;  but  in  a  few  days  be 
sunk  into  a  lethargk^stupidity,  motionless,  heedles%  and  speechless.  But  it  is  said,  that, 
after«  year  of  total  silence,  when  his  housekeeper,  on  the  30th  ot  November,  told  him 
that  the.  usual  bonfires  and  illuminations  were  preparing  to  celebrate  his  birth-day,  be 
answered,  *<  It  is  all  foUy ;  they  had  better  l^t  it  alone." 

It  is  remembered,  thai  he  afterwards  ^oke  now  and  then,  or  gave  some  intimatioB 
of  a  meanmg;  but  at  last  sunk  mto  perfect  silence,  which  continued  till  about  the  end 
of  October,  1 7d4,  when,  in  his  seventy -eighth  year,  he  expufed  without  a  struggle. 

WhAn  Swift;  is  conskiered  as  an  autbar,  it  is  just  to  estm^rte  his  powers  by  their 
effects.  In  the  reign  of  queen  Anne  he  turned  the  stream  of  popularity  agamsttbe 
Whigs,  and  must  be  confessed  to  have  dictated  for  a  time  the  politkal  opinions  of  tb^ 
£nj§lisb  9iatigp,~    Jp  tbf  sif ccefdin|  rei^  I|e  delivered  Irel2^4  from  plifnder  juul  <^i(M«tt 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


UEE  OF  SWIFT.  3ffl 

lioii;  and  showed  Ibat  wit,  eoitfederated  wMi  tnilh,  bid  suoh  force  as  autfaodtjr  was 
aoable  to  resist.  He  said  truly  of  himself^  that  Irdand  **  was  hb  debtor/'  It  was 
from  the  Ane  when  he  first  began  to  patronke  the  Irish;  that  they  may  date  their  richea 
and  prosperity.  He  taught  them  first  to  know  their  own  interest,  their  weight,  and 
their  strength,  and  gave  them  spirit  to  assert  that  equality  wkh  their  feilow-subjectf 
to  which  tliey  have  ever  since  been  making  vigorous  advances,  and  to  claim  Ihose 
rights  which  they  have  at  last  esiAblished.  Nor  can  they  be  .charged  with  ingrati- 
tiMle  to  their  benefactor^  for  they  reverenced  him  as  a  guardian,  and  obeyed  him  as  a 
dictator. 

In  his  works  he  has  given  very  di^rent  specimens  both  of  sentiments  and  enpressioiK 
His  Tale  of  a  Tub  has  little  resemUanoe  to  his  other  pieces.  It  exhibits  a  vehemence 
and  rapidity  of  mind,  a  copiousness  of  images,  and  vivacity  of  diction,  such  as  he  aftetr 
wards  never  possessed,  or  never  exerted.  It  is  of  a  mode  so  distinct  and  peculiar,  that 
It  must  be  considered  by  itsdf ;  what  b  true  of  that,  is  not  true  of  any  thing  else  which 
be  haa  written. 

In  bis  other  works  is  found  an  equable  tenour  of  easy  language,  which  rather  trickles 
than  flowSf  His  delight  was  in  simplicity.  That  he  has  in  his  works  no  metaphor,  as 
has  been  said,  is  not  true ;  but  his  few  metaphors  seem  to  be  received  rather  by  ncr 
cessity  than  choice.  He  studied  purity ;  and  though  perhaps  all  hb  strictures  are  not 
exact*  yet  it  is  not  often,  that  solecisms  can  be  found ;  and  whoever  depends  on  hb' 
authority  may  generally  conclude  himself  safe.  Hb  sentences  are  never  too  much 
dilated  or  contracted ;  and  it  will  not,  t)e  easy  to  find  any  embarrassment  in  the  com^ 
pUcation  of  hb  clauses,  any  inconsequence  in  hb  connections,  or  abruptness  m  hb  transit- 
tions. 

Hb  style  was  well  suited  to  his  thoughts,  which  are  never  subtilised  by  nice  disquisi- 
tions, decomted  by  sparkling  conceits,  elevated  by  ambitious  sentences,  <Hr  variegated 
by  fitf-aought  learning.  He  pays  no  court  to  the  passions;  he  excites  neither  suiprise 
nor  admiration;  he. always  understands  himself ;  and  hb  reader  always  understand^ 
him ;  the  peruser  of  Swift  wants  little  previous  knowledge ;  it  will  be  sufficient  that  he 
b  acquainted  with  common  words  and  common  things :  he  b  neither  required  to  mount 
elevations,  nor  to  explore  profundities;  his  passage  b  always  on  a  level,  along  solkl 
ground,  without  u^ierities,  without  oiMtruction. 

Thb  easy  and  sale  conveyance  of  meaning  it  was  Swift's  desire  to  attain,  and  for 
baring  attained  he  deserves  praise.  For  purposes  merely  didactic,  when  something  b 
to  be  told  that  was  not  known  before,  it  b  the  best  mode ;  but  against  that  inattention 
by  which  known  truths  are  suffered  to  lie  neglected,  H  ms|kes  no  provision ;  it  instructs, 
but  does  not  persuade. 

By  hb  political  education  he  was  associated  with  the  Whigs;  but  he  deserted  them 
when,  they  deserted  their  principles,  yet  without  running  mto  the  contraiy  extreme: , 
he  contmned  throughout  hb  life  to  retain  the  djqpqsition  which  he  assigns  to  the  Churvhr 
of-Eo|^and  Maq,  of  thinking  comn)only  with  the  Whigs  of  the  state,  and  with  the 
Tories  of  tbe-cbttrch. 

He  was  achurdmum  ntmnaDy  aealons;  he  depned  the  prosperity,  and  mamtained 
the  hoMor,  of  the  clergy;  of  the  dissenterp  he  4^4  ilo(  wiA  tP  infihige  tl|e  to}fp|ti^, 
)nrt  li^  o|>pose4  Ihcur  «i|cioaGhoienta, 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


$6%  Lint  OF  SWffT. 


wilh  «xact  fiseonoBiy ;  and  it  is  said  by  I>el«y>  tKat  m<»e  tnoii«y  was,  ludrr  his  dionk 
lioDy  laid  out  in  lepairs,  than  had  ev«r  been  m  the  saase  tana  since  lis  liiat  tmolpU. 
Of  his  dioir  be  was  eminently  careful;  ancK  though  he  neither  hived  aov  imdeetood 
BMisie,  iwjk  care  tha^  all  the  singers  were  well  qualified,  admitting  none  without  the 
testimony  of  skilfol  judges. 

In  hia  ehureh  he  restored  the  practice  of  weekly  comnmnbn,  and  distributed  tht 
sacRuneiital  elemente  in  the  most  solemn  and  devout  manner  with  hb  6wb  hand.  He 
came  to  church  every  morning,  preached  commonly  in  his  turn,  and  attended  tht 
evenmg  anthem,  that  it  might  not  be  negligently  performed. 

He  read  the  sef vice,  ^  rather  with  a  strong,  nervous  voice,  than  in  a  graoeAd  maa- 
ner ;  hb  v6ice  was  sharp  and  high-toned,  rather  than  baHnooious*" 

He  entered  upon  the  clerical  »tate  with  hope  to  eicel  in  preaching;  bat  eoniplainsd^ 
that,  from  the  time  of  his  political  controversies,  **  he  could  only  proaeh  pamiddets.'' 
This  censure  of  himself,  if  judgment  be  made  from  those  sermons  whieb  have  been 
printed,  was  unreasonably  severe. 

'-  The  suspicions  of  his  irreligion  proceeded  in  a  great  measure  from  his  dread  of  hypor 
orisy ;  instead  of  wishing  to  seem  better^  he  delighted  in' seeming  worse  than  he  was. 
He  went  in  London  to  early  prayers,  lest  he  should  be  seen  at  church ;  he  rted  prayers 
to  his  servants  every  morning  with  such  dexterous  secrecy,  that  Dr.  Delany  was  sia 
months  in  his  house  before  he  knew  it.  He  was  not  only  carsfnl  ko  hide  the  good  which 
he  did,  but  willmgfy  incurred  the  su^icion  oli  «yil  whieh  he  did  not.  He  forgot  what 
himself  bad  formerly  asserted,  that  hypocrisy  is  less  nmchiefVQns  than  open,  inpia^. 
Dr.  Delany,  with  all  his  zeal  for  his  honour,  has  justly  condemned  thb  part  of  hia  cha- 
ncten     -  ^ 

Iht  person  of  Swift  had  not  many  recommendations.  He  had  a  kind  of  moddy 
^mpiexiotf,  which,  though  he  vi^hed  himself  with  Oriental  scropulonty,  did  not  look 
tjear.  He  had  a  countenance  sour  and  severe,  which  he  seldom  softened  by  any  ap*> 
pearacce  of  ^iety.     He  stubbbmly  resisted  any  tendency  to  laughter. 

To  bis  domestics  he  was  natuniHy  rough;  and  a  man  of  a  rigopous  temper,  with 
that- vigilance  of  minute  attention  which  his  works  discover,  must  have  been  a  master 
that  few  could  bear.  That  he  was  disposed  to  do  his  seiMnts  good«  on  hnpofftivl  ocosr 
sions^  is  no  great  mitigation ;  benefaction  can  be  but  rtkre,  «id  grannie  f^vishness  is 
perpetual.  He  did  not  spare  the  servants  of  others.  O&ce,  when  he  dmed  alofnawilh 
)Ae  eari  of  Orrery,  he  said  of  one  that  waited  in  the  room,  '^Ihdi  man  hasi  sinca  we 
sat  to  tiie  table,  committed  fifteen  faultsv'^  What  the  foulto  were,  lord  CHiaiT,  fr«m 
whom  I  heard  the  story,  had  not  been  attentive  enough  to  discover^  Mg  mmiht*  any 
perhaps  not  beexsict 

In  liis  oBconomy  he  practised  a  peculiar  and  offinniye  pamimoiiy)  wiyioutdiBgtth»er 
a^logy.  The  practice  of  savm^  bem^  once  necessary,  became*  habitual;  and  gNW 
first  ridiculous,  and  at  last  detestable.  But  his  avarice  though  if  nuigh^  aiwhA 
pleasure,  was  nevor  sufiered  to  encroach  upon  his  virtue.  He  waa  tngjA  bf  insliis 
tion,  but  tberaf  by  jninciple ;  and  If'tfae  purpose  to  which  he  destitaed  hife  MMIl  ascu- 
mulations  be  remembered;  with  his  distribution  of  bocaAMUd:diarily,  i^'wtt  peihapi 
appeari  that  he  only  liked  one  anode  of  expense  better  ttian  anetbov  tnd'fla^Mdt  Mvaljr 
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tkfli  lie  m%^  bave  sontlBiiig  to  giive.  JHk  did  not  gwm  rick  by  iqiMan^  hisflQcceiioft* 
but  left  bolb  LaiBoor  md  tile  dcuery  raoiie  wloable  thvi  ke  found  then.— Witb  ail 
tUa  talk  of  his  covetoimeu  aad  gettero«ty,  it  shoiil;!  be  legNunberaji,  that  he  waa 
■eaer  rich.  The  revenue  of  bis  deanesy  waa  not  such  mora  than  aovan  bipdiad  % 
year. 

HiB  beneficence  waa  not  gcaced  with  tenderneBs  oc  cvviKty ;  be  wNered  witfKHit  fky» 
and  amted  wcHhout  kindacaa;  so  that  those  wbo  were  fed  by  him  conU  hardly  feae 
him.  «  ' 

He  made  a  rale  to  bimse^  to  gnre  but  one  pieee  at  a  tnne»and  tbesefcre  ahtays 
stored  bis  pocket  with  cobs  of  di^^rent  ndue. 

Wbaleter  he  dh),  he  aeenied  wilUng  to  do  in  a  manncir  peculiar  to  bbasali^  wMboot 
sufficiently  considering,  that  singularity,  as  it  implies  a  contempt  of  the  general  pnct»f» 
b  a  kind  of  d^iance  wbkb  jasHy  provokes  tbe  hostflily  of  ridicuk;  be>  fitmOare, 
wbo  indulges  peculiar  habits,  b  wors^  than  others,  if  be  be. not  belter* 

Of  bis  bnmour,  a  story  told  by  Pope  ^  may  affbrd  a  specimen* 

««  Dr.  Swift  has  an  odd,  bloat  way,  that  is  mistaken  by  stmnfsvs  for  itt  natare.-^1la 
so  odd,  that  there's  nodesc^hing  it  bntby  finsls.  FH  teH  yon  one  Hiat  isgt  comes  mto 
my  head.  One  evening.  Gay  and  I  wept  to  see  him:  you  know  bow  bitiflMdely.  wo 
were  aU  aoquainled.  -  On  oor  connng  in,  ^  Heyday,  gentlemen,  (says  tbe  doctor)  wbati'a 
tbe  meaning  of  this  visitf  How  came  yon  to  leave  tbe  great  k>rd»tbat  you  aae  sai 
fond  of,  to  come  hither  to  9ee  a  poor  dean!' — '  Because  we  wouki  rakbar  sea  you 
than  any  of  them/ — *  Ay,  any  one  thai  dkl  not  know  so  wett  as  I  do  might  believe  you. 
But  since  you  are  come,  I  most  get  some  supper  for  you,  i  suppose.'^-*'  Mo,  do^or, 
we  have  supped  already/ — *  Supped  ahready?  that's  impossiUe!  why^^tk  not  eight 
o'clock  yet. — ^That's  very  strange ;  but  if  you  bad  not  supped,  I  most  have  got  some^ 
thing  for  you. — Let  me  see,  what  should  I  have  hadi  A  conpk  of  lobsters.;  ay,  that 
would  have  done  very  well ;  two  shillings — tarts,  a  MKng ;  but  yoa  will^  diin^  %  glasa 
of  wine  with  me,  though  yoa  sapped  so  much  before  your  usual  tone  only  to  spafeo  n^ 
pocket  ?^**  No,  we  Imd  rather  talk  with  you  than  drink  with  you/^— *'Bi]l  if^yon  laid 
supped  with  me,  as  in  all  reason  you  ought  to  have  done,  you  most  then  have  dvank 
with  me. — A  bottle  of  wme,  two  shillings — ^two  and  two  is  four,  and  oiie  is  iaa ;  jusa 
two  and  mpence  a-piece.  There^  Pope,  tbere'e  half^i-crown  for  y«u,  and  tb^'s 
another  for  you,  sir;  for  I  won't  save  any  thing-  by  you,  i  am  dpterwwnnil  ?-^11ua 
vras  all  saM  and  done  with  bis  usual  serioaaaess  on  sudi  ooeaaioos;  apd,  in  spile ofi 
every  tUng  we  could  say  to  tbe  tfonlrary^  be  actually  obKged  us  to  tak^  the  monqr.^ 

In  the  inteieoun^  of  familiar  Mfo,  be  indulged  Us  dispositum  to  patnhmco  ambsaan 
casD,  and  thought  Imnsetf  injured  if  the  lieeolioasness  of  hk  miBeiy,  the  fteedom  ol 
bis  coisores,  or  tbe  pelulanca  of  bis  fiolie^  waa  resented  or  aepresaed.  He  p-^n^ir^ 
nated  over  bis  conqMnions  with  vwy  higb  aaoandapqy,  and  paobably  wo^dbsa^  mmt 
over  whom  be  could  not  predominate.  To  give  him  advice  ifm,  k\  tiia  slyia  oi'  bi| 
AriendB^iny,  '« to  venture  to  spoak  to  bnn.T  llnacnstom|gy^  snperimily  mgm  gsew 
toodeKcate  fortruA;  imd  Sarifl,  wilbni  h|ipeoali«lion,aiknmdbitapeli>be<biN 
lighted  with  low  fliHery. 
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Oo  all  coinmon  bccasioos,  he  habitually  a&cts  a  style  of  airogance,  and  dkfatM 
rathet  than  penuades.  This  authoritative  and  magisterial  language  he  expected  to  be 
received  as  bis  peculiar  mode  of  jocularily :  but  be  apparently  flattered  his  own  arro- 
ganoe  by  an  assumed  imperiousness,  in  whicn  he  was  ironical  only  to  the  resentful,  and 
to  the  submissive  sufficiently  serious. 

He  told  stories  with  great  felidty»  and  delighted  in  doing  what  he  knew  himself  Is 
do  well ;  be  was  therefore  captivated  by  the  respectful  silence  of  a  steady  Ustener,  and 
told  the  same  tales  too  often.  ^  . 

He  did  not»  however,  daim  the  right  of  talking  alone;  for  it  was  his  rule,  when  be 
had  spoken  a  minute,  to  give  room  by  a  pause  for  any  other  speaken  Of  time«  on  all 
occasions,  be  was  an  exact  computer,  and  knew  the  minutes  required  to  every  comnK^a 
i^ration. 

It  may  be  justly  supposed  that  there  was  in  his  conversation,  what  appears  ao  fie- 
quentiy  in  his  letters,  an  affectation  of  familiarity  wjth  the  great,  and  ambition  of 
momentary  equality  sought  and  enjoyed  by  the  neglect  of  those  ceremonies  which 
custom  has  established  as  the  barriers  between  one  order  of  society  and  another. 
This  transgression  of  regularity  was  by  himself  and  bb  admirers  termed  greatoeas  of 
souL  But  a  great  mind  disdains  to  bold  any  thing  by  courtesy,  and  theiefoie  never 
Qsukps  what  a  lawful  claimant  may  take  away.  He  that  encroaches  on  another^s  difgaity. 
puts  himself  in  his  poller;  he  is  either  repelled  with  helpless  indignity,  or  endured  by 
clemency  and  condescension. 

Of  SwifVs  general  habits  of  thinking,  if  his  letters  can  be  supposed  to  afford  any 
evidence,  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  either  loved  or  envied.  He  seems  to  have  wasted 
life  in  discontent,  by  the  rage  of  neglected  pride,  and  the  languishment  of  unsatisfied 
desite.  He  is  querulous  and  fastidious,  arrogant  and  maligpant ;  he  scarely  speaks  of 
himself  but  with  indignant  lameiitations,  or  of  others  but  with  insolent  superiority  when 
be  b  gay,  and  with  angry  contempt  when  he  is  gloomy.  From  the  ietten  that  pass 
between  him  and  Pope  it  might  be  inferred  that  they,  with  Arbuthnot  and  Gay,  had 
ingrossed  all  the  understanding  and  virtue  of  mankind ;  that  their  naerits  filled  the 
world ;  or  that  tiiere  was  no  ho^  of  more.  They  show  the  age  involved  in  dariuies6» 
and  shade  the  picture  with  suUeu  emukUiou. 

VfMen  the  queen's  death  drove  him  into  Irelai^d,  he  might  be  allowed  to  regret  for 
a  time  the  interception  of  bis  views,  the  extinction  of  his  hopes,  and  bis  ejection  fiom 
gay  scenes,  important  employment,  and  splendid  friendships;  but  when  time  had  en* 
bled  reason  toprevaQ  over  vexation,  the  complaints,  which  at  first  were  natural,  became 
ridiculous  because  they  were  useless.  But  querulousness  was  now  grown  habitud,  and 
be  cried  out  when  he  probably. had  ceased  to  feel.  His  reiterated  waitings  penuaded 
Bolingbioke  that  he  was  really  wilUng  to  quit  his  deanery  for  an  English  parish ;  and 
Bolin^ioke  procured  an  excbuige,  which  was  nyecded;  and  Swift  stili  retained  the 
pleasure  of  complaining. 

The  greatest  difficulty  that  occurs,  in  analysing  his.  character,  is  to  diaoover  hj 
what  depravity  of  intellect  he  took  delight  mr«volvuigideas»  from  which  abnost  every 
other  mmd  shrinks  with  disgust.  Theideas  of  pleasure,  even  when  ciinnnal,  maj  soli* 
cit  the  imaginatmn }  but  what  has  disease^  deformity,  and  filth,  upon  whkh  the  tfaougbto 
canbealhufdiodwellt    Pelai^  is  willbg  to  Uiink  that  Swifts  iPiw^ 
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tuiiM  with  this  gms  corraptioD  before  hia  long  viait  to  Pope.  He  does  not  consider 
hoir  he  d^rades  his  hero,  by  making  him  at  fifty-nine  the  pupil  of  turpitude,  and 
'  liaUe  to  the  malignant  influenoe  of  an  ascendant  mind.  But  the  truth  is,  that  OuUiver 
had  described  his  Yahoos  before  the  visit;  and  he  that  had  fonned  those  images  had 
nothing  filthy  to  leam^ 

I  have  here  given  the  character  of  Swift  as  be  exhibits  himself  to  my  perception;  but 
BOW  let  anbther  be  heard  who  knew  him  better. '  Dr.  Dehny  after  long  acquamtance^ 
describes  him  to  lord  Orrery  in  these  terms :  .  "  . 

^  My  lord^  when  you  consider  Swift's  singular^  pecnliat,  and  most  variegated  vem 
•f  wit,  always  intended  rightly,  although  not  always  so  rightly  directed ;  delightful  in 
many  instances,  and  salutary  even  where  it  is  most  ofiensive ;  when  you  consider  his 
strict  truth,  his  fortitude  in  resisting  oppression  and  arbitrary  power ;  his  fidelity  in 
friendship;  his  sincere  love  and  zeal  for  religion ;  his  uprightness  in  making  right  reso* 
lations»  and  his  sleadmess  in  adhering  to  thetn ;  his  care  cf  his  church,  its  choir,  its 
economy,  and  its  income ;  his  attention  to  all  those  that  preached  in  his  cathedral,  in 
order  to  their  amendment  in  pronunciaticm  and  style ;  as  also  hb  remarkable  attention 
to  the  interest  of  his  successors,  preferably  to  his  own  present  emoluments ;  his  invinci- 
ble patriotism,  even  to  a  country  which  he  did  not  love ;  his  very  various,  well-devised> 
well-judged,  and  extensive  charities,  throughout  his  life;  and  his  whole  fortune  (to  say 
nothing  of  his  wife's)  conveyed  to  the  same  Christian  purposes  at  his  death;  charities^ 
from  which  he  could  enjoy  no  honour,  advantage,  or  satisfaction  of  any  kind  in  tiiis 
world:  when  you  consider  his  ironical  and  humorous,  as  well  as  his  serious  schemes* 
for  the  promotion  of  true  religion  and  virtue ;  his  success  in  soliciting  for  the  first  fruits 
and  twentieths,  to  the  unspeakable  benefit  of  the  established  church  of  Ireland ;  and 
his  felicity  (to  rate  it  no  higher)  jn  giving  occasion  to  the  building  of  fifty  new  churches 
in  London : 

**  All  this  considered,  the  character  of  hb  life  will  appear  like  that  of  his  writings; 
they  will  both  bear  to  be  re-considered  and  re-examined  with  the  utmost  attention,  and 
always  discover  new  l>eauties  and  excellencies  upon  every  examination. 

*'  They  will  bear  to  be  considered  as  tlie  Sun,  in  which  the  brightness  will  hide  the 
blemishes ;  and  whenever  petulant  ignorance,  pride,  malice,  malignity,  or  envy  inter- 
poses to  dottd  or  sully  his  fame,  I  take  upon  me  to  pronounce,  that  the  eclipse  will  not 
last  long. 

''  To  conclude — No  man  ever  deserved  better  of  any  country,  than  Swift  did  of  his ; 
«  steady,  persevering,  inflexible  friend ;  a  wise,  a  watchful,  and  a  ftuthfu\  counselor, 
nnder  many  severe  trials  and  bitter  persecutions^  to  the  manifest  hazard  both  of  hitf 
liberty  and  fortune. 

**  He  lived  a  blessing,  he  died  a  benefactor,  and  his  name  will  ever  live  an  honour, 
tolrehad/ 

In  the  poetical  wbrks  of  Dr.  Swift  there  b  not  much  upon  which  the  critic  can  cxer- 
dae  hb  powers*.  They  are  often  humorous,  almost  always  light,  and  have  the  qualities 
whidi  recommend  such  composttionsy  easiness  and  gaiety*  They  are,  for  the  most  part 
what  theur  author  mtended.  The  diction  b  correct,  the  numbm  are  smooth,  and  the 
ifaymesy  exact    There  seldom  occurs  a  haid-labonred  expressiap,  or  a  redundant  epi^ 
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m^fdi  Hi  t»rt»p6r  ptub^.'^ 

"I'd  <H«!dl^  ^i^  boUeetioii  kito  claMes^  and  show  how  Boine  pietcet  ate  gross,  and  some 
a^  trifling,  wonld  ht  to  Mt  the  rtadier- what  he  knows  already,  and  to  find  fiinlts  ef 
which  the  author  could  not  be  ignorant  who  certainly  wrote  often  not  to  his  judgment, 
ftuthishateOtir. 

it  IhKJbMid,  in  a  pirefacfe  to  one  of  the  Irish  editioo|i,  that  Swift  had  neter  been  knom 
to  take  a  shlgle  thought  from  any  writer,  ancient  or  nit>dera.  This  is  not  fiterally  true ; 
bot  ^ririij|[)ft  no  writer  can  easily  be  Ibttnd  that  has  borrowed  so  little,  or  that  in  all  his 
ifeMeHehbi^  and  Idl  Us  ifcftets,  baft  so  ^U  mamtahied  his  elaim  to  be  conwiered  ai 
Wkigttaif 
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^  mi  ttditcmnAMLi 
HR  iriUJAM  TBMPLE. 

Written  at  Moor-Pnk,  June,  1639. 

VstTOi,  the  grentett  of  all  mensrehin ! 
TQlt  its  firit  emperor  rebeUioos  man 
Deposed  from  off  his  seat. 
It  fell,  and  broke  #it&  its  own  wdgtit 
Into  sIfinM  fttAlfes  AM  priticipaUties, 
By  ibafiy  a  petty  \6fA  possessed, 
Bot  ne*er  saM»  settled  in  olie  siii^e  breait  4 
Tb  you  Irho  nkntft  this  land  subdue, 
Thfe  ittighty  cbnqti^  ^s  left  Ibr  ybu. 
The  codqhat  aiid  dSseoiery  tbo ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  grouikl, 
Yhttie**  Tferra  tilcognita, 
WhetHft  Mriie  ertx  led  thb  i»ay, . 
Vor  ever  siiioe  biit  ra  deseriptioM  found, 

lflH»  the  l^hiftMophef  *s  stone, 
With  Hdes  to  Mirch  it,  yet  oMafh*d  bj^  noiie. 

We  haf  e  too  long  bMn  led  astny ; 
Too  long  Itave  onr  Qusgnided  souls  been  taufht 
With  rules  from  musty  morals  brought, 
Tis  yo«l  must  pot  us  in  ther  way  f 
Let  «i  (for  Ihime !)  BO  more  be  fed 

^  'Vnth  antiqflb  relknefe  off  thedead. 

The  gkMtidgs  of  phaomphy, 

PhOoMphy,  thelombarof  the  wboolsy 

The  roguery  of  alchemy  ; 
And  lie,  the  bubbled  foolt, 
ipend  all  o«r  prMnt  life  in  hopes  of  goUcm  titles. 

^ot  wtait  dftes  oar  ptoud  ignoranoe  learning  call  ? 

We  oddiy  Plato's  paradox  make  g«)od. 
Oar  knowMge  k  bat  atere  remembcanoe  aU; 

Remembranee  is  our  treasure  and  our  food  i 
Katnre's  fturtrfilo-b^Qk,  our  jtehder  sooIb» 
We  scrawl  o*«r  all  with  old  and  enipfky  tides^i 
Stale  nemomndums  of  the  tchsols : 


For  Learmng's  mighty  tr^uTC*  Itibir  - 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book; 
.  Think  that  she  there  does  all  her  treAtfoxM  1 

And  that  her  troubled  gliost^U  hAnnU  there  sittoe' 
shedv»d. 

Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  sdioolt  \ 

Her  priests,  her  train,  and  follo#ers  flteW 
As  if  they  all  were  spectre*  too ! 
They  piirohase  knowledge  flt  th'  expense 
Of  common  breeding,  common  sense. 
And  grow  at  once  scholars  ifiod  fools  ; 
Affect  iU-manner*d  pedantrjr. 

Rudeness,  ill-nature,  mcivility. 

And,  sick  with  dregk  of  knolrledge  ^#tt, 
Which  greedily  they  s^raUov  doflU, 

Slill  cast  it  up,  and  i 


Cilrst  be  the  wretch !  niydonbly  cuMtf 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curse  our  greatest  enemy)  " 
Who  learnt  himself  that  heresy  flr^ 
(Which  since  has  seiz'd  on  all  the  Mst) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  huituknity ; 
Taught  uB^  like  Spaniards  to  be  proud  and  pMn-»' 

And  fling  our  scraps  before  our  door  t 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'scapM  this  general  pe^  $ 
Those  migh^  qiithets,  leam'd,  good,  &nd  fpXMt, 
Which  wone^er  join*d  before,  but  in  romances 
We  find  in  you  at  latt  united  gro^n. 

You  cannot  be  coniparM  to  006 : 
I  ihust,  like  him  that  pakted  Vemtt*  fooe. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  graed  ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  yon,    . 
Unless  I  put  in  Csraar's  learning  too ; 

Your  happy  frame  at  once  cobtMlb 
Tliia  great  triomnryft  of  soult. 
Let  not 6ld  Rome  boilftt  ftbhtt'  fote; 
Re  tevM  his  country  by  delayi^ 

But  ytmbf  peace; 
'  You  bou^  it  at  a  eheip«f  f«l») 
Nor  has  it  left  th«  nftual  l^lMy  icats 
To  show  it  cott  ftt pri^ ioimri 
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War  t  that  mad  game  the  ivorid  so  ioA-es  to  play, 

And  for  it  does  so  dearly  pay ; 
For,  though  with  loss  or  Tiotory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gamesters  does  beguile^ 
Yet  at  the  last  the  box  sweeps  all  away. 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e'er  cau  blast : 
Th*  artillery  of  the  skies 
Shoots  to  the  Earth,  and  dies ; 
Nor  ever  green  and  flourishing  'twill  last,   [cries. 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widows'  tears,  nor  ophaus' 
About  the  head  crown'd  with  these  bays, 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays  : 
Nor,  it^  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Makes  up  its  solemn  train  with  death  | 
It  m«>*' J  the  sword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  the  Iheath. 

.ily  shifts  of  state,  those  jugglers'  tricks, 
.ich  we  call  deep  designs  and  politics 
ji  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry. 
Because  the  cords  escape  their  eye, 
Wonder  to  see  the  motions  fly) ; 
Methinks,  when  you  expose  the  scene, 
Down  the  ill-oi;gan'd  engines  fall ; 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  and  discover  all : 
\       How  plain  I  see  through  the  deceit ! 

How  shallow,  and  how  gross,  the  cheat ! 
Look  where  the  puUy's  tied  above  ! 
Great  Qod !  (said  I)  what  have  I  seen  ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
'  The  thoughts  of  monarcbs,  and  designs  of  states  ! 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates ! 
How  the  mouse  makes  the  mighty  moimtain  shake ! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 
Away  the  frightened  peasants  fly, 
Scar'd  at  th'  unheard-of  prodigy, 
Expect' some  great  gigantic  son  or  Earth  ; 
Lo !  it  appears  ! 
See  how  they  tremble ;  how  (hey  quake  f 
Oat  starts  the  little  beast,  and  mocks  their  idle  ffimn. 

'Hien  tell,  dear  iaTourite  Mnse ! 
What  serpent 's  that  which  still  resorts. 
Still  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 

See  where  she  lies  ! 
See  how  she  rears  her  head. 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes. 
To  drive  all  vhtoe  out,  or  look  it  dead  f 
nVas  sure  this  basilisk  sent  Temple  thencei, 
AAd  thotfg^  as  some  ('tis  said)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  casement  o'er  their  skin. 
So  he  wore  his'within,  *' 

Hade  up  of  virtue  and  transparent  innocence; 

And  though  be  oft  renew'd  the  fight, 
And  almost  got  priority  of  sight, 

He  ne*er  could  overcome  her  quite 
(in  pieces  cut,  the  vipef  still  did  re-unite), 

TIU,  at  last,  tir'd  with  loss  of  time  and  ease» 
BeiolT*d  to  give  himsdf,  ak  well  as  country,  peaee. 

Sing,  btlov'd  Muse!  the  pteasoms  of  retrMt, 
And  in  somenntooch'd  virgin  strain 


Show  the  delighta  tfav  sister  Nature  yields  ; 
Sbtf  ui  tlnr  ^es,  ftng  of  thy  woods>  ling  of  thy 
ijlo  publish  o^er  the  plain  [fields; 

How  mightj  a  proselyte  yo«  fpain  ) 
■ow  noUe  a  repriial  on  the  great  I 

Bow  k  tho  Mum  luxuriant  grown ! ' 


Whene'er  she  fakes  this  digh^ 
She  soars  clear  out  of  sight. 
These  are  the  paradises  of  her  own : 
(The  Pegasus,  like  an  unruly  horse. 
Though  ne'er  so  gently  led 
To  the  lov*d  pasture  where  he  tis'd  to  foed. 
Runs  violently  o'er  his  usual  course.) 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams. 

Come  from  thy  dear-Iov'd  streams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thamei ! 
Faiti  the  lair  nymph  would  stay. 
Oil'  she  looks  back  in  vain,  . 
Oft'  'gainst  her  fountain  does  complain. 
And  softly  steals  hi  many  windings  down^ 
Ai  lotii  to  sec  the  hated  court  and  town, 
And  murmurs  as  she  glkles  |iway. 


In  this  new  happy  i 
Are  nobler  sulgects  for  your  learned  pen  j 
Here  we  expect  irocn  you 
More  than  your  predecessor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  our  sport. 
Whatever  serves  for  mnocent  emblems  of  the  court} 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  see 
(Whose  wfU-eompected  forms  escape  the  Hgfat, 
Unpiere'd  br  the  blunt  rays  of  sight) 
Shall  ere  Mig  grow  into  a  tree; 
Whence  takes  it  its  mcreute,  and  whence  Hs  birth. 
Or  from  the  sun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earthy 
Where  all  the  fi-uitful  atoms  lie ; 
How  some  go  downward  to  the  root. 
Some  more  ambitious  upwards  fly. 
And  form  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit, 
Yon  strove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain, 
Your  garden  »8  better  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankhxl  foil,  and  hence  must  rise  \gmni 

Shall  I  believe  a  spirit  so  divine 

Was  cast  m  the  same  mould  with  mine  ? 
Why  then  does  Nature  so  unjustly  share 
Among  ber  elder  sons  the  whole  estate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plaie  ? 
Poor  we !  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  best  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  a 
fore: 

Some  she  binds  'prentice  to  the  spslde, 

Si>me  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade. 
Some  she  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  sends  us  to  look  out  ht 

Som  e  she  condemns  for  lifiet  to  try     [strsw  s 
To  dig  the  leaden  mmes  of  deep  philosophy : 
Me  she  has  to  the  Muse's  gallies  tied,   . 
In  vain  I  strive  to  cross  this  spacious  maiA, 
In  vain  I  tog  and  pall  the  oar. 
And,  when  I  almost  reach  the  shore^ 
Straight  the  Mnse  tuns  the  hdm,  and  Ifameh  oirf 

And  yet,  to  foed  my  pride,  [agsia  t 

Whene'er  I  monm,  stops  my  complam&ng  btesxb. 
With  promise  of  a  mad  revnrsfon  after  daatb^ 

Then,  sir,  aooept  fhis  worthless  tccWtf 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  Muse, 
^Tis  all  the  portkm  of  my  niggard  stars ; 
Nature  the  hidden  spirit  did  at  my  biith 
Aid  khidled  first  with  indotenoe  add  ease ; 
And,  sinee  too  oft  deb«oeh^i  b^pnb^ 
Tis  now  grown  an  ineorahle  dh^ensB: 
In  Tain  to  quench  this  foolish  ire  I  tty 
In  viidcxft  and  fftOoiopfay  s 
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to  va!n  ^1  wholesome  berbs  I  flow. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  grow. 
Whatever  I  plant  (like  coip  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds,  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 
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ODE 
TO  KING  WILLIAM^. 

OK  H»  SUCCESSES  IN  nELAHP. 

To  pofchase  kingdoms,  and  to  buy  renown, 
Are  aits  peculiar  to  dissembling  France  ; 

You,  migh^  monarch,  nobler  actions  crown. 
And  solid  viitue  does  your  name  advance, 

Voar  matchless  courage  with  your  prudence  joins. 
The  gloriousstnictureof  your  fame  to  raise; 

With. Its  own  liglit  your  daz^ing  glory  shines, 
And  into  adoration  turns  our  praise. 

Had  yoa  by  dull  succession  gain'd  your  crown 
(Cowards  ara  munaichs  by  that  title  made), 

Part  d  your  merit  Chance  would  call  her  own. 
And  half  your'  Tiitnes  had  been  lost  in  shade. 

But  no«r  your  worth  its  just  reward  shall  haVte : 
What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  due ; 

Who  oould  so  well  a  dying  nation  save. 
At  once  deserve  a  crown  and  gain  it  too  ! 

Yon  saw  how  near  w«  were  to  ruin  brought, 
YoQ  law  th'  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on  \ 

And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought^ 
Which  we  oould  neither  obviate,  tot  sboi* 

Britamiia  stript  from  her  sole  guard  the  laws. 
Ready  to  hXL  Rome*s  bloody  sacri^  ; 

YoQ  straight  stept  in,  and  from  the  monsrer's  jaws 
Did  brav«lj  snatch  the  lovely,  helpless  priite. 

Nor  this  is  all ;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preaerve  conquests,  as  at  first  to  gain : 

In  this  your,  virtue  claims  a  double  share, 
Which  what  it  bravely  won,  does  well  mamtain* 

Yoor  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  abowM, 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  bopn  depend. 

To  which  they  look  as  to  some  guardian  God« 
That  must  their  doubtfiil  liberty  defend. 

Amaz'd,  thy  action  at  the  Bojme  we  see ! 

Whflo  Sebomberg  sUrted  at  the  vast  desi^': 
The  boundless  glory  all  redounds  to  thee,     [tbme. 

Th*  impolae,  the  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly 

The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  disarm ; 

Yott  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command. 
Your  nsune  shall  the  remaining  work  perfi>rm. 

And  spare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  hand. 

1  With  much  pleature  I  here  prestnt  to  the  pub- 
lio  an  ode  which  had  been  long  sought  afterwith- 
oat  snccrss.  That  it  is  Swift's,  I  have  not  the  least 
and  it  is  more  curious,  as  being  the  ttccnd 
\  that  be  wrote.  He  refers  to  it  in  the  second 
k  of  his  Ode  to  th«  Athenian  Society,  and  ex- 
piwsly  maihs  it  by  a  marginal  note,  under  the  title 
of  ThaOde  1  writ  to  the  lUng  m  Ireland.'  8ee,  alio, 
TW  Gcntlemaii**  Joaraal,  Jtily>  16S9.  p.  13,  N, 
VOL.  XL 


Fhmce  does  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  appty, 
To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  your  course : 

Your  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 
Of  secret  malice^  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly  we  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  must  all  tongues  employ  i 

William  *s  the  pledgo  and  earnest  given  by  UXm 
Of  Eilgland's  glory,  and  her  lasting  joy. 


ODE 

TO  TBI 

ATHENIAN  SOCtBTT. 

Moor-Park,  Peb.  14, 1691» 

As  when  the  deluge  first  began  to  fell. 

That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again 

(When  this  huge  body's  moisture  was  so  gieAt, 

It  quite  o'ercame  the  vital  heat)  ; 
That  mountain  which  was  highest,  first  of  all 
^pear'd  above  the  universal  main. 
To  bless  the  primitive  sailor's  weary  sight ! 
And  twas  pertiaps  Parnassus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  \is  in  fiune. 

And  nigh  to  Heaven  as  is  its  name: 
So,  after  th'  inundation  of  a  war. 
When  Learning's  little  houshold  did  embaifc 
With  her  world's  fruitful  system  in  her  sacred  aA, 
,    At  the  first  ebb  of  noise  and  fears, 
Philosc^hy's  exalted  head  app^rs; 
And  the  Dove-MUse  will  now  no  longer  stay. 
But  plumes  her  silver  wii^  and  flies  away ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  she  brings  from  fiir,^ 

To  crown  the  happy  conqoerur, 

To  show  the  flood  begins  to  cease, 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  victory  and  peace. 

The  eager  Mtise  took  wing  upon  the  wave's  decline. 

When  War  her  cloudy  aspect  just  withdrew. 

When  the  bright  sun  of  Peace  began  to  shine. 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  sat 

On  the  high  top  of  peacefel  Ararat ;  [tiiat  grew, 
And.pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the  fint 
The  first  of  plants  after  the  thunder,  storm,  and 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing,        [rain ) } 

Flew  dutifully  back  again. 
And  made  an  humble  c^plet  for  the  king  >. 

And.  the  Dove-Muse  is  fled  once  mora 
(Olad  of  the  victory,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war)  ; 

And  now  discovers  from  ^r 

A  peaceful  and  a  flourishmg  shore : 
No  sooner  did  she  land 
On  the  delightful  strand. 

Than  straight  she  sees  the  country  all  around. 

Where  fetal  Neptune  rul'd  erewhile, 
Scatter'd  with  flowery  vales,  with  fruitftil  gardens 
And  many  a  pleasant  wood  !  [crown'd. 

As  if  the  univenal  Nile 

Had  rather  water'd.  it  than  drown'd  > 
It  seams  some  floating  piece  of  paradise, 

Preserv'd  by  wonder  from  the  flood, 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as,  we  are  told, 
Fam'dDelosdidof  old, 

1  The  ode  I  writ  to  the  king  ui  Ireland.   Swift 
B  b 
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And  the  trtmported  Muse  iBiagiD'd  it 
To  be  a  £tter  birth-plaoe  for  the  god  of  wH, 
Or  the  much-talkM  oracular  grore  ^ 
When  with  ama^etag  joy  she  hean 
An  anknovn  music  all  around 
Charming  her  greedy  ear* 
With  many  a  heavenly  song 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philosophy  and  lore, 
Whilst  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  inspires  the 
In  vain  she  catches  at  the  empty  sound  [tongue. 
In  vain  pursues  the  music  with  her  longing  eye, 

And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 
Pardgn,  ye  great  unknown,  and  fiftr-exalted  men. 
The  wild  excursions  of  a  youthful  pen  ^ ; 
Forgive  a  yoimg,  and  (almost)  Virghi>Muse, 
Whom  blind  and  e^ger  ctmosity 
(Yet  curiosity,  they  say, 
U  in  her  sex  a.  crime  n^eds  no  excuse) 

Has  forc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye. 
No  wonder  then  she  quits  the  narrow  path  of  sense 
For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence ; 
Impertinence !  the  scurvy  of  mankmd. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  paft  of  it, 
Though  we  be  of  two  difierent  factions  still. 

Both  the  good*natiir'd  and  the  ill, 
Yetwheresoe'er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 
We  johi,  like  flies  and  wasps,  in  buzzing  about  wit. 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  first  sect  of  these. 
All  merit,  that  transcends  the  humble  rules 
Of  my  own  dazaled  scanty  sense, 
Isgets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praise^ 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  surly  sect 

Must  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fooH; 
For  though,  posscssM  of  present  vogue,  they  've 
Railing  a  rule  of  wit,  and  obloquy  a  trade ;  [made 
Yet  the  same  want  of  brains  produces  each  effect. 
And  you,  whom  Pluto's  helm  does  wisely  shroud 

From  us  the  blind  and  thoughtless  crowd, 
like  the  fam'd  hcru  in  his  mother's  cloud. 
Who  both  dur  follies  and  impcrtiiiL-nces  see, 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  mine  and  me. 

But  censure 's  to  be  understood   ' 
Tb'  authentic  mark  of  the  elect,  [and  good. 
The  public  stamp  Heaven  sets  on  all  thatfs  great 
Our  shallow  search  and  judgment  to  direcL 
The  yf^  methinks  has  made 
Our  wit  and  learning  narmw  as  our  trade; 
Instead  of  boldly  sailing  far,  to  buy 
A  stock  of  wisdom  and  pbiloeophy, 

We  fondly  stay  at  home,  in  feat 
Of  every  censuring  privateer  ; 
Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  tiMsale, 
And  selling  basely  by  retail   • 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheists  of  the  age, 
Whofoin  would  rale  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the  stage ; 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philosophy, 
Of  morals  and  divinity. 
By  the  new  modiith  system  of  reducing  all  to  sense. 
Against  all  logic  and  coocludhig  laws. 
Do  own  th'  elSects  of  Provideiioe, 
And  yet  deny  the  cause. 

sSee  Swift's  yety  remarkable  letter  to  the 
Athenian  Society,  in  the  Supplement  to  his 
Workfc    If*  .  . 


This  hopeful  sect,  now  it  fac^bt  to  Mt 
How  little,  very  little,  do  prevail 

Their  first  and  chiefest  force 
To  censure,  to  cry  down,  and  rail, 
Not  knowing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  b6| 
Will  quickly  take  another  course : 
And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  solving  all  appearances  they  please. 
We  soon  shall  see  them  to  their  ancient  methods  falti 
And  straight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at 
I  laugh  at  the  grave  answer  they  will  make,[stL 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap: 
Tis  but  to  say,  that  what  we  daily  meet, 
And  by  a  fond  mistake 
Perhap|R  imagme  to  be  wondrous  wit, 
And  think,  alas !  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  croud  of  atoms  justliiig  in  a  heap. 

Which  from  eternal  seeds  begvm, 
Justling  some  thousand  years  till  ripen*d  by  tiie  Sun; 
They  're  now,  just  now,  as  naturally  bom. 
As  finom  the  womb  of  Earth  a  field  of  coin. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  must  my  weakness  and  my  ignorance  coefias 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  see  ^ 
Methinks  I  'm  satisfy'd  to  guess. 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  ddightful  scene 
Is  wonderfully  movM  by  some  exalted  men. 

Who  have  well  studied  in  the  world's  disesst 
(That  epidemic  errour  and  deprayity. 
Or  incur  judgment  or  our  eye), 
That  what  surprises  us  can  only  please. 
We  often  search  contentedly  the  whole  wosld  toaoi, 
To  make  some  gpreai  disoovery ; 
Andsoom  it  when  'tis  found. 
Just  so. the  mighty  Nile  has  suflfer'd  in  its  lame, 

Becauiie  'tis  said  (and  perhaps  only  said) 
We  've  found  a  little  inconskleteble  head. 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  stream. 
Cbnsider  human  folly,  and  you  '11  quickly  own, 

Ttiat  all  the  praises  it  can  give, 
»By  which  some  fondly  boast  they  hball  forever  lire, 
Won't  pay  tli'  impertinence  of  being  known: 
Else  why  should  the  fom'd  Lydian  kmg 
(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  usurped  wife  and  state, 
With  ail  that  power  uiifolt  courts  mankind  to  be 
Did  with  new  unesqierienc'd  glories  wait)  [great* 
Still  .wear,  still  doat^  on  his  invisible  ring } 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Fiame, 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  paint  Echo  to  the  sight ; 
I  would  not  dirai^th'  idea  from  an  empty  naaet 
Because,  alas !  when  we  all  die. 
Careless  and  ignorant  posterity. 
Although  they  praise  the  learning  and  the  irit, 

And  though  the  title  seems  to  show 

The  name  aud  roan  by  whom  the  book  was  writ, 

Y6t  how  shall  they  be  brought  to  know. 

Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ?  | 

liuss  should  I  daub  it  o'er  with  transitory  praise,  j 

And  wsfter-cdonrs  of  these  days : 
These  dlays !  where  e'en  th*  extravagance  of  pe^trr 
Is  at  a.  loss  for  nguies  to  express 
Men's  folly,  whhnsies,  and  nxxmstaney,  | 

And  by  a  fidnt  description  makes  them  less.  | 

Then  tell  us  what  is  l^me,  where  shall  we  9iBt^ 
Look  where  exalted  Vhrtne  and  ReKgkn  tit  |%r  it^ 
Entbron'd  with  hBa;venly  Wit ! 
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Look  incra  yitu  966 
llie  fjeategi  ssom  of  leanied  Vanity  ! 
(And  then  liow  nraob  a  nothing  is  mankind ! 
Whose  reason  is  weighed  down  by  popular  air. 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death ; 
Aud  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfusion,  of 
breath. 
Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  tight  will  6nd 
Tu  be  an  art  as  vain  aa  bottling  up  of  wind  ! ) 
And  when  you  find  out  these,  believe  true  Fame  is 
there, 
Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due  ; 
*  And  this,  ye  great  unknown !  is  only  known  in 
you. 

The  juggling  sea-god,  when  by  chance  trepan'd 
By  some  instructed  querist  sleeping  on  the  sand^ 
Impatient  of  all  answers,  straight  became 
A  stealii^  brook,  and  strove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  sea, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  stream ; 
D»t,  disappointed  of  his  fond  desire, 
Would  vanish  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  surly  slippery  go^,  when  he  designed 

To  furnish  his  escapes, 
Nc*er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  shapes 
Than  you  to  please  and  satisfy  mankind, 
And  seem  (almost)  ti|uigform*d  to  water,  flame,  and 
So  well  you  answer  all  phenomena  there :    [air, 
Though  madmen  and  the  wits,  philosopher^  and 

fools. 
With  all  that  &ctiouaor  enthusiastic  dotards  dream, 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  schools ; 
Tbou^  all  the  fumes  of  fea^,  hope,  love,  and 
shame, 
Contrive  to  shock  your  minds  with  many  a  senseless 

doubt; 
iXxibts  where  the  Delphic  god  would  grope  in  igno- 
rance and  night, 
The  god  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  god  himself  to  help  him  out 

Philosophy,  as  it  before  us  lies. 
Seems  to  have  borrow'd  some  ungrateful  taste 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties. 
From  every  age  through  which  it  passM, 
Bat  always  with  a  stronger  relish  of  the  last. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  designed 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  dress  and  polish  his  nncourtly  mind, 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  since  the 
fall! 
More  oft  hi  fools'  and  madmen*s  hands  than  sages. 
She  seems  a  medley  of  all  ages, 
With  a  huge  fitrdingale  to  swell  her  fustian  stuff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  ruff. 
Her  fere  patch'd  o'er  with  modem  pedantry. 
With  a  long  sweeping  train 
Of  consments  and  disputes,  ridiculous  and  vain. 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye : 
How  soon  have  you  restored  her  charms. 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Brest  her  again  ganteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tig^t  than  great ! 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms  ! 
How  moch  of  Heaven  is  in*  her  naked  looks ! 

Thus  the  deluding  Muse  oft  blinds  me  to  her  ways. 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praise 
Of  thftt  proud  tyrant  an  of  hers. 


The  rebel  Muse,  alas !  tsdcea  pkA 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart. 
And  you  with  fatal  and  im^nortal  wit  cons  >ire 

To  fan  th' unhappy  fire.  * 

Cruel  unknown !   what  i>  it  you  intend  ?   [friend ! 

Ah !  could  you,  could  y«>ii  hope  a  \we^  for  your 

Rather  forgive  what  my  first  transport  said  : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  shall  by  woman's  scom 
be  shed, 
Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  children's*  head  I 
For  you  (ah !  did  I  think  I  e'er  should  live  to  se* 
Tlie  fatal  time  when  that  could  be  ! ) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  cruelty^ 
Woman  seems  now  above  all  vanity  grown. 
Still  boasting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gain'd  without  one  female  wile> 
Or  the  vast  charges  of  a  smile ; 
Which  'tis  a  shame  to  sec  how  much  of  late 
You  've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  Q'er« 
rate. 
And  which  they  'v^  now  the  consciences  to  weigh. 
In  the  same  balance  with  our  tears,     , 
And  with  such  scanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  slavery  of  years.  [us. 

Let  the  vain  sex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comei  from 
Ani,  had  they  common  generosity. 

They  would  not  use  us  thus.        [degree. 
Well-^thoogh  you  Ve  rais'd  her  to  this  high 

Ourselves  are  rais'd  as  well  as  she ; 
And,  spite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  do> 
Tis  pride  and  happiness  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  the  same  exalted  sex  with  you. 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit! 
I  sigh  whene'er  I  think  of  it: 
As  at  the  closing  of  an  unhappy  scene 

Of  some  great  king  and  conqueror's  death. 
When  the  sad  melancholy  Muse 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmost  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  most  happily  b^un, 
So  quickly  and  so  wonderfully  carry'd  on, 
May  foil  at  last^o  interest,  folly,  andabuA. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives. 
Which  still  the  sooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boast  our  winter-sun  looks  bright. 
And  foolishly  are  glad  to  see  it  at  its  height. 
Yet  so  much  sooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy' 
No  conquest  ever  yet  bcgUn,  [night. 

And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  bengfat. 
E'er  flourish'd  under  a  successor  or  a  son ; 
It  lost  some  mighty  ptcoes  through  all  hands  it  past. 
And  vanish'd  to  an  empty  titlQ  in  the  last 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain. 
Nor  e'er  call  back  again), 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead.. 

And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fere, 
With  what  unhappy  men  shall  dare 
To  be  successors  to  these  great  unknown. 
On  Learning's  high-establij'h'd  thione. 
Censure,  and  Pedantiy,  and  Pride, 
Numberiess  nations,  stretching  far  and  wide,  [forth 
Shall  (1  foresee  it)  soon  with  Gothic  swarms  como 
From  Ignorance's  universal  North,        [ment: 
And  with  bh:>d  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  goveip* 
Yet  shall  these  traces  of  your  wit  remain, 
J. ik»  a  just  map,  to  tell  the  vast  extent 
Of  conquest  in  yonr  short  and  happy  rtlgn  -, 
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SWIFTS  PO£BIS. 


And  to  all  fiture  mankind  ahevr 
How  strange  a  paradox  is  true,    - 
That  men  who  Jiv'd  and  dy*d  without  a  nain« 
Are  the  chief  heroes  in  the  mored  list  of  Fame. 


iraiTTEK   IM   A 


LADY'S  IVORY  TABLE-BOOK,  1699. 

PtRUSE  my  leaves  through  every  part, 

And  think  thon  seest  my  owner's  heart, 

Scrawl'd  o'er  witli  trifles  thus,  and  quite 

As  hard,  a«  Mnseiess,  and  as  light ; 

Exposed  to  every  coxoomb*s  eyes. 

But  hid  with  caution  from  the  wise. 

Here  yon  may  read,  "  Dear  charmmg  saint !" 

Beneath,  «  A  new  receipt  for  paint" 

Here,  in  beau-spelling,  "  Tro  tel  deth;» 

There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  breth :'» 

Here,  **  Lovely  nymph,  pronounce  my  doom !" 

There,  "  A  safe  way  to  use  perfume  :" 

Here,  a  page  fill'd  with  billets-doux ; 

On  t'other  side,  "  Laid  out  for  shoes"— 

*•  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace"— 

"  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." 

Who  tliat  had  wit  would  place  it  here. 

For  every  peeping  fo!p  to  jeer; 

In  power  of  spittle  and  a  clout, 

Whene'er  be  please,  to  blot  it  out ; 

And  then,  to  heighten  the  disg^race. 

Clap  his  own  nonsense  in  the  place  ? 

Whoe'er  expects  to  hold  his  part 

In  such  a  book,  and  such  a  heart, 

If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool,  , 

Is  in  all  points  the  fittest  tool; 

Of  whom  it  may  be  justly  said, 

He  '8  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead. 


MRS.  HuiRRlS'S  PETITWK. 

1699. 

To  their  excellencies  the  lords  justices  of  Ireland  < , 

the  hnmble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  must  starve,  and  die  a  nuud,  if  it  miscaines ; 

I^umhly  showeth. 
That  I  went  to  warm  myself  in  lady  Betty's  <  cham- 
ber, becanse  I  was  cold ; 
Audi  hadin  a  purse  s^en  pounds,  fonrshilUngs,  and 

six-pence,  besides  fiuibings,  in  money  and 

gold: 
Sk),  because  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 

last  night, 
I  was  resolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  waa 

right 
Now,  yon  must  know,  because  my  trunk  has  a  very 

bad  lock, 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knows, 

is  a  very  small  stock, 
Ike^  m  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  middle,  next  to 

my  smock. 

1  The  earb  of  Berkley  and  of  Galway. 

f  Lady  Betty  Beikeley,  aftenrwds  Geiaaine^ 


So  when  I  went  to  put  ap  my  pone,  as  Ood  wjM 

have  it,  my  sniock  was  unript, 
And,  Instead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it 

slipt; 
Then  the  bell  fnng,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my  hdy 

tobed; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  wss  as  safe 

as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  foOnd  my  pocket  kA 

very  light : 
But  when  I  searched,  and  miss'd  my  purse,  Locd ' 

I  thought  I  should  have  sunk  oatri^bt 
Loid  f  madam,  says  Mary,  how  d*  ye*  do?  ladeifd 

says  I,  never  worse : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  3rou  tell  what  I  have  donf 

with  my  purse  ? 
Lord  help  me!   said  Mary,  I  never  stirr'd  oat  of 

this  place : 
Nay,  said  I,  I  had  it  in  lady  Betty's  chamber, 

that's  a  plain  case. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed  aud  cover'd  me  up  warm: 
However,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  toss'd  all  night,  as  yon  may  venr 

well  think. 
But  hardly  ever  set  my  eyes  together,  or  slept  a 

wink. 
So  I  was  a-dream'd,  metfaonght,  tha|  we  went  and 

searched  the  folks  round. 
And  in  a  comer  of  Mrs.  Dukes's  '  box  ty'd  io  a  rag, 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  *.  and  he  fell  a* 

swearing: 
ThenmydaroeWadger^came;  aiidshe,yoakDOv, 

is  thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  said  I,  as  load  as  I  could  bawl,  doyou  knov 

what  a  loss  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  said  she,  my  loid  Oolways  ^  folks  are  all  very 

sad; 
For  my  lord  Dromedary''  comes  a  Tnesdav  without 

fail 
Pugh  !  said  I,  but  that  *s  not  tl^e  bnsineas  that  I  ail. 
Says  Gary  s,  says  he,  I  have  been  a  servant  this  &\t 

and  twenty  years,  come  spring, 
And  m  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  such  a 

thing. 
Yes,  says  the  steward  9  l  remember,  when  I  was  at 

my  lady  Shrewsbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  just  about  the  time  of 

gooseberries. 
So  I  went  to  the  party  suqiected,  and  I  found  her 

full  of  grief, 
(Now,  you  must  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world, 

I  hate  a  thief). 
Hotrever,  1  am  resolv'd  to  bring  the  disoouise  slily 

about: 
Mrs.  Dukes,  said  I,  here 's  an  ugly  accident  has  bap- 

peo'dout: 


3  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen. 
«  £ari  of  Berkeleyt's  valet 
^  The  old  deaf  bousakMper. 
<  Galway. 

''The  eariof  Diogtieda,who^  with Ihe primal^ 
waa  to  iooceed  the  two  earls. 

•a«ik  of  Uie  kitchen.  ^Ferrk 
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Til  Dot  that  I  value  the  money  tbree  skips  of  a 

louse  10  ; 
But  the  thing  I  stand  npon  is  the  credit  of  the 

house. 
Tbtnie,  fieven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  six-penoe, 

makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages  : 
Besides,  as  they  say,  service  is  no  inheritance  in  these 

ages.  9 

Nov,  Mn.  Dukef,  you  know, and  everybody  under- 
stands, 
That  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't  go 

without  hands. 
The  devil  take  me  !  said  she  (blessing  herself)  if 

ever  |  aa^w  *t ! 
So  she  roar'd  like  a  Bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught. 
So  you  know,  what  could  1  say  to  her  any  more  ? 
1  e'en  left  her,  ^o^  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was  be- 
fore. 
Well ;  but  tlien  they  wquld  have  bad  me  gcme4x>the 

cumiing  man  I 
No,  sud  I,  tis  the  same  tiling,  the  chaplain  ifill  be 

here  anon. 
So  the  chaplam  i^came  in.    Now  the  servants  say 

be  is  my  sweetheart. 
Because  be  's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always 

take  his  part. 
So,  as  the  devU  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  binnder'd, 
Panon,  said  I,  can  you  cast  anafoof/y,  when  a  bevy's 

plundered } 
(Now,  yoQ  qmst  know,  be  l^itei  ^  be  c^'d^onon 

like  the  deviifj 
Truly,  sayi  be,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  baconie  you  to 

be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  >be  gone,  w  a  learned  dmne  says, 

d'yesee;  [me: 

T(Miareiio/#x/formyhaiidfing;  to  take  that  from 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  caterer  before,  Fd  have  you 

to  know. 
lord!  said  I,  doiiH  be  angry,  I  am  sqre  I  never 

tboi^bt  yon  so ; 
Yoa  know  I  honour  the  ckilbj  I  design  to  be  a  ^- 

jon'i  wife ; 
I  Defer  took  one  in  your  eoa^for  a  conjtir«r  in  all  my 

life. 
With  that  he  twisted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  n 

who  should  say, 
Nowywmmygobangyonraelfforme!  andsowent 

away. 
WeU:ItfaoQ^tIshouldhMteswoon'd.  Lord!  said 

I,what8haUIdo? 
\  have  loet  my  money,  and  shall  loae  my  true  hoe 

tool 
Then  my  loitL  call'd  me  i  Harry  »,  said  my  kird, 

dontcry; 
111  give  yon  something  townda  thy  loss  s  and,  says 

my  lady,  so  will  L  ^ 

Ohl  but,  smd  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain 

wont  come  tof 
For  that,  he  said,  (ant  please  ytrar  excelleneiet)  1 

•  mnat  petition  yon. 
Tbepiemiases  tenderlf  ooosidei'd,  I  desire  yoor  «r- 

ceiieiicief  protection, 
Andthatlmaybaveashaxebinact  Sunday's  col- 


BALLADS.  W3 

And  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  excellent 

ciet  letter, 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforesaid,  or,  instead 

of  him,  a  better : 
And  then  your  poor  petitioner,  both  night  and  day. 
Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  his  trade),  as  in  duty  bound, 

shall  ever  pray. 


>o  An  nmal  saying  <rf  hers.        "Dr  Swift. 

»  A  cantwvdor  iofd  and  lady  B.  toMri.  Harrii. 


A  BALLAD 

ON  THE  GAME  OF  TRAFFIC. 

warmM  at  tbb  castlb  or  doblin  1699. 

Mr  lord  1,  to  find  out  who  must  deal. 

Delivers  cards  about, 
But  the  first  knave  does  seldom  fail 

To  find  the  doctqr  out, 

Bi^t  then  his  honour  cry'd,  Gadxooks  I 

And  seem'd  to  knit  his  l^row : 
For  on  a  knave  he  never  looks 

But  h'  thinks  uppn  Jack  Hoiw  >. 

My  lady,  though  she  is  no  player. 

Some  bungling  partner  ^es. 
And,  wedg'd  in  comer  of  a  chair, 

Takes  snuif,  and  holds  the  stakes. 

Dame  Floy'd  ^  looks  out  in  grave  suspense 

For  pair-ro}rals  and  sequents; 
But,  wisely  cautious  of  her  pence. 

The  castle  seldom  frequents. 

Quoth  Henries,  fairly  patting  cases, 

I  'd  won  it  on  my  word. 
If  I  had  b^t  a  piMr  of  aces, 

And  could  piok  up  a  third. 

But  Weston  has  a  new-cast  gown 

On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in. 
And,  if  she  can  but  win  a>crown. 

Twill  just  new-dye  the  lining. 

**  With  these  is  Pornm  Swt/}, 
Not  knowing  bow  to  spend  bis  time^ 

Does  make  a  wretched  shift. 
To  deafen  them  with  pui^  waA  rhyme." 


A  BALLAD, 

TO  THB  T01IB  OF  TAX  COT-PUUB  ^. 

Okcb  on  a  time,  as  old  stories  reheane, 

A  friar  would  needs  show  his  talent  in  Latin  ; 
But  was  sorely  pot  to  t  in  the  midst  of  a  verse 
Because  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  m : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  space. 
And  so  went  to  bed  bi  a  desperate  case : 

1  The  earl  of  Berkeley. 

s  Paymaster  to  the  army* 

9  See  the  verses  on  this  lady,  p.  576. 

4  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  ver- 
ses in  the  author's  room  unfinished,  wrote  under  them 
the  concluding  stanza ;  which  gave  occasion  to 
this  ballad,  written  by  the  author  in  a  coonterfeit 
band,  as  if  a  thiid  penoo  bad  done  it 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Vhcn  hehM  the  liext  monung a. wonderful  riddle  ! 

He  found  it  was  strangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 

Cbo.  Let  censuring  critics  then  ikink  what  they  list 

on*t;  [assistant  f 

IVho  would  not  write  verses  tsiih  such  an 

'  This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 
For  he  wisely  considered  it  must  be  a  sprite ; 
That  he  came  through  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the 
casemenl  | 
And  it  lit-cvi^  must  be  one  that  could  both  read 
and  write. 

Yet  be  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe, 
Or  whether  i%  came  from  above  or  below : 
However,  'twas  civil  in  angel  or  elf, 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  filPd  it  so  well  of  himself. 
Cho.  Lei  censuring,  ^c 

£ren  so  master  doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad  but  was  at  a  stand  : 
He  had  mixM  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains ; 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invisible  han4. 
Then  good  doctor  Swift, 
Pby  thanks  for  the  gift; 
For  you  freel]^  must  owa»  you  were  at  a  dead 
lift: 
And,  though  some  malf^ious  yqung  spirit  did  do  *t, 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot, 
Cho.  Let  censuring,  &c 


THE  DISCOVERY, 

When  wise  lord  Berkeley  first  canae  here* 
S  att<}men  and  mob  expected  wonders, 

Kor  thutight  to  find  so  great  a  peer 
£rc  a  week  pas(  committing  blunders, 

Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate, 

When  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  court, 
Out  sl'pt  a  myster^  of  state, 
.To  give  the  town  and  country  sporL 

Kow  enters  Bush  *  with  new  state  airs. 

His  lordship's  premier  minister; 
And  who  in  all  protbund  affairs  ' 
■  Is  held  as  needful  as  his  clyster  % 

With  head  reclining  on  his  shoulder, 
He  deals  and  hears  mysterious  chat. 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Asks  of  his  neighbour,  '« Who  is  that  ?♦» 

With  this  he  put  up  to  my  lord. 

The  courtiers  kept  their  dib-tanoc  due, 
He  twitch*d  kis  sleeve,  and  stole  a  wowljj 
:Tben  to  a  comer  both  withdrew. 

Imagine  now,  my  lord  and  Bussh. 

Whispering  in  junto  most  profound, 
Lik.-  good  king  Phyz  *  and  good  king  Ush, 

While  all  the  rest  stood  gaping  rouod.   ' 

1  To  Ireiaud,  as  one  of  the  lord*  justices. 
.    ?  Bu^h,  by  some  underhand  insinuation,  obtaified 
the  post  of  secretary,  which  bad  been  promised  to 
^wift, 

3  Always  taken  before  my  lord  weak  to  oqubcU 

^  See  the  Reh^rsal^ 


At  length  a  sparic  not  too  well  bred. 

Of  forward  face  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  ou- tiptoe,  lean'd  his  head. 

To  over-bear  the  grand  dispute : 

To  learn  what  Northern  kings  design. 
Or  firom  Whitehall  some  new  espresi^ 

Papists  disarm'd,  or  fall  of  coin : 

For  sure  (thought  be)  it  can't  be  less, 

"  My  lord,»'  said  Bush,  <'  a  fHend  and  T, 
Disguis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  coats, 

Ere  morning  8  dawn,  stole  out  to  spy 
How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats," 

With  that  he  draws  two  bandfuls  out, 
The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 

Puts  this  to  's  excellency*!  snout. 
And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 

My  lord  seems  pleas*4.  but  still  directs 
By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates  j 

Then,  with  a  congee  ciroumflex. 
Bush,  smiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 

Our  listener  stood  a  while  confiis*d. 
But,  gathering  spirits,  wisely  ran  for  % 

Eorag'd  to  seethe  world  abus'd 

By  two  sqch  whispering  kings  of  Brentfocd, 


THE  PROBLEM, 

THAT  MT  LORD  BERKBICY  STICKS,  WBEV  HE  II  IM 
LOVE. 

Did  ever  problem  thus  perplex. 

Or  more  employ,  the  female  sex  ? 

So  sweet  a  passion,  who  would  think, 

Jove  ever  form'd  to  make  a  stink  ? 

The  ladies  vow  and  swear,  they  'U  try 

Whether  it  be  a  tmth  or  Ijre* 

Love's  fire,  it  seems,  tike  inward  heat. 

Works  in  my  lord  by  stool  and  sweat. 

Which  brings  a  stink  from  every  pore. 

And  from  behind  and  from  before; 

Yet,  what  iswondcrfiil  to  tell  it. 

None  but  the  iwroarite  nymph  can  smell  it^ 

But  now,  to  solve  the  natural  cause 

By  sober  philosophic  laws : 

Whether  all  {>assions,  when  in  fonaeot. 

Work  out  as  anger do68 in  vermin; 

So,  when  a  weazel  you  torment. 

You  find  his  paasioffby  his  acent 

We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  fright. 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  fell  to  tb--^ 

Beside  all  this,  deep  scholaxs  know. 

That  the  main  string  of  Capid*s  bqw 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a-«  gut| 

Now  to  anoUer  ofiloeimt. 

By  favour  or  desert  prefenr'd 

From  giving  patsageto  a  tr^; 

But  still,  though  fix'd  among  the  s 

Does  sympathize  with  human  a^-^ 

Thus,  when  you  feel  an  hard-bound  hfurh 

Conclude  love's  bow-string  at  full  stretcbT^ 

Till  the  kind  looienesscomei,  and  UlPl 

OoBclttde  the  bqw  relax'd  »gaii^ 
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And  ooiTy  tbe  ladies  all  «m  beafc 
To  try  the  great  experiineot. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart. 
Spread  all  their  charms  to  oatch  a  f— j 
Watching  the  first  unsavoury  wind, 
Some  ply  before,  and  some  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  amidst  tbe  dames,    ^ 
F — ^ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 
Tbe  fair  approach  the  speaking  part. 
To  try  the  back  way  to  his  heart: 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  discharge. 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  so  Urge, 
Before  the  flame  Irom  muzzle  bursty 
Jast  at  the  breech  it  flashes  first ; 
So  frtKn  my  lord  his  passion  broke. 
He  f— h1  first,  and  then  he  spoke. 

The  ladies  vanished  in  the  smother. 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another ; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  eaeh  one  thought  the  happy  dame. 
Quoth  Neal,  **  Whatever  the  rest  may  think, 
I*m  sure  !twas  I,  that  smelt  the  stink." 
"  You  smell  the  stink !  by  G— ,  you  lye," 
Quoth  Rosi^  <«  for  VU  be  swwn  >t«r«s  I," 
"  Ladies,'*  queth  Lerens,"  pray  forbear; 
Let's  not  fell  out ;  we  all  had  share  ; 
And,  by  the  most  1  can  diseorer. 
My  loni  's  an  uoiveisal  lover." 


PESCRffTION 


^  SALAMANDER.  1706. 

Pliny,  Ni*.  Hist«  ]%,  x.  c  67«  lib.  xxix«  c  4« 

As  mastiff  dogs  in  modem  phmse.  ara 

Call'd  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Csssar ; 

As  pyes  and  daws  ai«  often  styl'd 

With  Christian  nicknames,  like  a  child  j 

As  we  say  monsieur  to  an  ape. 

Without  offence  to  human  shape ; 

So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute. 

Names  that  would  best  tbenr  natures  tuit« 

The  lion,  eagle,  fox,  and  boar, 

Were  heroes  titles  heretofore, 

Bestow*d  as  hieroglyphics  fit 

To  show  their  valour,  strength,  or  wit  a 

For  what  is  understood  by/a««, 

Besides  the  getting  of  a  name  f 

But  e'er  shice  men  invented  guns, 

A  different  way  their  fancy  runs : 

To  paint  a  hero,  we  mquire 

For  something  that  will  conquer  ^re. 

Wonid  you  describe  Turenne  or  Trump  I 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  z.pump. 

Are  these  too  low  ?— -then  find  out  grander^ 

Call  my  lord  Cntts  a  Salamander. 

Tb  well ;— 4)ut,  since  we  live  among 

Detractors  with  an  evil  tongue. 

Who  may  object  against  the  term, 

Plmy  shall  prote  what  w«  atfarm  : 

Pliny  shall  prove,  and  we  '11  apply. 

And  I  *U  bejudg'd  by  standers-by. 

First,  then,  our  author  has  defin'4 
This  r^le  of  the  seipent  kind. 
With  gaudy  oqat  and  shining  train  j 
Bat  loithsniie  qpots  hii  body  ctaina 


Out  Irom  some  hole  obscure  he  flfes, 
When  rains  descend,  and  tempests  rise. 
Till  the  Sun  clears  the  air;  and  then 
Crawls  back  neglected  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  raisM  a  storm, 
I  've  seen  a  snake  in  human  form. 
All  stain'd  with  infamy  and  vice, 
l..eap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 
Burnish,  and^make  a  gaudy  show. 
Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau. 
Till  peace  has  n>«le  the  sky  serene ; 
llien  shrink  into  its  bole  again. 
"  AH  this  we  gnuit"-r-"  Why  then  leek  yoodnr : 
Sure  tha^  must  be  a  Salamander !" 

Farther  we  are  by  Pliny  told,  ^ 

This  serpent  is  eactremely  cold  ; 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire : 
Besides,  it  spues  a'  filthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  lust,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white. 
Which,  happening  on  the  skin  to  light. 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound. 
Spreads  leprosy  and  baldness  round. 

So  have  I  seen  a  better'd  beau. 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  snow. 
Whose  breath  or  toQch,  where-e'er  he  came. 
Blew  out  Iove*s  torch,  or  ohill'd  the  flame ; 
And  should  some  nymph,  who  ne'er  was  cnfel. 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Rnel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  ijects. 
She  soon  would  -find  the  Ameefibcti 
Her  tainted  carcase  to  pursue. 
As  from  the  Salamander's  spue  ; 
A  dismal  shedding  of  her  locks. 
And,      no  leprosy,  a  pox, 
<*  Then  I  '11  appeal  to  each  by-stander. 
If  this  he  not  a  Salamander  ?" 


EARL  OF  PETEABOROrr, 

WHO  COMMANPSnn'BZ  BEITISR  FOICBS  IN  SPAIK. 

MoRDANTO  fills  the  trump  of  fame, 
The  Christian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim, 
And  prints  are  crouded  with  his  nama, 
^       In  joumies  he  outrides  the  post, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  best. 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toast ; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  face. 
Flies  like  a  squib  from  place  to  place^ 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race.         ^ 

FVom  Paris  gazette  i-la-nain. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  wetk  from  Spua^ 

A  tnessenger  comes  all  a-reek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  seek ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  post-boy  winds  his  hom. 
And  ridcs.thnMgfa  Dover  in  the  mom  t 
Mord.«nto  ^  landed  irom  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone ; 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  strown  £ 
This  breaks  a  girth  aod  tbata  bone. 
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His  body  active  as  his  mind, 
iRetuming^  sound  in  lioib  and  wind. 
Except  some  leather  lost  behind. 

A  skeleton  in  outward  figure, 
His  meagrre  corpse,  though  fiiU  of  vigoor. 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 

So  wonderful  his  expedition, 
When  yoii  have  not  the  least  suspicioD, 
He's  with  yon  like  an  apparition  : 

Shipes  in  all  climates  like  a  stair; 
In  senates  bold,  and  fieroe  in  war  ; 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar: 

Htroic  actions  early  bred  in, 
Ke'er  to  be  matched  in  modern  reading. 
But  by  his  name-sake,  Charles  of  Swedeiv 


OJf  THE  USION. 


Tbe  qneen  has  lately  lost  a  part 

Of  her  ENTiRRLY-BifonsH  '  heart; 

For  want  of  which  by  way  oi  botch,. 

She  pioc'd  it  up  agpin  with  scotc^. 

Blest  revolution  I  which  creates 

Divided  hearts,  united  states  I 

i»ee  how  tbe  double  nation  lies; 

like  a  rich  coat  with  skirts  of  frizes 

As  if  a  man,  in  making  posies, 

Should  bundle  thistles  up  with  loses^ 

Who  ever  yet  a  union  saw 

Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  I 

Henceforward  let  no  statesman  dare 

A  kingdom  to  a  ship  compare ; 

l>sc  he  should  call  our  commcmweal 

A  vessel  with  a  dduble  keel : 

Which,  just  like  ours,  new  rigg*d  and  manu'di 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land. 

By  changp  of  wind  to  leeward  s'ide. 

The  pilot  kn«w  not  how  to  guide. 

So  tossing  faction  will  overwhelm 

CHir  crazy  double-bottom'd  realty 


MUS.  BIDDY  FLO  YD  t 

Oa,  THE  lECSlPTIO  FOtM  A  BEAUTY  >. 

When  Cupid  did  his  grandsirc  Jove  entreat 
To  form  some  beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  sent,  and  found  far  in  a  country-scene 
Truth,  innocence,  good -nature,  look  serene : 
From  which  ingredients  first  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coy. 
The  graces  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding .  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride : 
These  Venus  cleans  from  every  spurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affected,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mnc*d  up  all,  and  his  best  clay  employed ; 
Then  oall'd  the  happy  composition  Floyd. 

1  The  motto  on  queen  Anne^s  coronation  medaL 

«  An  elegant  Latin  version  of  this  little  poem  is 
In  the  sixth  vQlume  of  Dryden's  Misoellaiiies. 


APOLLO  ODTfmnSD. 

TO  THk  HONOURABLE    MBS.   FIlfCH,  AFTBBWAIOI 

COUHTB88    OF    WINCHEISIA,    USIDBB    BBB    HAMS  09 

ABDBLIA. 

Pbcsbus,  now  shortening  every  shade« 

Up  to  the  northern  trafnc  came. 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid. 

Attending  on  a  royal  dsime. 
The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  raya. 

Then  lighted  from  his  glittering  coach  a 
But  fenc'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays. 

Before  he  durst  the  nymph  approadi. 
Under  those  sacred  leaves,  secure 

From  common- lightning  of  the  skies. 
He  fondly  thought  be  mi^t  endure 

The  flashes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 
The  nymph,  who  oft'  had  read  in  books 

Of  that  bright  god  whom  baids  invoks^ 
Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks. 

And  guessed  his  business  ere  he  qpoke. 
He,  in  the  ok)  celestial  caht. 

Confessed  his  flame,  and  swore  by  Styx, 
Whatever  she  would  desire,  to  grant- 
But  wise  Afdelia  knew  his  tricks. 
Ovid  had  wam'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  strolling  gods,  whose  usual  trade  is. 
Under  pretence  of  tali^qf  air^ 

To  pick  up  snblunaryladies. 
I^owe'er,  she  gave  no  flat  denial, 
Ab  having  malice  in  her  heart  • 
And  was  resolv'd  upon  a  trial, 

To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art: 
"  Hear  my  request,'*  the  vii^in  said; 

".  Let  which  I  please  of  aU  tb*  Nim 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid. 
Obey  my  oaH,  and  only  mme." 
By  Y<M  oblig'd,  by  passion  led. 

The  god  QouJd  not  refuse  her  prayer : 
He  wavM  his  wreath  thrice  o*er  her  head. 

Thrice  matter'd  something  to  the  air. 
And  now  he  thought  to  seiae  his  due: 

But  she  the  chaim  already  tried. 
Thalia  heard  tbe  call,  and  flew 

To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  side. 
On  sight  of  this  celestial  prude^ 

Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  stay ; 
Nor  in  her  presence  durst  be  rode  ; 

But  made  his  1^,  and  went  away« 
He  hop'd  to  find  some  lucky  hour, 

When  on  their  queen  the  Muses  wait : 
But  Pallas  owns  Ardelia's  power; 

For  vowa  divine  are  kept  by  Fate. 
Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  spoke : 

"Deceitful  nymph  1  I  see  thy  art;. 
And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revofce, 
Fll  disappoint  its  nobler  part 

<' Let  stubborn  pride  possess  thee  t(«g. 

And  be  thou  n^gentof  fiuae; 
With  eveiy  Muse  to  grace  thy  song, 

May'stthoa  despise  a  poet's  name! 

'<  Of  modest  poets  thoa  be  first ; 

To  silent  shades  repeat  thy  verM^ 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almost  burst, 

Ye^  hardly  dare  one  Ihie  rehttM^ 
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"iiiMl  bit,  my  vengeapce  to  eompleta, 
May'st  thoa  descend  to  take  renowOf 

Prevail'd  oo  by  the  thing  you  hate, 
A  Whig  l.and  one  that  wean  agown  l»» 


VylNBRUGH'S  HOUSE, 

WILT  niOM  THE  SDlMt  OF  WHITBHAtL,  IfOfi  *. 

In  times  of  M,  when  Time  was  young, 
And  poets  their  own  varses  smig. 
A  veise  would  draw  a  stoneor  beam. 
That  BOW  would  over-load  a  team  ; 
Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile, 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 
£ach  number  had  its  dillerent  power  s 
Heroic  strains  could  build  a  tower  } 
Sunnets,  or  elegies  to  Cbloris, 
Might  raise  a  house  about  two  stories  j 
Alvric  ode  would  slate ;  a  catch 
Would  tile ;  an  epigram  would  thatch. 
But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  ooitt 
Now  poets  feel  this  art  is  lost 
Kot  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng 
Oui  raise  a  lodging /or  a  song : 
For  Jove  coosidei'd  well  the  case, 
Obsenr'd  they  grew  anumerous  race; 
And,  should  they  build  as  fcst  as  writ^^ 
Twoald  ruin  undertakers  quitf. 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevnik. 
He  wisely  changed  their  element : 
On  Earth  the  god  of  wealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade ; 
Uaving  the  wits  the  spacioirt  air. 
With  licence  to  htild  cotf/erthere : 
And,  *tis  coiiceiv*d,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  frain  thenoe. 
Premising  thus,  in  modem  way, 

The  better  half  we  have  to  say : 

Sng,  Muse,  the  house  of  poet  Van 

In  higher  strains  than  we  began. 
Van  (for  tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 

Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 

No  wonder  then  if  nicely  skiU'd 

lo  both  capacities  to  build. 

A»  herald,  he  can  in  a  day 

Repair  a  koute  gone  to  decay ; 

Or,  by  atchievement,  arms,  dmnce. 

Erect  a  new  one  fai  a  trice  : 

And,  as  a  poet,  he  has  skill 

To  build  in  speculation  still. 

•'Great Jore  !»  he  cry*d,«  the  art  restore 

To  build  by  verse  as  heretofore, 

Aad  make  my  Muse  the  architeot ; 

What  psJaoes  shall  we  erect  f 

Ko  kiBfer  shall  fonaken  Thames 

Lpmeiit  hia  old  WbitehaD  m  flames  f 

Apile  shall  fnm  its  ashes  rise, 

nt  to  invade  or  prop  the  skies." 
Jove  smil'd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 

Cwenting  with  the  usual  nod. 

Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  best. 

And  left  the  choice  to hisown  breast 

80  Van  resolVd  to  write  a  farce  ; 

Bat,  well  perceiving  wit  was  scarce. 

With  awning  that  defect  supplies; 

T^ta  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize  ; 

^  See  the  note  in  the  next  page. 


Steals  thence  his  pbt  and  every  joke. 

Not  one  suspecting  Jove  would  smoke  ; 

And  (like  a  wag  set  down  to  write) 

Would  whisper  to  himself,  a  hiU  ; 

Then,  from  this  motley,  mingled  style. 

Proceeded  to  erect  his  pile. 

So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  confounded. 

Jove  saw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  best 

To  torn  the  matter  to  a  jest : 

Down  from  Olympus'  top  he  slides. 

Laughing  as  if  he  'd  burst  his  sides : 

"  Ay,"  thought  the  god,"  are  these  yaur  tricks  > 

Why  then  old  plays  deserve  old  bricks  ; 

And,  since  you  're  sparing  of  your  stuff. 

Your  building  shall  be  small  enough." 

He  spake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid ; 

Th'  eacperienc>d  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  second-hand). 

Now  move,  and  now  in  order  stand. 

The  building,  as  the  poet  writ. 
Rose  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  fint  the  Prologue  built  a  waU 
So  wide  as  to  encompass  all.  * 
The  Scene  a  wood  produced,  no  mora 
Than  a  few  scrubby  trees  before 
The  Pk)t  as  yet  lay  deep;  and  so 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below : 
But  this  a  work  so  hard  was  found. 
Two  Acts  it  cost  him  under  ground  3 
Two  other  Acts  we  may  presume. 
Were  spent  in  buiklmg  each  a  room. 
Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  made  a  shift 
To  raise  a  roof  with  Act  the  FifUi. 
The  Epilogue  behind  did  frame 

A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 
Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran 
To  see  the  house  of  brother  Van; 

Look'd  high  and  low,  walk'd  often  roond  ; 

But  nosuch  house  was  to  he  found. 

One  asks  the  watermen  hard-by, 

«  Where  may  the  poet's  palace  lie  ?» 

Another  of  the  Thames  inquires. 

If  he  has  seen  its  gilded  spires  ? 

At  length  they  in  the  rubbish  spy 

A  thing  resembling  a  goose-pye. 

Thither  in  haste  the  poete  throng. 

And  gaze  in  silent  wonder  bug, 

Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 

To  praise  the  pile  and  builder  Van : 
"Thrice  happy  poet!  who  may'st  trail 

Thy  house  about  thee  like  a  snail ; 

Or,  haraess'd  to  a  nag,  at  ease 

Take  jonmies  m  it  like  a  chaise ; 

Or  in  a  boat  whene'er  thou  wilt, 

Canst  make  it  serve  thee  for  a  tilt  I 

Capacious  house !  tis  own*d  by  all 

Tbou  'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  small : 

For  every  wit  in  Britain's  isle 

May  lodge  within  thy  spacious  pile. 

Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  foign. 

Thy  mother  burnt,  art  bom  again, 

Bom  like  a  phemz  from  the  flame; 

But  neither  bulk  nor  shape  the  same : 

As  animals  of  largest  size 

Corrupt  to  maggots,  wonns,  and  flies  ; 
A  type  of  modef  n  wit  and  style. 
The  ruhbi^  of  an  ancient  piU. 
So  chymists  boast  they  have  a  power  ^ 
From  the  dead  ashes  of  a  flower 
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Some  faint  T«MmUaaoe  to  prodvoBj^ 
But  not  the  virtue,  taste,  or  juice : 
So  modern  rhymeiB  wisely  blast 
The  poetry  of  ages  past ; 
Which  after  they  have  overtbrown. 
They  from  its  ruins  build  tbeir  own« 


TWO  RIDDLES.  1707  K 

L    ON  A  FAN. 

From  Indians  burning  clime  Pm  brought. 

With  cooling  gales  like  Zephyrs  fraught. 

Not  Iris  when  she  paints  the  sky. 

Can  show  more  difiereot  hue  than  I : 

Nor  can  she  change  her  form  so  fast ; 

I*m  now  a  sail,  and  now  a  mast : 

I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green  j 

A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 

I  sometimes  live  in  house  of  hair. 

And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair : 

I  please  the  young,  }  grace  the  old, 

And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  coM : 

Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can. 

And  find  the  rhsrme,  and  you  're  the  man. 


YOUR  house  of  hair,  and  lady's  hand. 
At  first  did  put  me  to  a  stand. 
.  I  have  it  now — 'tis  plain  enough— 
Your  hairy  business  is  a  muff. 
Your  engine  fraught  with  cooling  gales. 
At  once  so  like  your  masts  and  sails  j 
Your  thing  of  various  shape  and  hue, 
Must  be  some  painted  toy,  I  knew : 
And  for  the  rhyme  to  you  We  ikt  Man, 
What  fiu  it  better  than  a/an  9 

IL    ON  A  BEAU. 

I  *M  wealthy  and  poor, 

I  'm  empty  and  full, 
I  'm  humble  and  proud, 

I  'm  witty  and  dull. 

I  'm  foul,  and  yet  fair ; 

I  'm  old,  and  yet  yotuig: 
I  lie  with  Moll  K—r, 

And  toast  Mrs.         ■» 

ANSWSB,  BY  MB;  W^H, 

Im  rigging  he  's  rich,  though  in  pocket  he  's  poor; 

He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  cocks  to  the  dts ; 
like  twenty  he  dresses,  but  looks  like  threescore  ; 

He  's  a  wit  to  the  fools,  and  a  fool  to  the  wit&» 
Of  wisdom  he  's- empty,  but  full  of  conceit ; 

He  paints  and  perftiBMs,  while  be  roti  with  (be 

scab;  [gait; 

'Tis  a  Beau  you  may  swear  by  his  sense  and  his 

He  boasts  of  a  beauty,  and  lies  with  a  drab. 

1  Originally  comiiimiicaled  by  Swift  to  Oldiiwortb, 
who  published  theni  in  The  Muses  Meroury,  1709. 
Some  other  amusemeats  of  the  same  natiuw,  writ- 
ten about  1724,  may  bt  iew  jnffnae 
pages  of  this  volumtk 
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TUK  HjsTOtr  or 
VANBRUGH'S  HOUSE  *, 

When  mother  Clod  had  rose  from  play» 
And  cali'd  to  take  the  cards  away. 
Van  saw,  but  seem'd  iiot  to  regani. 
How  Miss  pick'd  every  paint^  card. 
And,  busy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  rear'd  a  house  two  stories  high. 
Van's  genius,  without  thought  or  lecture^ 
Is  hugely  turu'd  to  architecture : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  smird» 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child  j 
It  was  so  perfect  in  its  kind. 
He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind.. 

But,  when  he  found  the  boys  atplay» 
And  saw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay. 
He  stood  behind  a  stall  to  lurk, 
And  mark  the  progress  of  their  work  ; 
With  true  delight  obserr'd  them  all 
Baking  up  mu^to  build  a  wall, 
llie  phui  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  model  in  his  table-book  ; 
Thought  himself  now  exactly  skili'd. 
And  so  resolv'd  a  bofue  to  build ; 
A  real  house,  with  rooms,  and  stairs. 
Five  times  at  least  as  big  as  theirs  ; 
Taller  than  Misses  by  two  yards ; 
Not  a  sham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 
And  so  he  did  ;  for,  in  a  while. 
He  built  up  such  a  monstrous  pile, 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  stands  in  view, 
Just  in  the  place  where  first  it  grew  i 
There  all  the  little  school-boys  run. 
Envying  to  see  themselves  out-dioDe. 

From  such  deep  rudiments  as  these^ 
Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd,  and  justly  reckon'd. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  the  second: 
No  wonder,  since  wise  authors  show 
That  best  foundations  must  be  Ukc: 
And  now  the  duke  has  wisely  ta'en  him 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim. 

But,  raillery  for  once  apart. 
If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or,  if  his  grace  were  no  more  skili'd  in 
The  art  of  battexing  walls  than  building* 
We  might  expect  to  see  next  year 
A  mouse-trt^man  chief  engineer  I 


BAVCiS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON  THE  XVER-LAMBWTSn  tOSS  OF  TSKTWO  YIW-TUH 
IN  THE  PARISH  OP  CHILTHOaNB,  SOMBaSBT.  ITOS. 

IMITATED  PEOM  TUB  EIGHTH  HOOK  ttPOTID. 

Ik  ancient  times,  as  story  tells,  ' 
llie  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells. 
And  stroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 

>  Dr.Swift  made  s'nr  John  Vanbnigfa  aAple  aSMrii 
for  the  pointed  raillery  of  this  aad  th^  poem  io  the 
preceding  pagfe^  in  the  Fiefoce  to  biB  Miifrilwi*' 
1727.    N. 
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It  happenM  on  a  winter-night. 

As  atttfaora  of  the'legend  write, 

Tiro  brothcr^hennits,  saints  by  trade« 

Taking  th^r  tour  in  masquerade, 

Pisguia'd  in  tattered  habits,  went 

To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent ; 

Where,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain. 

They  begg*d  fmm  door  to  door  in  vain. 

Tried  every  tone  might  pity  Vrin; 

But  not  a  9o\i\  would  let  them  in. 
Our  wandering  saints,  in  wofiil  8tate» 

Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate. 

Having  through  all  the  village  past. 

To  a  small  c6ttage  came  at  last ! 

Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'man, 

Call'd  in  the  neighbourhcmd  Philemon  ; 

Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite  . 

)n  his  poor  but  to  pass  the  night  i 

And  then  the  hospitable  sire 

Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire ;    - 

While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 

A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 

And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 

Cut  out  large  slices  to  be  fry'd ; 

Then  stepped  aside  to  fetdi  them  drinkj 

fjll'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 

And  saw  it  fiuHy  twice  go  round ; 

Yet  (what  iy  wonderful  I)  they  found 

Twas  still  replenished  to  the  top. 

As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 

The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd. 

And  often  on  each  other  gaz*d ; 

For  both  were  frightened  to  the  heart, 

And  just  began  to  cry,—"  What  ar»t  V* 

Then  softly  tum'd  aside  to  view 

MThether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 

The  gentle  pilgrims,  soon  aware  on*t. 

Told  thcna  their  calling,  and  their  errand  s 
**  Good  folks  you  need  not  be  afraid, 
We  are  but  sainU,**  the  hermiU  said  ; 
f*  No  hurt  sdall  como  to  you  or  yours ; 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors, 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground. 
They  and  their  houses  shall  be  drownM  j 
Whilst  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise, 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes." 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  fair  and  soft 
TTie  roof  began  to  mount  alof^. ; 
Aloft  ro«e  every  beam  and  rafter ; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  slowly  after. 

The  chimney  widened,  and  grew  higher, 
^ame  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoist. 
And  there  stood  fiistcnM  to  a  joist. 
But  with  the  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below  : 
|n  vain  ;  for  a  superior  force, 
Apply*d  at  bottom,  stops  its  course  t 
BoomM  ever  in  suspense  to  dwell , 
Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almost 
Lost  by  disuse  the  art  to  roast, 
A  sudden  alteration  feels, 
Increas'd  by  new  intestine  wheels  ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  slower : 
The  flier,  though 't  had  leaden  feet, 
Tum'd  round  so  quick,  you  scarce  ooold  tee  t  j 
Bat,  slacken'd  by  some  secret  power, 
yow  hardly  moTes  i|ii  neb  a«  hooc* 


The  jack  and  chimney,  near  aHy'ds 
Had  never  left  each  other's  side  i 
The  chimney  to  a  steeple  grown. 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone  ; 
But,  up  against  the  steeple  reared, 
Be<»me  a  dock,  and  still  adhered  ; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares. 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
Warning  the  cook-inaid  not  to  bum 
That  roast  meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  gruauing-chaii-  began  to  crawl. 
Like  a  huge  snail,  along  the  wall; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  small  change,  a  pulpit  gresr. 

The  porringers,  that  iu  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  show. 
To  a  less  noble  substance  changed. 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  ranged. 

The  ballads,  pasted  on  the  wall, 
Of  Joan  of  Prance,  and  English  Moll, 
Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  seem*d  to  look  abundance  better. 
Improved  in  picture,  size,  and  letter  g  . 
And,  high  m  order  placed,  describe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  K 

A  beadsteod  of  the  antique  mode. 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load. 
Such  as  our  ancestors  did  use. 
Was  metamorphosM  into  pews ; 
Which  still  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lod^ng  folks  disposed  to  sleep. 

The  cottage  by  such  f«%at8  as  these 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees. 
The  hermits  then  desir'd  their  host 
To  ask  for  what  he  fancy^d  most. 

Philemon,  having  pausM  a  while, 

Retuni^d  them  thanks  in  homely  style : 

Then  said,  **  My  house  is  grown  so  fine, 

Methinks  I  still  would  call  it  mine; 

Pm  old,  and  fiiin  would  live  at  ease  ? 

Make  me  the  parson,  if  3rou  please." 
He  spoke  and  presently  he  feels 

His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  hisheehi : 

He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  believe. 

About  each  arm  a  pudding-sleeve ; 

His  waistcoat  to  a  cassoc  grew. 

And  both  assum'd  a  sable  hue  ; 

But,  being  old,  continuedjust 

As  thread-bare,  and  as  fuU  of  dust    . 

His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dties  : 

He  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  road  the  news  ; 

Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next, 

Vamp'd  in  the  prefiice  and  the  text ; 

At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part, 

And  had  the  senrice  all  by  heart; 

Wish'd  women  might  have  children  fut, 

And  thought  whose  sow  had  fitnow'd  last ; 

Against  dissenters  would  repine. 

And  stood  up  firm  fdr  right  dimne  ; 

Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  system : 

But  classic  authors, — he  ne'er  miss*d  'em. 
Thus  having  furbish  d  op  a  parson. 

Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  ftroe  en* 

Instead  of  home-spun  cot&,  ware  seen 

Good  pinners  edg'd  with  co/6«rf«ea;  . 

1  The  tribes  of  Israel  are  sometimes  distinfoisfaeA 
in  country  churcbef  by  the  ensigns  given  to  them 
by  Jacobk 
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Her  petticoat,  trimsform'd  apace, 
Became  black  satUn  flounc'd  with  lace, 
plain  Goodif  would  no  longer  down ; 
'IVas  Madam,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  wasm  great  surpriae. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  see  her  look  so  prim; 
And  she  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  several  yean  this  man  and  wife; 
When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  last. 
Discoursing  o*er  old  stones  past. 
They  went  by  chance,  amidst  their  talk,. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis  hastily  cry'd  out, 
"  My  dear,  I  see  your  forehead  sprout !"  [us  ? 

"  Sprout  1"  quoth  the  man ;  *•  what  *a  this  you  tell 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous  ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true ;  , 

And  really  yours  is  budding  too — 
Nay, — ^now  I  cannot  stir  my  foot; 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  i-oot," 

Description  would  but  tire  my  Muse ; 
In  short,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yews. 

Old  Goodman  Dobsou  of  the  green 
Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  seen ; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night. 
And  goes  with  folks  lo  show  the  sight : 
On  Sundajrs,  after  evening-prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  there ; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew  ; 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew  : 
Till  once  a  parson  of  our  town, 
To  mend  bis  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  grieved. 
Grew  scrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  stunted  ; 
Bo  the  next  parson  stubb'd  and  burnt  it 


ELEGY 

ON  TBA  SUFPOSBD  DEATH  OF  PAETaiDGB,  THB 
ALMAMACK-MAKER.       1708. 

Well  ;  'tis  as  Bickerstaff  has  guess'd. 
Though  we  all  took  It  for  a  jest : 
Partridge  is  dead ;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  be  could  prove  the  good  'sc^nire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  astrologer  should  die 
Without  one  wonder  in  the  sky ! 
Kot  one  of  all  his  crony  stars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearse  t 
No  meteor,  no  eotipse  appear'd  I 
No  comet  with  a  flammg  beard ! 
The  Sun  has  rose,  and  gone  to  bed. 
Just  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead ; 
Nor  hid  himself  behind  the^Moon, 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Howe'er  our  earthly  motkm  varies ; 
And  twice  a  year  he'll  cut  th'  equator. 
As  if  there  had  been  no  such  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonder'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  cobling  '  and  astrology  ; 
How  Partridge  made  his  cpHcs  rise. 
From  a  s/toe-tole  to  reach  the  skies. 


1  Partridge  was  a  cobler. 


A  list  the  cobler*s. temples  ties. 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes  ; 
From,  whence  'tis  plain,  tlie  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derives  firom  them  9 
And  therefore  crowns  are  now-a-dajrs 
Adom'd  with  golden  stars  and  rays  ; 
Which  plainly  shows  the  near  alliance 
'Twixt  cobling  and  thij  planets  science. 

Besides,  that  slow-pac'd  sign  Bootes, 
M  'tis  miscall'd,  we  know  not  who  'Us : 
But  Partridge  ended  all  disputes ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  <  boots. 

The  homed  moon,  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  shoes  the  Romans  wore. 
Whose  wideness  kept  their  toes  from  corns* 
And  whence  we  olaim'our  shoeing-korns. 
Shows  how  the  art  of  cobling  bears 
A  near  resemblance  to  the.  spheres. 

A  scrap  c^  parchment  hung  by  geometry 
(A  great  refineoi^t  in  barometry) 
Can,  like  the  stars,  foretel  the  weather;    . 
And  what  is  parchment  else  but  leather  f 
Which  an  astrologer  might  use 
Either'for  almanacks  or  shoes. 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  practise  both  these  arts : 
And  as  the  bcxling  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  because  ber  wings  arc  leaiher) 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night. 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light : 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell. 
And  m  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  star. 

Besides,  ha  could  oonfo^  the  spheres^ 
And  set  the  phnets  by  the  eqn ; 
To  show  his  skill,  he  Mars  oou)4:  j<Nn 
To  Venus  in  aspect  malign  ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  sJd^ 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venoa  made, 

Great  scholars  hava  io  Liician  read. 
When  Philip  king  of  Oraeoe  was  dead, 
Hs'soul  and  spirit  did  divide^ 
And  each  part  took  a  different  side : 
One  roee  a  star ;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  shoes  in  Hell. 

Thus  Partridge  still  shines  in  each  vU 
The  cobling  and  star-gazing  part ; 
And  is  instell'd  as  good  a  star 
As  any  of  the  Csesars  are. 

Triumphant  star !  .some  pity  show 
On  eoblers  militant  below. 
Whom  roguish  boys,  in  stora^y  nights, 
Torment  by  pissing  oot  their  lights  ; 
Or  through  a  chink  convey  their  smoke, 
Enclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  sphere. 
May*8t  follow  stil]  thy  callii^  theie. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hide. 
By  Phcebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd ; 
— For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax. 
And  scrape  her  pitchy  sides  for  onu  ; 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  ends : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius'  dart 
Turns  to  an  awl  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife. 
Will  forge  for  thee  a  paring-knife, 

>SeehbrittMin>cfc. 
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for  want  of  room  by  Vila's  nda. 
She'll  itraio  a  point,  aad  set  astnde, 
To  take  thee  kuidly  in  between  ; 
And  then  the  tigm  will  be  thxrteeiu 


TUB  EPITAPH. 

Hbib,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back, 
A  cobleTf  starmongerf  and  quack  ; 
Who  to  the  ttars  in  pare  good-Mrill 
Does  to  bis  bcht  look  upward  stiU. 
Weep,  all  you  customersi  that  use 
Hb  pills f  his  almanacks,  or  shoes  i 
And  yoQ  that  did  your  fortunes  seek, 
Step  to  his  grave  but  once  a  week : 
This  earth  which  bears  his  body's  print, 
YouMl  find  has  so  much  virtue  ip  % 
That  I  durst  pawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
What  e'er  concerns  you  ftill  as  well. 
In  phytic,  stolen-goods,  or  love. 
As  he  himself  could,  when  above. 


MERLIN'S  PROPHECY,  1709. 

Sbtbii  and  ten  addyd  to  nine, 
Of  Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  sygne  | 
Tunys  rivcre  twys  y-frozetl, 
Walke  sans  wetyng  shoes  ne  hozen. 
Then  comyth  foorthe,  i<^h  onderstonde, 
From  towne  of  stoffe  to  &ttyn  londe, 
Ad  haidie  chiftan  ^  woe  the  mome, 
To  FrauDce  that  evere  he  was  bom. 
Then  shall  the  fyshe  <  beweyle  bis  bosse ; 
Nor  shall  grin  berrys  ^  make  up  the  losse, 
Yonge  Syouiele  *  shall  again  miscarrye  ^ 
And  Norways  pryd  ^  again  shall  marrey : 
And  from  the  tree  where  blosums  ieele. 
Rife  fruit  shall  come,  and  all  is  wele. 
Keaums  shall  daunce  honde  in  honde  ^, 
And  it  shall  be  mer>'e  in  old  Ingrlonde  ; 
Then  old  Inglonde  shall  be  no  more^ 
And  no  man  shall  be  sorie  therefore. 
Oeryon  '*  shall  have  three  hedes  agayne. 
Till  flapsbtuge*  inakyth  them  but  twayne. 


A   DESpRIFliON   OF 

THE  MORNING,     1709. 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  show'd  the  ruddy  Mom's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  master's  bed  had  ilown. 
And  softly  stole  to  discompose  her  own  j 
"Hie  slipshod  'prentice  from  bis  master's  door 
Had  par*d  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whiri'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
Prepar'd  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  stairs. 
Tlie  youth  with  hnxNoy  stumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  were  wheels  had  worn  the  place. 

I  D.  of  Mariboioogh.    *  The  dauphin. 
s  D.  of  Berry.  ^  The  young  pretender. 
ftQ.  Amie. 
0  By  the  Union. 

*>  A  king  of  Spain  slain  by  Hercules. 
•The  aichduke  Cbarlei  was  of   the  Higpsbarg 
funily. 
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The  small-coal-maa  was  heard  with  cadence  deepi 
Till  drown'd  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep. 
Duns  at  his  lordship's  gate  began  to  meet ; 
And  brick-dust  Moll  had  scream'd  through  half  th« 
The  turnkey  now  his  fiock  returning  sees,    [street* 
Duly  let  out  »-nights  to  steal  for  fees :  . 
The  watohful  bailtfis  take  their  silent  stands. 
And  scbool-boys  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands* 


A  DJUCEIPTION  Of 

A  CITY-SHOWER, 

.     IN  IMITATION  OP  VIRGIL'S  GEOROICf.    1710* 

Casepue  observers  may  fortel  the  hour 
(By  sure  prognostics)  when  (o  dread  ^  shower.      . 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  yon  '11  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise,  then  go  not  for  to  dine ; 
You  '11  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine* 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage. 
Sauntering  in  oofiee-house  is  Dulman  seen  ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  c^  spleen. 

Meanwhile  the  south,  rising  with  dabbled  wini^ 
A  sable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 
lliat  swiird  more  liquor  than  it  ooold  contain, 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  yves  it  up  again. 
Brisk  Susan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope. 
While  the  first  drizzling  shower  is  borne  aslope : 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  some  careless  queeUt 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  tui-ning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she,  singing  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shonn'd  th'  t^iequal  strife. 
But  aided  by  tlie  wind,  fought  still  for  life  j 
Ami,  wafted  wjtli  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 
'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dust. 
Ahl  where  must  needy  pOjet  seek  for  aid. 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 
Sole  coat !  where  dust  cemented  by  the  tain 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  stain  1 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
I'o  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
llie  templar  spruce,  while  every  spout 's  abroach. 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  seems  to  call  a  ooach. 
llie  tuck'd-up  semstress  walks  with  hasty  strides. 
While  streams  run  down  her  oil'd  umbrelhi's  sides. 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  desponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  save  their  wigs. 
BoE'd  in  a  chair,  the  beaa  impatient  sits. 
While  spouts  run  clatteriag  o'er  the  roof  by  fits. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  sounds;  he  trembles  from  witbia. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  steed. 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  fi-eod, 
(Those  bnUy  Greeln,  who,  as  the  modems  do. 
Instead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  tbroogh) 
Laotoon  struck  the  outride  with  his  spear. 
And  each  imprisoned  hero  qnak'd  for  fear. 
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Vow  from  all  parts  tbe  svrrfling  keimels  HcfW, 
And  tear  their  trophies  with  them  as  thef  go : 
Filths  of  all  hues  uid  odoars  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  laird  from  by  then-  sight  and  smelL 
TThcy,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force. 
From  Smithfield  or  St  'Piilchre's  shape  their  course, 
And  in  huge  oonftnence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge. 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holborn  bridge. 
Sweepings  from  butchen*  stalls,  dung,  guts,  and 

blood,  [mud, 

DrownM  puppies,  Minking  sprats,  all  drenched  iu 
Qoad  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down 

the  flood. 


THE  LITTLE  HOUSE 

BY  TBB  CSORCH-TARn  Ot  CASTLENOCE,      ITIO. 

WHOsraa  pleatetb  to  inquire 
Why  yonder  steeple  wants  a  spire, 
The  grey  old  fellow  poet »  Joe 
The  philosophic  cause  will  show. 
Onee  on  a  time  a  western  blast 
At  least  twelve  inches  overcast. 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fidl ; 
And  turning  topsy-turvy  round, 
Light  with  its  boltom  on  the  ground  ; 
Fon  by  the  laws  of  gravitation, 
It  teW  into  its  proper  station. 

This  is  the  little  strottmg  pile, 
You  see  just  by  the  church-yard  stile  ; 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock ; 
And  thus  the  steeple  got  a  shock ; 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  calls 
The  steeple.  Knocks  the  vicar,  H^allt  *. 

The  vicar  onc«  a  week  creeps  in, 
Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Hane  conns  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet, 
t        Till  the  small  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pass, 
Observed  the  roof  tehind  the  grass ; 
On  tiptoe  stood,  and  rear'd  his  snout. 
And  saw  the  parson  creeping  out ; 
Was  much  surprised  to  see  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  nest  so  low. 

A  school-boy  ran  unto  %  and  thdught, 
Vh9  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught 
A  third,  who  lost  his  way  by  night, 
Wasforc'd  lor  safety  to  alight; 
And,  stepping  o'er  the  febric-roof, 
Ilis  horse  had  like  to  spoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  ^  took  it  in  his  noddle, 
This  building  was  designed  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-house  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dovo  in. 

Then  Mrs.  Johnson  *  gwe  her  venliet,    - 
And  eveiyone  was  pleasM  that  heaid  it: 
All  that  you  make  this  stir  about. 
Is  but  a  still  which  wants  A  spout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  Raymond  ^  gness'd 
More  probably  than  all  the  rest; 

^  Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trim, 
s  Archdeacon  Wall,  a  oorrespoodent  of  Swift^i, 
f  Dr.  Swift's  curate  at  JUncor.        ^SteUa, 
PWaMet  oiTxm. 


He  said,  but  that  it  wadted  rdonf. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomll 

The  doctor's  family  came  by, 
And  little)  miss  began  to  cry ; 
Give  me  that  house  in  my  own  band; 
Then  madam  bade  the  cimriot  stand, 
CalI'd  to  the  cleric,  in  manner  mild, 
"  Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child  | 
That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale : 
And  here  's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale.'* 

The  clerk  said  to  her,  in  a  heat, 
"  ^\liat!  sell  my  master's  country  seat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  t 
He  would  not  sell  it  for  a  crowu." 
Poll !  fellow,  keep  not  such  a  pother ; 
In  half  an  hour  thou  'It  make  another. 

Sa3rs  Nancy,  *  *'  I  can  make  fur  misft 
A  finer  house  ten  times  than  this ; 
The  Dean  will  give  me  willow-sticks. 
And  Joe  my  apron-full  of  bricks." 


THB  VIRTVSS  OP 

SID  HAMET  THE  MAGlClAfTB 
ROD, 

1710 

The  rod  was  but  a  harmless  wand. 
While  Moses  held  it  in  his  hand  j 
But,  soon  as  e'er  he  laid  itdown^ 
'Twas  a  devouring  sexpent  grown. 

Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid, 
Reverses  what  thepn^het  did : 
His  rod  was  honest  English  wood. 
That  senseless  in  a  comer  stood. 
Till,  metamorphos'd  by  his  grasps 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  asp ; 
Would  hiss,  and  sting,  and  roll,  and  twist. 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  bis  fist ; 
But,  when  be  laid  it  down,  as  quick 
Resum'd  the  figure  of  a  stick. 

So  to  her  midnight^feasts  the  hag 
Rid(^  on  a  broomstick  for  a  nag. 
That,  rais'di)y  magic  of  her  breech, 
0*er  sea  and  land  conveys  the  witch  ; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  resumes 
The  peaceful  state  of  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  something  strange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  mogtc  rod  i. 
That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  soil  has  golden  mines ; 
Where  there  are  none,  it  stands  ereot, 
Scorning  to  show  the  least  respect. 
As  ready  was  the  taand  of  Sid 
To  bend  where  golden  minet,  were  hid  ; 
In  Scottish  hills  found  precious  ore  > , 
Where  none  e'er  look'd  for  it  before  i 
And  by  a  gentle  bow  divin'd. 
How  well  a  cullif\  purse  was  lin'd  ; 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 
Stood  without  motion,  like  a  stake. 

<  The  waiting  woman*  ' 
^The  ttf^g«/a4iocM»saidtDlwtttn0l«ikfi^ 
nerals. 
s  Supposed  to  allude  to  the  Union. 
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The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renowned 
Kr  charms  above  and  uoder  ground  ; 
To  deep  couid  mortal  eye-lids  fix. 
And  drive  departed  souls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  was  just  a  type  of  Sid*s, 
Which  o*er  a  British  senate's  lidj* 
Could  scatter  opium  full  as  well, 
And  drive  as  many  souls  to  //e/i* 

Sid's  rod  was  slender,  white,  and  tall. 
Which  oft'  he  us*d  to.yf*A  withal ; 
A  plaice  was  fastenVl  to  the  hook, 
And  many  score  of  gudgeons  took : 
Yet  still  so  happy  was  his  fate, 
He  caught  his  Jish,  and  sav'd  his  lait, 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribd 
A  circle  with  their  rod  describe, 
Wlijch  proves  a  magical  redoubt 
To  kctp  mischievous  spirits  o'lt 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  stride, 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
^ITjere  spirits  throng'd  with  hideous  din. 
And  he  stood  there  to  take  tkert\  in  : 
But  when  tb'  enchanted  rod  was  broke, 
They  ranish'd  in  a  stinking  smoke. 

Achilles'  sceptre  was  of  wood, 
Like  Sd's,  but  nothing  near  so  good ; 
That  down  from  ancestors  divine 
Transmitted  to  the  hero's  line. 
Thence,  through  a  long  descent  of  kings. 
Came  an  hbik-loom,  as  Homer  sings* 
Though  this  description  looks  so  big. 
That  sceptre  was  a  sapless  twig, 
^Tiich,  from  the  fatal  day,  when  first 
It  left  the  forest  where  'twas  nurs'4. 
As  Homer  tells  us  o'er  and  o^er, 
Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  blossom,  bofe. 
Sid's  sceptre,  full  of  jiice.  did  shoot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit ; 
And  be,  the  dragon  never  sleeping, 
(luarded  each  fair  Hesperian  pippin. 
No  kobby-horsef  with  gorgeous  top, 
Tlie  dearest  in  Charles  Mather's  3  shop. 
Or  glittering  tinsel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare. 

Hear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  so  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ! 
Vou  should  have  kiss'd  it  in  your  distress. 
And  then  rctum'd  it  to  your  mistress  ; 
Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  ♦  switch. 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech, 
liut  siiK^e  old  Sid  has  broken  this, 
Uis  next  may  be  a  roil  in  piss. 


He  bore  the  skies  upon  his  bad^ 
Just  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  overpress'd 
Unloads  upon  a  stall  to  rest ; 
Or,  when  he  can  no  longer  stand. 
Desires  a  friend  to  lend  aliand; 
So  Atlas,  lest  tba  ponderous  sphere* 
Should  sifdc,  and  fall  about  his  ears, 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile. 
That  he  might  sit  and  rest  a  whiles. 

Yet  Hercules  was  not  so  strong. 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  so  loog.^ 

Great  statesatien  are  iu  this  condition  | 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A  premier  minister  of  state ; 
Alcides  one  of  second  rate. 
Suppose  then  Atlas  ne'er  so  wise ; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kmgdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  single  shoulders. 
Sink  down  he  must,  or  find  ttpholderM 


ATLAS; 
OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE- 

TO  THE 

LORD  TREASURER  OXFORD.    1710. 

Atlas,  we  read  in  ancient  soog, 
Was  io  exceeding  tall  and  strong, 

'  An  eminent  toyman  in  Fleet-streett 

*  Lord  Godolphin  is  satiriEad  by  Mn  Pope  fbr  a 

ttnng  attachment  to  the  tiirf.      See  hit  Moral 

bays. 


A  rOWJf  ECLOGUE.    Vt\% 
Scene,  ths  royal  kzchakge. 

CoftTOOV. 

Now  the  keen  rigour  of  the  winter 's  o'er. 
No  hail  descends,  and  frosts  can  pinch  no  more^ 
Whilst  other  girls  confess  tlie  genial  spring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  sing. 
Secure  from  cold  their  lorely  necks  display. 
And  throw  each  useless  chafing-dish  away ; 
Why  sits  my  Phlllis  discontented  here. 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  rerolving  year  ? 
Wliy  on  that  brow  dwell  sorrow  and  dismay 
Where  loreswere  wont  to  sport,  and  smiles  to  play  ? 
Phillis.    Ah,    Corydon'    surrey  the  'Change 
around, 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretz*h  like  me  is  (band I 
Alas  !  the  day  when  1,  poor  heedless  maid. 
Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Inn  betrayM ; 
Then  how  you  swore,  how  many  vows  you  made  1 
Ye  listening  Zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  his  love. 
Waft  the  soft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
xVlus  !  the  day;  for  (oh,  eternal  shame  I) 
I  sold  you  handkerchiefs,  and  lo«t  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  Ifor;?et  the  favour  you  bestow'd. 
Rod  herrings  shall  be  spawu'din  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-street  transform'd  become  a  flowery  green^ 
And  mass  be  sung  where  operas  are  seen  ; 
The  wealthy  cit,  and^ie  St  James's  beau. 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  foregof 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  shall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter- s  that  play  off  his  plum.       t 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avails 
If,  while  I  doze  at  home  o'er  porter's  ale, 
Each  night  with  wine  and  wenches  you  regale  ^ 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  pa^ 
And  raging  hanger  lays  my  bi>auty  waste. 
On  templars  spruce  in  vain  I  glances  throw. 
And  with  shrill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go. 
Expos'd  in  vain  my  glossy  ribbands  shine. 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  week  flies  round ;  and,  when  my  profit's  kaow% . 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Coa.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  bedi<!tkiett, 
Thou  fairest  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  beit  ? 
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As  finutmeD^f  staUs  the  summer-maiket  graee. 
And  nidSy  peachet  them ;  as  first  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  seen  o'er  smaller  pastry  ware. 
And  ice  on  that;  so  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play-house  and  in  park,  above  the  rest 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  drest 

Phil.  And  yet  CrepiilKlia,  that  conceited  fair. 
Amidst  her  toys,  affisctsa  saucy  air. 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  scomfitl  eye. 

Cos.  She  might  as  well  with  bright  Ceoravie. 

PuiL.  With  this  large  petticoat  I  strive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  past,  and  coming  pain : 
Tis  now  no  secret ;  she,  and  fifty  more. 
Observe  the  symptoms  I  had  oooe  before : 
A  second  babe  at  Wappingmnst  be  plac'd. 
When  I  scarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  last  [plums, 

Gob.  What  I  ooukl  raise  I  sent ;  a  pound  of 
Pive  shillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums  j 
To  morrow  I  intend  him  samething  more. 

Phil.  I  sent  a  frock  and  pair  ai  shoes  before* 
.  CoK.  However,  you  shall  home  with  me  to-night, 
Poiget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight 
I  have  in  store  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  side,  and  all  around. 
The  weighty  shop-boards  fall  and  bars  resound  i 
Each  ready  semstress  slips  herpattins  on. 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone. 


EPITAPH. 

IMtCaiBSD  ON  A  MARBLETABLKT,  »  BXaKBLlT  CHURCH. 

H.  8.  £. 

Carolot  CoiiMtde  Berkeley,  VicecodKi  Dunlrr, 

Baro  Beitelejr*  ie  Bcrfceky  CatC  Mowbray, Segrwre 

Et  Bruce,  i  Nobiliatimo  ordine  Balnci  Eqei, 

Vir  ad  geniii  quod  ipectat  ft  Froavoa  aaqaeqnaqoc  Nobilii, 

Et  Ionto,il  qalt  alios  Procenitn  ateminate  editot}' 

Maniit  cUam  tarn  Uloitii  itlrpi  difait  iostiDtnu. 

Slquiden  k  Galleino  111*  ad  ordlaca  fedenU  BeUU 

AbJataln  ft  ncBipotenllartos  Exinordioariut 

Bebua«  non  Brluaniae  uniftm,  aed  toUoi  fiere  Ewtomb 

(Tunc  tenporia  praeaertim  ardaii)  per  anaaa  v.  InoibulL 

QoaiB  iieUcl  dU^entll,  fide  qoaa  |ateiMratI» 

Ex  lllo  ditcu,  Lector,  quod,  aaperatlte  Patre, 

In  Maxnatum  ordiaem  adiclaci  aieruerit. 

rati  &  noctlorlbai  coaailiii  ft  Regi  Coliel.  ft  Anoc  Beg tac, 

E  rrorcfibiia  Hlbernic  aecondua, 

Caoitatuam  CiTltatinaque  Glocett.  ft  Briat.Donlaiu  LocamUaeai, 

tarrl«  ft  Gloctst.  Cuatos  Hot.  Vrbii  Glocett.  ntagaua 

ScnocaUai,  Arcif  unctl  de  BriaveQ  CaaieUaaui, 

Guardlanut  Forests  de  Deaa. 

•caique  ad  Tarcanm  primtm,  delode  ad  ttomaa.  iDiperaiorrm 

Com  Legatna  Extraordloarlui  deaignatus  essct. 

Quo  mtoos  has  etiam  omaret  prorioclas 

ObaUtit  advena  corporis  valetudo. 

Sod  rcfiat  adhuc,  pre  quo  sordcKaal  cetera, 

Boaoa  verus,  atabOie,  et  fel  raortl  ccderc  aeacius^ 

auod  veritaten  E? ang elfcaoi  aerio  amplexoa  { 

Erga  Dcsm  pins,  crga  pooperes  lattoificos, 

AdvenOs  omnea  cquos  ft  beaerolua. 

In  Ciiriaio  jam  placid«  obdormit 

con  eodem  olim  regaaturui  uai. 

Hatni  VUl*  April.  MDCXLIX  denattts 

ZXIV«  Sapcem.  if  OCCZ.  ctau  luc  LXU. 


THE  FABLE  OF  MtDJSt 

1711. 

Midas,  we  are  in  story  told, 
Tuni'd  every  thing  hie  touchM  to  gold: 
He  chip^d  his  beard ;  the  pieces  round 
Glitter'd  like  spangles  on  the  ground : 
A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in. 
Would  straight  become  a  gMen  pippin  i 
He  calPd-for  drink  ;  you  saw  him  sup 
Polabk  gold  in  golden  cup  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fiQ, 
He  sucked  his  victuaTs  through  a  qutU : 
Uutonch'd  it  pass'd  between  his  grinders^ 
Or  't  had  beoi  happy  fur  gold-Jinders : 
He  cock'd  his  hat,  3^u  would  have  said 
Mambrino*s  helm  adom*d  his  head : 
Whene'er  he  chanced  his  hands  to  lay 
On  magaztnes  of  com  or  hay. 
Gold  rndy  coin'd  appearM,  instead 
Of  paltry  prooendef  and  bread ; 
Hence  by  wise  &rmers  we  are  told. 
Old  hajf  is  egwU  to  old  gold ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains, 
We  leam'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains* 

This/oo/  has  got  a  htchf  hit; 
And  people  lancyM  he  had  wit 
Two  gods  their  skill  in  music  try*d. 
And  both  chose  Midas  to  decide  : 
He  against  Phcebus*  harp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan^s  oaten  reed : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  show  his  gradge^ 
Clapt  auei  ears  upon  the  judge ; 
A  goodly  pair  erect  and  wide, 
Which  he  could  neither  gild  nor  hide. 
And  now  the  irirtne  of  his  hands 
Was  lost  among  Pactolus*  sands. 
Against  whose  torrent  while  he  swims. 
The  golden  scuff  peels  off  his  limbs : 
Fame  spreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  for  to  gather  golden  gravel ; 
Midas,  exposed  to  alltheir  jeers. 
Had  lost  his  art,  and  kept  his  ears. 

THIS  tale  Inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  think  upon  a  certain  leader; 
To  whom,  /rom  Midas  down,  descends 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers*  ends. 
What  else  by  perquisites  Bxe  meant, 
^pensions,  bribes,  and  three  per  cent. 
By  places  and  commissions  sold. 
Ana  turning  dung  itself  to  gold  f 
By  starving  in  the  midst  of  store. 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modem  Midas  chuse. 
Subject  or  patron  of  his  Muse, 
But  found  htm  thus  t6eir  merit  scan. 
That  Phcebos  must  give  place  to  Pan  i 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praise. 
Nor  will  exchange  his  plums  for  hayti 
To  Pan  alone  rich  misers  call ; 
And  there  's  the  jest,  for  Pan  is  alu 
Here  Bnglish  wits  will  be  to  seek, 
Howe'er,  ^Hs  all  one  in  tite  Greeh 

Besides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  asses*  ears ; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  afq^ilieiy 
And  whispers  in  a  thoonnd  litt : 
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Steh  grots  delusioM  ewiM  not  ptm 
Through  any  earn  bat  of  an  ass. 

But  goid  defiles  with  frequent  touch ; 
There  'i  nothing  fbnls  the  hand  >o  mnch  : 
And  scbolarB  give  it  for  the  came 
Of  British  Midas*  dirty  paws  ; 
Which  while  the  senmte  strove  to  SGOnr, 
They  wash'd  away  the  chemic  power. 

VVhiie  he  his  atmost  strength  apply*d» 
To  swim  aginnst  this  popular  tide. 
The  goUen  spoils  flew  off  apace ; 
Here  fell  a  fens'tamy  there  a  place-; 
The  torrent  merciless  imbibes 
Comnustiom,  per^msiies,  and  hrihes, 
By  their  own  weight  sunk  to  the  bottom  ; 
Much  good  may  «fc  tkem  that  have  caught  *em  f 
And  Ifida^  new  neglected  stands; 
With  auei*  em's,  and  dirty  hands. 


AN   EZCEf.LEtl'r 

NEW  SONG.    171  u' 

BSffNa  TBB  INTBHIIID  SPEICB  OV 

A  FAMOUS  ORATOR  AGArP(8T  PRACE* . 

An  arator  diemtd  of  NottinghamsMre, 
Who  has  forty  years  let  oat  his  eonscien^e  to  hire, 
Oot  of  zeal  for  Ms  Country,  and  tvant  of  a  place. 
Is  come  up,  ^  ^  armis,  to  break  the  qtteenU  peace. 
He  has  vampM  an  old  speech ;  and  tiie  court,  to 

their  sontMr,  ' 
fOudl  hear  him  harangue  against  Prior  tomorrow. 
When  onoe  he  beghis,  he  never  will  flinch, 
But  repeats  the  samenote  a  whole  day,  like  a  Fmeh. 
I  have  heard  all  the  speech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And,  "  miitakffs  to  prerent,  I  've  obtamed  a  c<^y/* 

THE  SPEECH. 

WHEREAS,  notmthttanding,  I  am  ra  great  pain. 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain ; 
But,  sum/  nobie  senators,  tis  a  great  shame, 
Tbore  should  be  a  peace,  while  I  *m  Not'in-game. 
The  dnke  show'd  me  all  his  fine  house;  and  the 
dotchess  [dutches. 

Prom  her  closet  brought  out  a  full  purse  In  her 
I  talkMof  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  sUrt ; 
His  grace  swore  by  G— d,  ahdber  grace  let  a  f— t: 
My  Amgo^d-ZuAroa'cf^^^/ was  presently  cramni*d ; 
And  sooner  than  vote  for  a  peace  I  'II  be  damuM. 

But  some  will  cry  Tum-coat^  and  rip  up  old  sto- 
How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories,  [ries, 
I  awRwer ;  the  Tories  were  hi  my  good  graces, 
Till  all  my  relations  were  put  into  places : 
But  still  1  'm  in  principle  ever  the  saQie,       [game. 
And  will  quit  my  best  friends  \rhile  I  'm  Not-in- 

When  1  and  some  othen  subscribed  our  napaes 
To  a  plot  for  expdlmr  my  milster  king  Jamet ; 
I  withdrew  my  sabaenpCion  by  help  of  <  bht. 
Aid  so  «i||ht  diseorsr  or  gain  by  the  plot : 

_|Tbe  lord  treasurer   having  hmtod  a  wish  one 
cfeniog  that  a  ballad  m^tbe  pade  on  the  earl  of 
^^ottmgham,  this  soi^  was  written  ^  printed  the 
natmondng. 
VOL,  XI. 


I  had  ray  advanti^je,  and  stood  at  defiante> 
For  Daniel  was  gt)t  from  the  den  of  the  lions : 
1  came  in  without  danger,  and  was  1  to  blame  } 
For,  rather  than  hang,  I  would  be  Not-in^game, 

I  swore  to  the  queen,  that  the  prince  of  Hanover 
During  her  sacred  life  would  no^er  coUie  over : 
I  made  use  of  a  trcpe  ;  that  "an  heir  to  invite, 
Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  in  sight" 
But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  altered  my  note; 
And  in  her  own  hearing  t  boldly  did  vote, 
That  her  majesty  stood  in  great  need  of  a  tutor. 
And  must  have  an  oM  or  a  young  coadjutor : 
For  why  ;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  th  a  flame, 
Because,  for  some  reasons,  I  was  Not-in^gamt. 

Now  my  new  benefactors  have  brought  me  about. 
And  I  Ml  vote  against  pesfbe,  voiih  Spain,  or  without. 
Though  the  court  gives  my  nephews,  and  brothers, 

and  cousins. 
And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozefis ; 
Yet,  since  I  know  wherea.fuU'purse  may  be  found 
And  hardly  pay  erghteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound  ; 
SSnoe  the  Tories  have  thus  disappointed  my  hope^ 
And  will  neither  regard  ttiyfgures  nor  tropes  ; 
I  Ml  speech  against  peace  while  Dismal 's  my  name. 
And  be  a  (r«tf  Whig,  while  I  am  Not^in^game. 


THE  WINDSOR  PROPHESY^.   1711. 

When  a  holy  black  Svcede,  the  son  of  Bob  2, 
With  a  saint  ^  at  bis  chin,  and  a  seal  ^  at  bis  fob. 
Shall  not  see  one  New-year's-day  *  in  that  year. 
Then  let  old  England  make  good  chear : 
fVindsor  ^  and  Bristow  ^  then  shall  be 
JoinM  together  in  the  Low-courtiree  \ 
Then  shall  the  tall  black  Daventry  Bird^ 
Speak  against  peace  right  many  a  word ; 
.And  some  shall  admire  his  copying  wit. 
For  many  good  groats  his  tongue  shall  slit 
But,  spight  of  the  Harpy  that  crawls  on  all  f our ^ 
There  shall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 
But  England  must  cry  alack  and  well-a-day. 
If  the  stick  be  taken  from  the  dead  sea. 
And,  dear  England,  if  aught  I  understood, 
Beware  of  Carrots  '^  from  Northumberland. 

1  It  is  said  that  qfueen  Anne  had  non^iMted  Dr. 
Swift  to  an  English  bishopric ;  which  was  opposed 
by  Dr.  Sharp,  archbishop  of  York,  andthedutchets 
of  Somerset,  who  had  piwvaikd  oo  hbgrace  togowith 
her  to  the  queen  to  toy  aside  thejiominatioiL  whioh 
her  m^esty  refused ;  but,  the  dutohess  foUiog  on 
her  knees,  and  showing  the  above  prophecy  to  har 
majesty,  the  bishoprii?  was  given  to  another.  See 
p.  389. 

•  Dr.  John  Robinson,  Ushop  of  Bristol,  oneoftha 
plenipotentiaries  at  Utreoht 

9  He  was  dean  of  Windsor,  and  lord  pnvy-aeal. 

*  The  new  style  (which  was  not  used  in  Groat- 
Britain  aid  Ireland  till  1/752)  was  than  observed  ni 
most  parts  of  Europe.  The  bishop  set  out  fraa 
England  the  latter  end  of  DecaoBber,  0. 8.  $  and,  oa 
his  arrival  at  Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the  style, 
he  fimind  January  somewhat  advanced. 

fi  Alluding  to  the  deanery  and  bUioprie  being 
possessed  hy  the  same  pemp,  dies  at  Utieefat. 
«EaiiofKottm^a. 
*>  The  dutchcss  of  Someraet 

Cc 
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Carrots  smni  Thfnnk  ^  a  deep  root  may  get. 

It  80 te  they  are  ia  Somer  set: 

Tb^r  Cony  ngs  mark  ^  thqu ;  for  I  have  been  told, 

They  astattine.  when  youn|;,  and  poison  when  old. 

Hoot  out  these  Carrots,  O  thou  ^^  ,  whose  name 

Is  baclcwarda  and  ibrwards  always  the  same  $ 

And  keep  closfe  to  thee  always  that  namef 

Which  backwards  and  forwards'is  almost  the  same  ^K 

And,  England,  wouidst  thou  he  happy  stiil) 

Bury  those  Carrots  under  a  Hill  ^^. 


EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE, 

»Y 

DU.  SWfFT  «, 

On  Britain  Europe's  safety  lies ; 
'Britain  is  lost  if  Hartey  dies : 
Harley  depends  upon  yonr  skill ; 
Think  what  you  save,  or  what  you  kill. 


EPIGRAM,     1712. 

As  Thomas  was  cudgePdone  day  by  his  wife, 
He  took  to  the  street,  and  fled  for  his  life : 
Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  the  squabble. 
And  sav'd  him  at  once  from  the  shrew  and  the  rabble ; 
Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  some  sober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  person  of  honour  so  nice. 
Too  wise  to  take  counsel,  too  proud  to  take  warning, 
That  he  sent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning; 
Three  dujels  he  fought,  thrice  ventured  his  Mfe ; 
Went  home,  and  was  cudgel'd  again  by  his  wife. 


CORINNA.    \nn. 


This  day  (the  year  I  dare  not  tell) 
Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's  part ; 
Into  the  world  Corinna  fell. 

And  he  endowM  {ler  with  his  art 
But  Oiptd  wkh'a  Satyr  comes ; 

Both  sotUy  to  the -cradle  creep ; 
'Both  stroke  her  hands,  and  rob  her  gums, 
J     While  the  poorchild  lay  iast  asleep. 
'Then  Cupid  thus :  "  this  little  maM, 
*     Of  love  shall  always  speak  and  write." 
**  And  I  proncnmce"  (the  Satyr  said) 

"  Tlje  world  shall  feel  her  scratch  and  Wte." 

^Tbomaa  Thynnc,  of  Longleate,  esq;  a  gentle- 
man of  very  great  estate,  married  the  above  lady 
after  the  death  of  her  first  husband,  Henry  Caven- 
dish earl  of  Oe:le,  only  son  to  Henry  duke  of  New- 
castle, to  whom  ib»  had  been  betrothed  in  her  in- 
6mdy« 

t     9  Gount  ICcmmgsmaA. 
.    ioAkka.     .  ... 

X*  Mass  AM. 
'    IS  Lady  Masham's  maiden  name  hbs  Hill. 

i.Inaeiibed  to  the  physician  who  attended  Mr. 
Harley  whilst  he  lay  wounded.  iSee  Journal  to 
Stella,  Vih.  19, 1711-18..  M 


Her  talent  she  dkplayM  bettmetf 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  mooiiit 
She  seem'd  to  laUgh  and  squall  in  rhymes 

And  ail. her  gestures  were  lampoans. 
At  she  years  old  the  snbtle  jade 

Stole  Vi  the  pantry-door,  «aiid  found 
The  butler  with  my  lady's  maid: 

And  you  may  swear  tlie  tale  wtent  round. 
She  made  a  song,  how  little  miss 

Was  kiss'd  and  slobbered  by  a  lad  : 
And  how,  when  master  went  to  p — , 

Miss  came,  and  peepM  at  all  he  bad. 
At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette ; 

Marries  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt ; 

Turns  authoress,  and  is  Curli's  fur  life» 


TOLANDS  INVITATION  TO  DISMAU 

TO  DIKE  WITH  THE  CALVES-BEAD  CLUB  ^ 

Imitated  from  Horace,  lib.  I,  epist  5. 

Ir,  dearest  Dismal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  single-dish,  and  tavem-wroe, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitation  sends. 
To  eat  the  calves-bead  with  your  trusty  friends. 
Suspend  awhile  your  vain  ambitious  hopes, 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  your  trapes. 
Tomorrow  we  oui-  mys^c  feast  pfepare. 
Where  thou,  our  latest  proseljfie,  shall  share : 
When  we,  by  proper  signs  and  syji^iols,  tetl, 
How,  by  brave  hands,  the'  royal  tnutor  fell ; 
Tlie  meat  shall  represent  the  tgranf'^  head. 
The  wine  his  blood  our  predecessors  shed ; 
Whilst  an  alluding  hymn  some  artist  sings, 
We  toast,  **  Concision  to  the  race  of  kings  !*' 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  show  our  spight. 
And  talk  what  fools  call  treaum  ail  the  night 

Who,  by  disgraces  or  ill-fortune  sunk. 
Feels  not  his  soul  enlivenM  when  he  *s  dnrok  ? 
Wine  can  clear  up  Godolplnn^s  cloudy  feee, 
And  fill  Jack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  his  place : 
By  force  of  wine,  ev*n  Scarborough  is  orave, 
Hal  grows  onore  pert,  and  Somers  not  so  grave ; 
Wine  can  spive  Portland  wit,  and  Clevelaad  seme, 
Montague  Teaming,  Bolton  eloquence : 
Cholmondeley^  whcm  drunk,  can  never  lose  his  vaodj 
And  Lincoln  then  imagbes  he  has  land. 
.  My  province  is,  to  aee  that  all  be  right. 
Glasses  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright; 
From,  our  mysterious  club  to  keep  out  spies. 
And  Tories  (dressM  like  waiters)  in  disguise. 
You  shaU  be  coupled  as  you  be^appnyve. 
Seated  at  table  next  the  men  yon  love. 
'  Sunderland,  Orford,  Boyle,  and  Richmond^  grtce. 
Will  comcj  and  Hampden  shall  have  Wa^mlei 
Wharton,  unless  prevented  by  a  whore,       [plaoe^ 
Will  hardly  fiul;  and  there  is  room  for  more. 
But  I  love  elbow-room  whenever  I  dnnk| 
And  honest  Harry  <  is  too  apt  to  atink. 

1  This  poanf,  and  that  which  folkfws  it,  aieteorf 

the  |>eitn|r  ptftrs  mentioned  in  Swift-VJoniwIta 

Stella,  Aug.  7,  1713.  They  are  there  ncatedfrofli 

folio  copies  in  the  Lambeth  library,    iv. 

s  Right  hon.  Hehty  Boyle,  mentioned  tnoebcfan 
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tjct  no  p Wence  of  IwsiiiesB  malf c  you  sUgr ; 
Vet  uke  one  word  of  ooaiMel  by  the  way. 
If  Guernsey  calk,  tend  woird  3'O'r  *re  gone  al^fx^d ; 
Ae  'II  tense  you  with  king  Charles  and  bishop  \jbmA, 
Or  make  you  fast,  and  carry  yon  to  prayers : 
Bnt,  if  be  will  i>reak-io,  and  walk  up  stairs, 
Steal  by  the  back-door  out,  and  leave  him  tl^ere ; 
Then  wder  Squa&h  to  call  a  hackney-cbalr. 


PEACE  AND  DUNKIRK: 

BltVG  XM    BICBLLBNT    NEW     80N0    CPON    THK   SOB- 
BIXDBB  or  DUNKIBK  TO  GEMBRAL  HILL.       1712. 

TO  TAB  TVNB  OP   **  TBB  KIMO  SBALL    KNJOT  HIS  OWN 
.      AOAlli**. 

SriGBT  of  Datch  friends  and  Englisb  foes, 

PWK-  Britam  shall  have  peace  at  last ; 
HoJIand  got  towns^  and  we  got  blows ; 
But  Dunkirk 's  ours,  we  Ml  hold  it  fast : 
We  have  got  it  in  a  string, 
And  the  Whigs  may  all  go  swing. 
For  among  good  fnends  I  love  to  be  plain; 
All  their  false  deluded  hopes 
Will  or  OQsht  to  end  in  ropes ; 
Bui  tie  fueen  mail  enjoy  her  own  again, 
Sanderiand  's  ran  out  of  bis  wits. 

And  Dbmai  douMeNdkinal  looks  j 
Wharton  can  only  swear  by  fits, 
And  stnittiBg.Hal  is''off  the  hooks ; 
Okl  Godolphin  full  of  spleen 
Made/oiie  aMoc*,  and  kat  his  queem : 
flany  lookM  fierce,  and  shook  Iub  ragged  mane; 
But  a  prince  of  ktgh  renown 
Swore  he  'd  mtherloae a croam, 
ThoM  ike  fueen  Aauld  enjoy  her  own  again. 
Oar  merehant-shtps  may  ent  the  line, 

And  not  be  snapt  by  privateers ; 
And  comiiionerB  who  love  good  wine. 
Will  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers : 
Landed-men  shall  have  their  rent. 
Yet  our  stocks  rise  cent  per  cent. 
The  Dutcb  from  hence  shall  no  more  millions  drain : 
We  'U  bring  on  us  no  more  debts. 
Nor  with  bankrupts  fill  gazettes; 
And  the  queen  ehaii  enjoy  her  own  again. 
The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  good : 
What  signified  fhe  French  to  beat  ? 
We  spent  our  money  and  our  blood,    . 
To  make  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  groat : 
But  the  lord  of  Oxford  swears, 
Dunkiik  never  shall  be  theirs. 
The  Datcb-hearted  Whigs  may  rail  and  complain ; 
But  tnie  Ettglisbmen  may  fill 
A  good  health  to  general  Hill ; 
Fur  the  queen  noui  eiyoys  her  own  again. 


HOB4CE,  BOOK  J.  EP.  rii 

AvmwMnif'TO  thb  babl  of  oxfobii,  1713. 

Hablbt,  the  nakioii's  ^eat  snpport, 
Bxtnnung  home  ipoedSiy  fkom  oeai^    • 
(His  mbd  with  piiriiBo  cares  possess'^ 
AU  Eoiope's  bmioen  in  his  breait} 


Observ'd  a  pttrton  near  Whitehall 
Cbeapeding  old  authors  on  a  stalls 
The  priest  was  pretty  well  in  case. 
And  showed  some  hivmour  in  his  face  ; 
Look'd  with  an  easy,  carelesa  mien, 
A  perfect  stranger  to  the  spleen ;  ,• 

Of  size  that  might  a  pulpit  fill. 
But  more  inclining  to  ait  still.  > 
My  lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  say 't. 
Loves  mischief  better  than  his  meat) 
Was  now  dispos'd  to  crack  a  jest 
And  bid  friend  Lewis  ^  go  in  quest, 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  shaver. 
And  very  much  in  Harley's  favoti)-) 
In  quest  whq  might  this  parton  be. 
What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree  ; 
If  possible,  to  leism  his  story, 
And  whether  he  were  Whig  or  Tory. 

Lewis  his  patron's- hnmotir  knows. 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes. 
And  quickly  did  the  matter  sift ; 
Foimd  out  that  it  was  doctor  Swift, 
A  clergyman  of  special  note 
For  shunning  thosei  of  his  own  coat ; 
Which  made  ,his  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  x^xa  him  down : 
No  libertine,  noc  over  nice. 
Addicted  to  no  sort  of  vice. 
Went  wherp  he  pleas*4i  said  what  he  thought; 
Not  rich,  but  ow*<i  no  man  a  groat  ; 
In  state  opinions  a  la  mode. 
He  bated  Whattoo  like  a  toad. 
Had  given  the /action  many  a  wound, 
And  libePd  all  the  jtfn/o  round; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit. 
Who  often  fathc^ 'd  wliat  be  writ : 
His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  street. 
But  seldom  rusf  abpve  a  sheet : 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper-stamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp: 
And  since  he  .could  not  spend  bu  fire 
He  now  intended  to  A;tire. 

Said  Harley,  *\  I  desire  to  know 
"  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  sc. 
Step  to  the  doctor  straight,  and  say, 
1  M  have  him  dine,  with  me  to-day.'' 
Swift  seem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant. 
Nor  would  belieye  my  loid  bad  sent;  i 

So  never  ofier*d  once  to  stir ; 
But  coldly  said,  "  Your  servant,  sir  !'* 
*'  Does  he  refuse  m»  ?'*  Hariey  civ'd; 
"  He  does,  with  insolence  and  pride." 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  spies 
The  doctor  fasteu'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing* cross  among  the  rout. 
Where  painted  monsters  are  hung  out : 
He  pulPd  the  string,  and  stopt  his  ooach^ 
Beckoning  the  doctor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hiila, 
Came  sneaking  to  the  chariot  side. 
And  ofier'd  many  a  lame  excuse: 
He  never  meant  the  least  abuse— 
*'  My  lord — ^the  honour  you  design^^ 
Extremely  proui-^bat  I  had  din'dF— 
I  'm  sure  1  never  should  neglect — 
No  man  alive  has  more  respeetr^** 
"  Well,  I  shall  think  of  that  no  more, 
If  ypa  'U  be  sur|^  to  come  at  four.'* 

i  Erasmus  Lewis^eK).  the  trMMfer's  Moretary, 
Cc8 
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Ths  doctor  now  obe^  ttid  rammoiif, 
IJkes  both  his  coBipaoy  aad  commons; 
Displays  his  talent,  sits  till  ten  ; 
Next  day  invited  comet  again; 
Soon  grows  domestic,  seldom  fiuls 
Either  at  morning  or  at  meals : 
Came  early,  and  departed  late; 
In  short,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait 
My  lord  would  carry  on  the  jest, 
And  dowD  to  Windsor  takes  his  guest 
Swift  much  admires  the  place  aiiid  air, 
And  longs  to  be  a  cajum  there ; 
In  summer  round  the  perk  to  ride ; 
In  winter,  never  to  reside. 
"  A  xanon  !  that  *s  a  place  too  meaB ; 
No  doctor,  you  shall  be  a  dtan ; 
Two  dozen  canont  round  your  still, 

*  And  you  the  tyrant  o»er  them  all : 
You  need  but  cross  the  inah  teat. 
To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  ease.** 
Poor  Swift  departs ;  and,  what  is  worse, 
With  borrowed  money  in  his  parse, 
Travels  at  least  an  hundred  leagues, 
And  sufiers  numberlets  ftiCigiies. 

Suppose  him  now  a  dean  complete. 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  seat; 
The  silver  verge,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  cusbion-flide : 
Suppose  him  gone  throngh  all  vexations. 
Patents,  instalments,  abjuraliens, 
First'iruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats ; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cheats— 
(The  wicked  Uky*B  contriving 
To  hinder  clergymen  tnm  thri^mg). 
Now  all  the  doctor's  money  *s  spent. 

His  tenants  wrong  him  in  hit  rent  i 

The  farmers,  Sjpitefblly  cpmbin'd, 

Force  him  to  take  bis  tithes  in  kind : 

And  Parvisol  ^  discomts  aireaii 

By  bills  for  taxra  and  repairs. 
Poor  Swift,  wilih  all  his  losnes  re%*d. 

Not  knowing  where  to  torn  hi.**  nc«. 

Above  a  thousand  pounds  in  debt, 

Takes  horse,  and  io  a  mighty  fret 

Rides  day  and  night  at  such  a  rats. 

He  soon  arrives  at  Harl^'s  gate ; 

Bnt  was  so  dirty,  pale,  and  thm , 

Old  Read  »  would  haMly  let  Um  m. 
Said  Harley,  "  Welcome,  reverend  Dean  I 

*'  What  makes  your  'wonhip  look  so  leto  ? 

Why,  sore  yob  "won't  appear  hi  lown 

In  that  old  wig  and  msty  gown  ? 

I  doubt  your  heart  is  set  on  pelf 

So  much,  that  you  neglect  yourself. 

What  I  I  suppose,  now  stocks  are  high. 

Yon  're  some  giood  porchase  in  your  eye  ? 

Or  is  youraenay  out  at  use  ?"— - 

"  Truce,  good  my  lord,  I  beg  a  truce,'* 

(The  doctor  m  a  paarioii  ory'd) 

"  Your  rafllery  is  J&isapply*^ ; 

Experience  I  have  dearly  bonj^t ; 

You  know  I  am  not  worlii  a  grotfts 

But  you  resdlr^d  to  hsrv©  your  jeefc; 

And  twasa  folly  to  contest ;    ' 

Then,  since  you  have  now  done  yinir  urmiU 

Pray  leave  me  wHere  you  found  me  firat** 


'  The  Dean's  agAit,  a  F^f«nchmatt4 
3  Xbs  le«4  treasurer'ft  pcrter« 
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I  Vs  often  wish'd  that  I  had  clear. 
For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  set  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  ask  not  to  increase  my  store  ; 
"  But  here  a  grievance  seems  to  lie. 
All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die ; 
1  can*t  but  think  'twould  sound  more  dever. 
To  me  and  to  my  heih  for  ever. 

"  If  [  ne'er  got  or  lost  a  groat,* 
By  any  trick,  or  any  fsnk; 
And  if  I  pray  by  reason's  rules. 
And  not  like  forty  other  fools : 
/\s  thw,  '  Voochsafi,  olh  gnteions  Maker  ( 
To  grant  me  this  and  f  Other  acre ; 
Or,  if  ft  be  thy  will  and  pteasnre. 
Direct  my  plough  to  fbid  a  treasure !' 
But  only  what  my  station  fits. 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  rfgfat  whs. 
Preserve,  Almighty  Providence !    ' 
Just  what  you  gare  ne,  oompeteooe : 
And  let  me  in  these  shades  compoas 
Something  in  verse  as  tme  at  prose ; 
RemovM  from  all  tb*  ami 
Nor  puffd  by  pride,  nor  t 

In  short,  I  >m  perfectly  < 
Let  me  but  live  an  tbis  side  Threat; 
Nor  cross  the  Chaaoel  twioe  a  year. 
To  spend  six  moBttswitli  alatens 

InmatbyaU  nHaaa  ooiaa  Io  toav, 
'  TIs  for  the  service  of  the  eranrik 
"  Lewis,  the  Daaa  win  ba  of  1^; 
Send  for  hifli  up,  tahe  aa^exeaaa.'' 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  aeas, 
Oreat  mimsters  ne'er  think  of  these  ; 
Or  let  it  cost  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  mone]r  *s  found, 
it  is  but  so  much  more  in  debt. 
And  that  they  ne'er  conudei'd  yet 

*'  Qood  Mr.  Deani  fp  change  your  gown. 
Let  my  lord  know  you  're  con>e  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  haate  in  aw^. 
Not  thmking  it  is  levee-day ; 
And  find  his  honour  hi  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  tnple  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  grpm? 
How  should  I  thrust  myself  between  ? 
Some  wag  observes  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And,  smilmg,  whispers  to  the  next, 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  bad  been  too  prond. 
To  jnstte  here  among  the  croud  P 
Another,  hi  a  surly  fit. 
Tells  ne  I  have  morti  zeifl  fiuiii  wit 
"  So  eager  to  exprMs  your  love. 
You  ne'er  consider  wfcMxn  yon  dbam^ 
But  rudely  press  before  a  difte." 
1  own,  'I  *m  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke. 
And  take  it  kindly  nwa«t,  le  thesr 
What  1  desire  the  world  should  kaov. 

I  get  a  whisper,  and  withdraw  ; 
When  twenty  fools  I  aavar  nw 
Gome  with  petitions  foirifnann'd. 
Desiring  I  wouM  stand  thair  AnflMr 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


HORACE,  Book  II.  Sat.  Vh 


989 


im  beg»  119  intertd  for*  f^ne^^ 
A  hoiftlittlil^iKr  Diflii^  aAiiffi, 
lito  beei^  art  baHimw^io^  mH. 
"  ToBonwr  isr  i9»P«B^  cattw^; 

WillKMt  yMT  Mp^  tbe  CMM  »  gOBP'  ■" 

"  Tbe  Mto«(|iHCts  oy  l<Mil«Bd  700, 
AboQt  nine  gttaft^Anr.  rttw»>  >^' 
'*  Pot  my  Ki{#  Wi^Rdc*  in  mM, 
To  get  my  whrrant  ^icUy  sifM^d : 
0>QKder,  *lb  Mr  ilm  f«H^Ml.* -i«- 
Be  Mtkfydl^l  ^i  ikormy  batt 
Theo  prawaitiy^MtototcMe, 
*'  Yott  may  for  ctitaln,  if  yan  please ; 
]  doaht  MC,  if  kb  tenUhip  tosir-* 
And,  Mr.  Den,  one  irord  AtMD  ym**^ 

Tis  (let  meaee)  tKree  ye«i  and  niarc, 
(October  next  it  willlM  four)    . 
Since  Uaiiey  bid  me  fint  attend, 
Aad  cho«e  melbr  an  bomble  friend; 
Woukl  take  m«  in  his  coach  to  chat, 
And  quescioQ  me  of  this  and  that ; 
Ai,  "  What 's  o»clock?»'  And,  *•  HoWs  the  wind?" 
"  Whose  chariot  *s  that  we  left  behind  r" 
Or  gnrely  try  to  read  the  lines 
Wiit  underneath  the  country  signs  $ 
Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to  •('ay 
From  Pope,  fronr  Parnell,  or  from  Gay  >»* 
Such  tattle  often  entertains 
My  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staiq^  , 

As  once  a  week  We  travel  down 
To  Windsor,  and  again  to  town. 
Where  all  that  passes  inter  not 
Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Cbariqg-cross, 

Yet  some  I  know  with  envy  swell,. 
Because  they  see  me  us'd  so  well : 
"  How  think  you  of  oar  friend  the  Dean) 
1  wonder  what  some  people  mean  ? 
My  kMd  and  he  are  grown  so  gseat, 
Ahmys  togellier,  Uie  « teU  ; 
What!  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes  ?«^ 
See  but  the  Ibrtanecf  some  ftilks!*' 

There  flies  aboirf  a  strange  report 
Of  some  eapress  arrived  at  court : 
Vm  stopped  by  al^  the  fools  1  ineet. 
And  catechia'd  in  every  street. 
*'  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great  | 
lofbrm  us,  will  the  emperor  treats 
Or  do  the  prints  and  pi^Msrt  lie  ?" 
Faith  sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I, 
"  Ah,  doctor,  how  you  love  to  jest! " 
To  now  no  secret"— "  I  protest 
Tn  one  to  me—"  Then  tell  us,  pray, 
When  are  tbe  troops  to  have  their  pay  )** 
Aad  though  J  eolera^ly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor. 
They  stand  nmasM,  and  think  me  grovb 
The  closest  mortal  wrer  known. 

Thus  m  a  sea  ef  lolly  tost. 
My  choicest  houra  of  life  aiehiets    - 
Yet  always  wishmg  to  retreat, 
Ob,  oDuld  1  see  my  country  seat  I 
"Hiae  leanfaig  near  a  gentle  bfook. 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  bo^; 
Aad  there  in  sweet  oblivion  drown 
Tbosp  ^ar«s  that  haimt  the  court  and  town  K 

1  8d6  fh»  rest  of  this  satire  amoof  Pope*!  poems. 


THE  AXrrHOft 

UPON  HIMSELF.    1713. 

[A  few  of  tht first  lines  are  wunting.'i 

♦  ♦♦*♦♦**♦♦»*♦ 

♦  ♦f     **»*♦♦♦»♦♦ 


By  an  old 


•  pursued 


A  crazy  prelate  » ,  and  a  royal  prude  »; 
By  dull  divines,  who  k)ok  with  envious  eyes 
On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rise ; 
And,  pausing  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  oodjp 
Give  hinti  that  poets  ne'er  believe  in  God ; 
So  clowus  on  wholars  as  on  wizards  look. 
And  taHe  a  folio  for  a  coi^uriug  book. 

Swift  had  the  sin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime : 
Nay,  'tis  aifirm'd,  he  sometimes  dealt  iu  rhyme : 
HuoKmrand  mirth  liad  place  in  all  be  writ; 
He  recoucird  divinity  and  wit  j  [grace  ; 

He  mov'd,  and  bow'd,  and  talk'd,  with  too  much 
Nor  showed  tbepar«oa  in  his  gait  or  face; 
Despis'd  luxurious  wines  and  costly  meal, 
Yet  still  was  at  the  tablet  of  the  great ; 
Frequented  lords,  taw  thou  that  saw  the  queen  ; 
At  Child's  or  Truby*!  ^  never  once  had  been ; 
Where  town  and  country  vicars  flock  in  tribes, 
Secar'd  by  numbers  firom  the  laymen's  gibes, 
And  deal  in  vices  of  the  graver  sort. 
Tobacco,  censure,  coffee,  pride,  and  port, 

But,  after  sage  monitions  from  his  friendsj^ 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends; 
To  better  judgments  willing  to  submit, 
He  tun^  to  {Cities  his  dangerous  wit 

And  now,  the  public  interest  to  support^ 
By  Harley  Swift  invited  oomes  to  court ; 
In  fiivour  grows  with  ministers  of  state ; 
Admitted  private,  when  superiors  wait : 
And  Harley,  not  asham'd  his  choice  to  owi^ 
Takes  him  to  Windsor  in  hiscoacfa  alone. 
At  Windsor  Swift  no  sooner  can  appear, 
But  SL  John  comes  a84  whispers  in  his  ear : 
The  waiters  stand  in  ranks;  the  yeomen  cry, 
ilfoifre  room,  as  if  a  duke  were  passing  by.    [oertaia 

Now  Finch «  alarms  the  lords:    he  hears  fur 
This  dangerous  priest  is  got  behind  the  curtain. 
Finch,  ftim'd  for  tedious  elocutioo,  proves 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  spring  which  Harley  moves. 
Walpole  and  Aislabie  ^  to  clear  the  doubt. 
Inform  the  commons,  that  the  secret 's  out : 
**  A  certain  doctor  is  observ'd  of  late 
To  haunt  a  certain  minister  of  state; 
From  whence  with  half  an  eye  we  may  discover 
The  peace  is  nyide,  and  Peifcin  must  come  ov^.** 

York  is  froin  Lambeth  sent  to  show  the  queen 
A  dsngeroos  treatise  «  writ  against  the  qdeen ; 
Which,  by  the  style,  the  matter,  and  the  drif^ 
'Tis  thought  could  be  the  work  of  none  but  Swift, 
Poor  York !  tbe  harmlesstool  of  others'  hate. 
He  sues  for  paidon '',  and  repents  too  late, 

1  Dr.  Sharp,  archbisbop  of  York. 
<Q.  Anne. 

3  Coflee-houses  much  frequented  by  the  clergy. 

4  The  earl  of  ^ottmgham.    See  above,  p.  385, 

^  They  both  spoke  agamstbim  in  the  house  of 
commons.  *  Tkle  of  a  Tub. 

f  He  sent  a  loevafe  to  ask  SNrift's  pardon. 
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Now,  angry  Somerset  *  ber  rehgeance  vows 
On  Swift»9  reproaches  for  her  *  »  *  *  ♦ . 
From  her  red  locks  her  moath  with  Tenom  fills; 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  instills. 
The  queen  incensed,  his  services  forgot, 
Leaves  him  a  victim  to  the  vengeful  Scot  K 
Now  through  the  realm  a  proclamation  qiread, 
To  fix  a  price  on  his  devoted  head  w. 
While  innocent,  he  scorns  ignoble  flight ; 
His  watchful  (riends  preserve  him  by  a  aJeight 

By  parley's  favour  once  again  he  shines  ^ 
Is  now  cssress'd  by  candidate  divines, 
iVbo  change  opinions  with  the  changing  scene : 
Lord  !  how  were  they  mistaken  in  the  Dean ! 
Kow  Deiawarr  *^  again  familiar  grows,    , 
And  in  Swift's  ear  tbnists  half  his  bowder*d  ^lose. 
The  Scottish  nation,  whom  he  durst  offend, 
Again  apply  that  Swift  would  be  their  friend  ^K 

By  faction  tir*d,  with  'i^ef  he  waits  awhile. 
His  great  cpnteoding  friends  to  reconcile, 
Performs  what  firiend^ip,  justice,  truth,  require : 
What  could  he  more,  but  decently  retire  ?        ' 


THE  FAGGOT. 

WanTBN   WHfK   TUB   MINISTRT    W^RS  AT   TAtUMC*. 

1713.  '      .* 

Obreevb  the  dying  father  speak : 

*•  Try,  lads,  can  you  this  bundle  brerit  V 

Then  bids  the  youngest  of  the  six 

Take  up  a  well-bounAl  heap  of  sticks. 

•They  thought  it  was  an  oW  man's  maggot ; 

And  strove  by  turns  to  break  the  feggot :    * 

In  V9tn  i  V>e  complicated  wands 

Were  mnch  too  strong  for  all  their  hands. 

"  See,"  said  the  sire,  "  bow  soon  tis  donej? 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 

"  ^  strong  you'll  be,  in  friendship  ty'd ; 

So  quickly  bnike,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  cloae  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel  :•*. 

Here  ends  the  fiible  and  the  moral. 

This  tale  may  be  apply*d  in  few  words 
To  treasurers,  oomptitdlers,  stewards ; 
And  others  who  in  solemn  sort 
Appear  with  slender  wands  at  court  | 
Nbt  firmly  join'd  to  keep  thehr  ground,  ' 

But  lashing  one  another  round : 
Wliile  wise  men  thiuk  they  ought  to  fight 
With  quarter-stqffii,  instead  of  tchite ; 
Or  constable  with  staff  of  peace 
Should  come  and  make  the  clattering  cease, 
Which  now  disturbs  the  queen  and  court, 
And  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  sport 

In  histbry  we  never  toitnd 
The  consuls'  fasces  were  unbo<md  : 
Those  Romans  were  too  wise  to  think  ob'% 
Except  to  lash  some  grand  dehnquent. 
How  would  they  Mush  to  hear  it  said. 
The  praetor  broke  the  consul's  head , 

•  See  the  Windsor  prophecy,  p.  385. 
si'bedukeof  Aigyll. 

30  For  writmg  The  Public  Spirit  of  the  W;higB.  . 
'>  Then  lord  treasurer  ot  the  household,  who 
eantjously  avoided  Swift  whilst  the  proclamadoa 
was  impending. 

IS  He  was  Visited  by  the  Scottish  lords  more  than 
•vwr. 


Or  consul,  in  hit  purple  gown. 

Game  up,  and  knock'd  the  pnstor  down  I 

Come,  courders :  .every  oran  bit  stick ! 
Lord  treasurer,  for  once  be  quick : 
And,  that  they  may  the  ck)aer  cling. 
Take  your  bine  ribbon  for  a  striqg. 
Cuoie,  trimmmg  Hanxinrt  > ,  bring  your  mios^ 
And  squeeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place : 
Dispatch,  or  else  that  rascal  Noirthey* 
Will  undertake  to  do  it  fof  tbee : 
And,  be  aasur'd,  the  coait  wUI  find  Urn 
Prepar'd  to  leap  o*er  itkkt.  Or  bind  'em. 

To  make  the  bundle  stroDg  and  saiie, 
Qreat  Orroood,  lend  tby  geoml'a  ftaif : 
And,  if  the  crosier  coold  becnunm'd  in» 
A  fig  for  Lecbmere,  King,  and  Hambdea ! 
You  'II  then  defy  the  strongest  Whig 
With  both  his  hands  tobend  a  twig ; 
Though  with  united  strsngtb  they  all  pull 
From  Soiners  doNm  to  Oraggs  and  Walpole. 


CATULLUS  DE  LESBU. 

^Lbsbia  for  ever  on  me  rails. 
To  talk  of  me  she  never  fails. 
Now,  bang  me  but  for  all  her  art, 
I  find,  that  1  have  gained  her  heart 
My  proof  Is  thus :  I  plainly  see. 
The  case  is  justthe  same  wHb  me; 
I  curse  her  every  hour  sincerely, 
Y^,  hang  me  but  ^  Igve  her  dearly. 


EPIGRAM. 

VaOM  THB  FEBIICK,'. 

Who  can  believe  with  common  sense,, 
A  bacop-iiice  gives  God  ofit^nce  ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  beti^  A  cbaim 
Almighty  veng^anoe  to  disarm  I 
Wrapt  up  in  Majesty  diviiie. 
Does  he  regard  op  what  we  dine  } 


OM  A 

CURATE'S  COMPLdtST 

OP  BAKB  nOTT. 

I  MAacn'n  three  miles  through  sooiehuig  saaiW 

Wi2  seal  m  heart,  andnoCes  in  hami; 

I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St  Mary, 

Ushig  four  legs,  when  two  were  weary: 

To  three  flair  virgins!  did  tie  men. 

In  the  close  hands  of  pleasing  Hymen: 

I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  wster. 

And  porify'd  their  mother  after. 

Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 

I  preach'd  three  oongregatkmsdcif ; 

1  Lord  chancellor. 

s  Sir  Edward  Noithey,  allomey-genraL 

•  Written  extemiKNie  by  a  gentleman  who  e« 

reproved  by  sgme,or  his  companions  for  eatiog  ^ 

and  bacon  on  a  &8t-day. 
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Where  Urandering  out,  wHh  longs  ICRng-winded, 

I  chopp*fh«o  fitst,  that  fiew  there  mitided. 

My  erabtem,  the  laborioas  Suii, 

Ssw  all  these  mighty  laboon  done 

Before  one  race  of  bis  waa  mil*  ' 

Alt  this  perfonu'd  by  Robert  Tlewit : 

'What  moctal  else  couM  e'er  go  through  it ! 


A  TROB  Alio  FAITHFUL 

INFENTORYoT  ma  GOODS 
BaLOHGmo  TO  tML  svtrr,  ^iCAa  op  tAiACoa ; 

IPOM  UNBIVG  mS  HOUFC  TO  THIS  BrSHOp  OF  MEaTH, 
TILL  MIS  PALACE  VAS  SE-BVILT. 

Am  oaken,  broken  elbow-chah- ; 

A  cavdle-cup,  wkbuut  an  ear; 

A  hatterM,  shatierM  ash  bedstead ; 

A  bos  of  deal,  without  a  lid ; 

A  pair  of  tongft,  bat  out  of  joint ; 

A  back-svord  poker,  without  point  ; 

A  pot  thtft  's  crack'd  across,  aronnd 

With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound  ; 

An  iron  lock,  without  a  key ; 

A  wig,  with  banging  quite  grown  grey ; 

A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  stripe'; 

A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe  ^ 

A  dish  which  might  good  meat  afford  once ^ 

An  Ovid,  and  an  old  Concordance  ; 

A  bottle-bottom,  wooden  platter, 

One  is  for  meal,  and  one  ftw  water : 

There  likewise  is  a  copper  skillet^ 

Which  rues  as  fast  ont  as  yQO  fill  it ; 

A  candlestick,  snuff-disb,  and  save^all-: 

And  thus  his  houshold-goods  yon  haveall. 

These  to  your  lordship  as  a  friend, 

Till  you  have  built,  I  freely  lend : 

They  Ml  serve  your  lordship  for  a  shift; 

Why  not,  aa  well  as  doctor  Swift  ? 


CAD^NUS  AW  VAN  ESS  AK 

iraiTTBll  AT  WINDSOR,  1713. 

Tbc  shepherds  and  the  nymphs  were. seen 
Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  queen, 
lite  cooasel  fonr  the  fair  began, 
Accusing  the.ftjse  creature  man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd. 
On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarged  j 
1W  Cupid  now  has  loBt  his  art, 
Or  blnnto  the  point  of  every  dart  ;— 
His  altar  now  no  longer  solokes, 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes : 
This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 
^  bring  in  doubt  their  powen  divine ; 
'^ow  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 

^  Pounded  on  kn'offer  of  marriage  made  by  Miss 
Vanhomrigh  to  Dr.  Swift,  who  was  occasionally  her. 
F^oeptor,  1<li0  lady'k  unhappy  story  is  well  known. 


Which  crimes  afqresaid  fwUh  ker  have) 
Were    fas  he  humblif  t^d^conceivej 
Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peace, 
Apinst  the  statute  in  that  case. 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pray'd  an  answer,  and  sat  down. 

The  n^m^Ai  with  scum  beheld  their  foes; 
When  the  defendant  's  counsel  rose,    - 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack>d. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fact ; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  vex, 
Laid  all  the  fault  on  t*other  sex. 
That  modem  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  those  ancient  poets  sing ; 
A  fire  celestial,  chaste,  refined. 
Conceived  and  kindled  in  the  mind ; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame, 
€oites,  and  both  become  the  same, 
In  different  breasts  together  bun. 
Together  both  to  ashes  tnm. 
But  women  now  feel  no  such  fire, 
And  only  know  the  gross  desire. 
Their  passions  move  injfiver  spheres, 
'Where'er  caprice  or  folly  steers. 
A  dog,  a  paiTot,  or  an  ape. 
Or  some  worse  brute  in  human  shape^ 
IngrosB  the  foncies  of  the  fiur, 
Tl^  few  soft  moments  they  can  spare. 
From  visits  to  receive  and  pay ; 
From  scandal,  politics,  and  play ; 
From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades, 
From  equipage  and  park-parades, 
Fnmi  all  the  thousand  female  toys. 
From  every  trifle  that  employs 
The  ont  or  inside  of  their  heads. 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  bedsi 

In  a  dull  stream,  which  moving  slow, 
You  hardly  see  the  current  flow; 
If  a  small  breeze  ubctract  the  ooone. 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chaff,  and  straws,  and  featiien. 
The  correntof  a  female  mind       i 
Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind  f 
Thus  whirling  round  together. draws 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  straws. 
Hence  we  conclude,  tyt  women's  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts : 
Nor  are  the  men  of  sense  to  blame. 
For  breasts  incapable  of  flame ; 
The  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd. 
Grown  so  oomipted  in  their  taste.    • 

The  pleader,  having  spoke  his  best. 
Had  witness  ready  to  attest. 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  dapose, 
Wlien  questions  on  the  fact  arose. 
That  evesy  article  was  true }    .. 
Nor  further  these  deponents  knew  .•— • 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  insist, 
llie  bill  might  bet  with  costs  dioniss'd. 
The  cause  appeared  of  so  much  weight,- 
That  Venns,  from  her  judgmenl>-seat,  - 
Desir'd  them  not  to  talk  so  foud. 
Else  she  must  interpose  a  ckrad : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  should  know 
These  pleadings  in  <Ae  cqaritf^^/bw. 
That  morals  here  disdain  to  love, 
She  ne'er  could  show  her  feca  ahovei 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


S!« 


SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Bor  gods,  thear  beCfcen,  ftre'too  wis^ 
To  valae  that  which  men  d^r^pise. 
*  *  And  then,"  said  she,  '*  my^  son  and  I 
Must  stroll  in  air,  ^twixt  land  avd  sky  $ 
Or  else,  shut  out  from  beafen  a^'eaitby 
Fly  to  the  sea,  my  place  of  iMiib  ; 
There  live,  with  daggled  mermaidi  pen^ 
And  keep  on  fish  perpetual  Lent.'' 

But,  since  the  case  appeared  so  nice» 
She  thought  it  best  to  taie  advice. 
The  Muses,  by  their  kiag*s  penpnission. 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  session. 
And  on  the  right  hsind  took  their  places^ 
In  order;  on  the  left,  theGracest 
To  whom  she  might  her  doobts  propose 
On  all  emergencies  thajL  rose. 
The  Muses  oft*  .were  seen  to  fimwn  ; 
The  Graces  half-asham'd  look  down  | 
And  'twas  obseiT  d  thera  were  bat  few 
Of  either  sex  among  the  crew,     , 
Whom  she  or  her  asBeiBon  knew. 
The  goddess  soon  began  to  see, 
Things  were  not  Tipe  for  a  decree ; 
And  said  she  must  consult  lier  bookt^ 
The  lovw*  Fletas,  Bractons,  Cokes. 
First  to  a  dapper  clerk  she^ekon'd. 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  second ; 
She  then  referr'd  tbeili  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  (  vide  Dido's  case  : )       ' 
As  for  Tibullus's  reports. 
They  never  pa«s*d  for  law  ih  eomis : 
For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Walter* 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller.  ' 

There  was  on  both  sides  much  to  say  ; 
She  'd  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  she  did;  snd  then  a  third' 
She  heard  it-rthere,  she  kept  her  wonl :. 
But,  with  rejoindera  or  replies, 
Long  bills,  and'  answers  stnfTd  wHh  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign, 
The  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join ; 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun, 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clk>,  ling  or  say, 
What  Venus  me^nt  by  this  delay. 
The  goddess,  much  perplexed  in  mind 
To  see  her  empire  ttins  declin'd, 
When  first  this  graad  debate  arose, 
Above  her  wisdom  to  compose, 
Conceiv'd  a  project  in  b^r  head 
To  work  hec-ends ;  which,  if  it  sped,, 
Would  show  the  merits  t>f  the  t^use 
l^ar  better  than.oensatting  laws. 

In  a  glad  bom*  Lucina*s  aid 
Froduc'd  on  Earth  ft  wondrous  maid. 
On  whom  the  queen  of  lo've  was'  bent 
1*0  try  a  new  experiment 
She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  shelf, 
And  thus  debated  with  herself. 

**  Since  men  alledge,  they  ne*er  eaa  find 
Those  beauties  in  a  female  mind, 
Which  raise  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncomipt  and  pure ; 
If  'tis  with  reason  they  tomplain, 
This  infant  shall' restore  my  reign.  a 

I  'II  search  where  every  vittue  dwells. 
From  courts  inclusive  down  to  eetis ; 
What  preachers  talk,  or  aages  write  ^ 
These  I  will  gather  and  unite. 


And  leptusent  them  to 
Collected  m.that  infant's  mittL" 

This  said,  she  plucks  in  H)eaven*»  high 
A  sprig  of  amarttnikme  fl<^wers, 
In  nectar  thrice  infuses  bays. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titaa's  rays ; 
Then  caBs  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And  sprinkles  thrice  the  new-boni  maid : 
From  whence  the  tender  skin  assumes 
A  sweetness  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanliness  remains 
Incapable  of  outward  stains  f 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind,, 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind. 
Where  not  one  careless  thoefht  hitrntew 
Less  modest  than  the  speech  of  prades  ; 
Where  never  blush  was  call'd  in  aid, 

'  That  spurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  second-hand : 
They  blush  because  they  tmderstand. 

^     The  Graces  next  would  act  their  part^ 
And  show'd  but  little  of  their  art; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  shone ; 
The  outward  form  no  help  reqpk^d : 
Each,  breathhig  on  her  thiice,^  inspir'd 
That  gentle,  scrft,'  engaging^  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adora'd  the  fair : 
And  said,  **  Vanessa  be  the  name 
By  which  then  shalt  be  known  to  fame  ^ 
Vanessa,  by  the  gods  inrall'd: 
Her  namte  on  Earth  shall  not  be  told." 
But  still  the  work  was  not  complets  j 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit. 
Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  she  flies. 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  skies. 
'*  Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  mom 
To  see  a  loyeir  iiifaut  bora ; 
A  boy  in  yonder  isle  below. 
So  like  my  own  without  his  bow. 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won,^ 
YouM  swear  it  is  Apollo's  son : 
But  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  spoiled ; 
I  have  enough  besides  to  spare, 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care.** 

Wisdom  'fl  above  suspeetfaig  wiles : 
The  queen  of  learning  gravely  siniles, 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy» 
Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a  boy ; 
Then  sowb  within  her  tender  nund 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  woman^kind  ; 
For  manly  bosoms  chiefly  fit. 
The  seeds  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit 
Her  soul  was  suddenly  endued 
With  justice,  truth,  and  fortitude ; 
Vnth  honour,  which  no  breath  dm  staSn, 
Which  malice  lAttst  attack  m  vain  ; 
With  open  heart  and  bounteens  bftivi^ 
But  Pallas  here  was  at  ft  Bland  s 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 
Bare  virtue  eoald  ndt  lire  on  praiee  ; 
That  meat  must  be  #ith  money  bon^ : 
She  therefore,  npon  aeoond  liiought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  stealth, 
9bme  small  regard  for  state  and  weaMk ; 
0(  which,  as  she  grew  up,  there  dttjA 
^  A  thicttue  fai  ^e  prudent  maid  t 
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Ihe  maDAg'd  <faer  tatate  vifth  calre. 
Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  ber  chair. 
Bat,  lest  be.iboald  neglect  his  itndies 
Like  •  yoiu^  heir,  the  thrifty  goddess 
(For  fiear  young  master  should  be  spoil'd) 
Would  Tise  him  like  a  yoonger  child ; 
And,  after  Igog  computing,  found 
Tvoald  come  to  just  fire  thousand  pomd. 

The  queen  of  love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud. 
To  see  Vanessa  thuscndovM  : 
She  doubted  not  bnt  such  a  dame 
Through  every  breast  wouki  dart  a  flame ; 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  swain 
Whh  pride  would  drag  about  ber  chain  ; 
That  scholars  wouU  focBake  their  bookt. 
To  study  bright  VaoeBUt's  looks ; 
As  she  advanc'd,  that  woman-kind 
W viuld  by  her  model  form  their  mmd. 
And  all  their  coodact  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide; 
Oflendtng  daughters  M  would  hear 
Vanessa's  praise  rung  in  their  eari 
Miss  Betty,  when  she  does  a  fault. 
Lets  fall  ber  knife,  or  spiUs  the  salt. 
Will  tbu9  be  by  ber  mother  chid, 
'<nis  what  Vanessa  never  did!"     . 
"  Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ador'dt 
My  power  shell  be  again  restored, 
And  happy  lovers  bless  my.reign«^' 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop*d  in  vain. 

Tor  when  in  time  the  martial  maid 
found  out  the  trick  thsrt;  Venus  p|ay»d, 
She  shakes  her  helm,  she  knits  her  bnnvs, 
And,  fir  d  with  indignatkm,  vows, 
Tomorrow,  ere  the  settii^  sun. 
She'd  all  undo  that  she  bad  done^ 

Bat  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholesome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confinn'd  by  fate's  decree. 
That  gods,  of  wbatsoe*er  degree, 
Resume  not  what  themselves  have  given^ 
Or  any  brother-|[od  in  Heaven ; 
Which  keeps  the  peaee  among  the  gods. 
Or  they  must  ahrayt  be  at  odds  i 
And  Pallas,  if  she  broke  the  laws. 
Most  yield  her  fbe  the  stronger  oanse ; 
A  shame  to  one  so  much  ador'd 
For  wisdom  at  Jov^s  council-board. 
I|estdes,  she  fear'd  the  queen  of  tove 
WouM  meet  with  better  friends  above. 
And  though  she  must  with  grief  reject, 
To  see  a  mortal  viigin  deck'd 
With  graces  hitherto  unknewn 
To  female  breasts,  except  her  own  5 
Yet  sbe  would  act  as  best  became 
A  goddess  of  unspotted  frme. 
^^  knew,  by  augury  divme, 
Venus  wouki  fiul  in  her  design: 
Sie  stody'd  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  fbe's  conchiswns  were  not  sound,   . 
Fran  premises  erroneous  brought ; 
And  therefore  the  deduction  's  nou^t, 
And  must  have  ooatmry  effeets 
To  what  her  tieaoharous  fbe  expects. 

Ib  proper  season  Pallas  meets 
jM  queen  of  km,  whom  thus  !^be  greets 
(for  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  toM, 
Csn  in  celestial  langnage  scold) : 
PerfidkNisfOddesB  !  but  ui  vain 
Yn>  fiDnn'd  this  prcgeet  ifl  your  brutt  ^ 


A  project  for  thy  talents  fKt, 

With  much  deceit  and  tittle  wit; 

Thou  hast,  as  thou  shalt  quickly'  see. 

Deceived  thyself,  instead  ef  me  : 

For  how  can  heavenly  wisdom  prove 

An  instrument  to  earthly  love  f 

Know'st  thou  not  yet,  that  men  eemuenoe 

Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  sense  ? 

Nor  shall  Vanessa  be  the  theme 

To  manage  thy  abortive  scheme ; 

Shell  prove  tli'e  greatest  of  thy  foes  $ 

And  yet  I  scorn  to  interpose. 

But,  using  neither  skill  nor  foroe. 

Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  eourse.* 

The  goddess  thus  proneuncM  her  dooift  : 
When  lo  !  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanced,  like  Atalanta^  star, 
Bui  rarely  seen,  and  seen'^from  fiu- 1 
In  a  new  worid  with  eautkMi  stept, 
Watoh'd  all  the  company  she  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read. 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread  : 
Would  seldom  at  the  park  a{^>ear. 
Nor  saw  the  ptay-bouse  twice  a  year] 
Yet,  not  i^kmrious,  Was  incliuM 
To  know  the  convene  of  mankinds 

First  issued  from  perfunler's  shops, 
A  crowd  of  fashkmable  fi>p|i : 
They  ask'd  her,  how.  she  lik'd  the  play  ; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day ; 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two. 
About  a  lady — ^you  know  who ; 
Mentioned  a  new  Italian  come 
Either  from  Mvscovy  or  Rome ; 
Gave  bints  of  who  and  ^ho's  together  ; 
Then  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather  ; 
Last  night  was' so  extremely  fine. 
The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine ; 
Then,  in  soft  voice  and  speech  absurd. 
With  nonsense  every  second  word* 
With  fustian  from  exploded  plays. 
They  cel^rate  )ier  beauty's  praise  ; 
Run  o'er  their  cant  of  stupid  .lies, 
And  teQ  the  murders  of  her  eyes.  , 

With  silent  scorn  Vanessa  sat. 
Scarce  listening  to  their  idle  chat ; 
Further  than  sometitoes  by  a  finown, ' 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  last  she  spitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wisdom's  ftiH  extent ; 
And  said  she  valued  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figure,  shape  and  dress; 
That  merit  should  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge;  wit,  and  taste  j 
And  these,  she  oifer'd  to  dispute. 
Alone  distingiiish'd  man  ftdn.  brute : 
That  present  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtue,  in  the  itoble  sense 
By  Oreeks  and  Romans  understood, 
lb  perish  for  our  country's  good.  ' 
She  nam  *d  the  ancient  heroes  round, 
Bxplain'd  for  what  they  were  renown^; 
Then  spoke  with  censure  or  applause 
Of  foreign  custoiQS,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  she  Tang'd, 
And  graceftxUy  her  subject  chang'd; 
In  vaind  her  hearers  had  no  share 
In  all  she  s^ke,  except  to  stare. 
Their  judgment  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— <<  That  lady  is  the  dullest  soall— *» 
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Then  tipt  ifaeir  forehead  in  a  jeer, 

Am  who  should  say—"  She  wants  it  here  ! 

•  She  may  be  haDdsome,  young,  and  rich, . 
But  none  will  bum  her  for  a  witch !'' 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purheus  of  St.  James, 
Came  early,'  out  of  pure  good-will. 
To  seethe  girl  in  dishabille. 
Their  clamour,  'lighting  from  their  chairs. 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  stairs ; 

/  At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read. 
Whilst  Mrs.  Susan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  called  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat, 
JDiscoursing,  with  importani  &ce, 

,  On  ribbons,  fons,  and  gloves,  and  lace  ; 
8how*d  patterns  just  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  askM  her  what  she  thought. 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  best, 
And  what  they  cost  ?  Vanessa  guess'd. 
As  came  into  her  fancy  first ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  worst 
To  scandal  next—'*  What  awkward  thing 

"  Was  that  last  Sunday  in  the  ring  ? 
rm  sorry  Mopsa  br^s  so  fost; 
I  said,  her  face  would  never  last . 
Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air. 
Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  spare : 
^     Her  fondness  for  a  certain  earl 
Began  when  1  was  but  a  girl !    • 
Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 
Was  marryM  to  the  Tunbridge-beau, 
I  saw  coquetting  t'other  night: 
Id  public  with  that  odious  knight !" 

They  rallyM  neft  Vanessa's  dress : 
'*  That  gown  was  made  for  old  queen  Bess. 
Bear  madam^  let  me  see  your  head : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 

-    A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  1 

Sure,  you  are  not  asham'd  to  stoop ! 
With  handsome  garters  at  your  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees." 

Fiird  ^ith  disdain,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Both  of  herself  and  sex  asham'd. 
The  nymph  stood  silent  out, of  spite, 
Kor  would  vouchsafe  to  set  them  right. 
Away  the 'lair  detractors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  censures  vent 
She 's  not  so  handsome  in  my  eyes : 
For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies  ! 
<*  She  's  fair  and  clean,  and  that  >s  the  most : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toast  ? 
A  baby  face ;  no  life,  no  airs. 
But  what  she  leain'd  at  country-fisin  ^ 
Scarce  knows  what  difierence  is  between 

.  Kich  Flanders  lace. and  colberteen. 
I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  Bounces  hath'  a  better  fancy ! 
With  all  her  wit,  1  would  not  ask 
Her  judgment,  liow  to  buy  a  mask. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face, 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 
Which  every  gn-1  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 
I  owd,  that  out-of-lashion  stuff  ^ 

Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
The  girl  might  pass,  if  we  could  get  her 
Toluoofw  the  w^rld  a  little  better.'' 
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To  knom  ike  worid !  a  modem  \ 
'or  visits,  ombre,  bails,  and  ptaysi) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  peiptftual  shame. 
The  queen  of  beauty  kvt  her  aim  ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  luul  done  more  harm  than  good  { 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  igoioranoe  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexes  arm'd  with  guih  and  spite. 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unite  : 
To  copy  her,  few  nymphs  aspired  ;  * 

Her  virtues  fewer  swains  admir'd. 
So  stars- beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light 

Yet  some  of  either  sex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  superior  to  the  crowd, 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  sind  wit. 
She  condescended  to  admit : 
With  pleasing  arts  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  tUeir  proper  use  ;• 
And  with  address  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  most  eacelVd ; 
Thus,  making  others'  wisdom  known. 
Could  plf^ase  them,  and  impr^ve-her  owbi 
A  modest  youth  sa^d  something  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
All  humbly  worth  she  strove  to  raise ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praise» 
The  learned  met  with  fipee  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach :    . 
Some  clergy  too  she  would  allow. 
Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  Vanesta^s  tutor» 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coa4iutQr. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mischief,  ktogn 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  PalUsall  attei^pts  are  vain; 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain  i 
Vows  on  Vwena's  heart  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  sake. 
Those  early  seeds  by  Venus  aown. 
In  spite  of  Pallas,  now  weie  grown ; . 
And,  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  mt^e  U6e  of  all  his  ex9h. 
In  vain  discharging  many  »  shaft, 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux: 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows  ; 
For,  placing  still  some  book  botwis^. 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd, 
Or,  often  blunted  and  reooil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  struck,  were  spoil'd. 

The  queen  of  wisdom  oouklfbreseey 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree : 
And  human  caution  tries  in  ^n 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanessa,  tliough  by  Pallas  taught. 
By  Love  invulnerable  thooi^. 
Searching  in  books  for  wisdom*s  aid. 
Was,  in  the  veiy  search,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darU  were  lost. 
Yet  still  resdv'd  to  spare  no  cost ; 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  fone 
The  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  daiike» 
A  nymph  so  hard  to  be  subdued. 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude« 
«  I  find,"  said  he,  "  she  wants  ladostar 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  iasM^iict  her : 
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)MI  gite  her  what  she  most  adnures, 

Amoojr  those  Teoerable  ares, 

qadeons  is  a  snlgect  fit, 

prown  old  id  politics  aad  wit, 

OsniMfi  by  mmisters  of  state, 

or  half  mmricM  the  di«ad  and  hate. 

Whaled  Tezations  love  attend. 

She  need  no  riTals  apprehend. 

Her  sex,  with  univerMl  voice. 

Hast  laagh  at  her  capricious  choice.'* 

Cadenus  many  things  bad  vrit^ 
Vanessa  much  esteemed  his  wit. 
And  caird  fdr  his  poetic  works  : 
Mean  time  the  )x)y  in  secret  hirks ; 
And,  while  th6  book  was  in  her  hand, 
The  urchin  from  his  private  stand 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  all  his  strength 
A  dart  of  such  prodigious  length, 
Jt  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rest. 
Stock  to  the  point  that  pierc  d  her  breast. 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart. 
With  pains  aoknown,  increasM  her  smart 

Vanessa,  noc  in  years  a  score. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four  ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  fiwl 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind : 
psdenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declm^d  in  health,  advanced  in  years. 
She  fisncies  music  in  his  tongue  f 
Ko  fiirther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ship  decayed  ? 
What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 
A  saplmg  with  a  fhlling  oak  ? 
As  years  increase,  she  brighter  shines : 
Gsdemis  with  each  day  declines  : 
And  he  mast  fell  a  prey  to  time. 
While  die  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart, 
In  every  scene  had  kept  his  heart ; 
Had  sigh'd  and  languished,  vow'd  and  writ. 
For  pastime,  or  to  show  his  wit 
But  books,  and  time,  and  state  affiiirs. 
Had  spoird  his  fashionable  airs : 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  approve. 
Bat  unflerstood  not  whit  was  love. 
His  conduct  might  have  made  hon  sty  I'd 
A  fiuher,  and  the  nymph  his  cl^Id, 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  see  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  hot  the  master's  secret  joy 
In  school  to  bear  the  finest  hoy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew ; 
She  hourly  pfessM  for  something  new; 
Jdeat  came  intA  her  mind 
So  fast,  bb  lessons  laggM  behind  | 
She  reaaoo'd,  without  plodding  long, 
Kor  ever  fave  her  judgment  wrong. 
Bat  now  a  sadden  change  was  wrought : 
She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught 
CMlenas  was  amaz'd  to  find 
Sodi marks  of  a  distracted  mind: 
For,  though  she  seem'd  to  listen  more 
To  all  be  spoke,  than  e'er  before. 
Be  fiwDd  her  thoughts  would  absent  range. 
Yet  goesi'd  not  whence  could  spring  the  change. 
And  fint  he  modertly  conjectures 
f|is  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures ; 


Whidi  belp'd  to  mortify  his  pride,' 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejected  strain. 

At  kit  he  ventor'd  to  complain ; 

Said,  she  should  be  no  longer  teas'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  Ae  pleas'd^ 

Waa  nam  oonvincM  he  acted  wrong. 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  so  long. 

And  in  dull  studies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd, 

How  she  might  shine  in  the  fp-and  moTide^ 

And  every  shepherd  was  undone 

To  see  her  cloister'd  like  a  nun. 

This  wa$  a  visionar>'  scheme  : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  bat  a  dream  ; 

A  project  far  above  his  skill ;    « 

For  nature  must  be  nature  slill. 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  scholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 

She  might  excuse  a  man  of  letters ; 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

And,  since  his  talk  offensive  grew, 

He  came  to  take  his  last  adieu. 

Vanessa,  fill'd  with  just  disdain. 
Would  still  her  dignity  maintain. 
Instructed  from  her  early  years 
To  scorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employ'd  his  time  so  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong; 
Yet  could  such  notions  entert&in 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  1 
She  own'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts  ^ 
But  he  must  answer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remembered,  to  her  cost. 
That  all  hh  lessons  were  not  lost 
Two  maxims  she  could  still  produce. 
And  sad  experience  taught  tbeir  use ; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  shown. 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  design'd 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
"  Now,"  said  the  nymph,  "  to  let  you  sea 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree  ; 
TBuat  I  can  vulgar  forms  degpise. 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit  ^ 
You  cautionM  me  against  their  charms^ 
But  never  gave  me  equal  arms; 
Your  lessons  fbund  the  weakest  part, 
Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart" 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rise 
Shame,  disappointment,  guilt,  surprise. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  usual  style  ; 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  express'd^ 
He  could  not  hope  she  spoke  in  jest,' 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confin'^ 
To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind« 
fie  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  ofd  ;^ 
'Had  met  her  in  a  public  place, 
Withoat  distinguishing  her  face  : 
Much  less  could  his  declining  age 
Vanessa^s  earliest  thoughts  engage  ; 
•And,  if  her  yoattc  indifference  met. 
His  person  must  contempt  beget  i 
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Or,  grant  W  rairion  be  sineeiv, 
How  shall  hit  mnoeeiioe  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  so  strong, 
The  world  roust. think  him  in  the  wrong  ; 
Would  say,  he  made  a  treacherous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would' swear,  1ie  had  betray'd 
By  magic  spells  the  harmless  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes, 
Thai  scholars  were  Kke  other  folks  ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over. 
The  tutor  tum'd  a  mortal  1o\'er  1 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair ! 
It  showed  a  true  paternal  care — 
Five  thousand  guineas  in  her  purse  ! 
The  doctor  might  have  fluicy'd  wonte.— 

Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke, 
And  fiiulter'd  every  word  he  spoke; 
Interpreting  her  complaisance, 
Just  as  a  man  iatu  comegvence. 
She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  n<tw  was  something  new ; 
And  what  she  spoke  was  in  an  air 
M  serious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  those  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  some  certain  rule. 
Which  fitirly  hints  they  are  in  jest. 
Else  he  must  enter  his  protest ; 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne^er  so  wise. 
He  may  be*  caught  with  sober  lies ; 
A  science  which  he  never  taught, 
And,  to  be  free,  was  deariv  bought ; 
For,  tiJ^e  it  in  its  proper  bsht, 
Tis  just  what  coxcombs  Call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vanessa  finished  the  dispute, 
Brought  weighty  ailments  to  prove 
That  reason  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himself  described, 
His  doctrines  when  she  first  imbib'd : 
What  be  had  planted  now  was  grown  ; 
His  virtues  she  might  call  her  own ; 
Aa  he  approves,  as  he  dislikes, 
love  or  contempt  her  fancy  strikes. 
Sdf-bve,  In  nature  rooted  last. 
Attends  ns  ^nt,  And  leaves  us  last : 
Why  she  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herself,  and  that 's  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praise 
The  geniuses  of  andeat  days ! 
(Those  aothbrs  lie  90  oft  had  nam*d. 
For  leammg,  wit,  and  wisdom,  famM) 
Was  struck  with  love,  esteem,  and  awe, 
For  penons  wh6m  be  never  saw. 
Suppose  Gadenus  flonriah'd  then. 
He  must  adore  such  godlike  men. 
If  one  short  volume  could  comprise 
All  that  was  witty,  leam'd,  and  wise. 
How  would  it  be  esteem'd  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  wera  dead  I 
If  such  an  author  were  alive. 
How  all  would  for  his  friendship  strive^ 
And  come  in  crowds  to  see  his  fisoe ! 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  her  oase. 
Gadenof  answers  every  end. 
The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend  i 
The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  wtiat  he  can  teach  s 
His  convert  is  a  fystem  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  aU  hMT  wit  jr 


While  every  passion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  oenteHd  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  spe6c)i  inspire  a  mote, 
Aild  uoght  Vanessa  to  dispute. 
This  topic,  never  toueh'd  before, 
Display'd  her  eloquence  the  more : 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  pains  acquir'd^ 
By  this  new  passion  grew  inspirM ; 
Through  this  she  made  all  objects  pasi. 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mass ; 
As  riven,  though  they  bend  and  twine. 
Still  to  the  sea  their  course  incline^ 
Or,  as  philosophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  ss^stem  to  their  mind, 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit, 
Will  force  all  nature  to  submit 

Gadenus,  who  could  ne'er  suspect 
His  lessons  would  have  such  effect. 
Or  be  so  artfully  apply*d. 
Insensibly  came  on  her  side.  , 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ; 
Things  to6k  a  turn  he  never  meant 
Whoe'er  ^atcels  in  what  we  prize, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  giri,  when  pleasM  with  what  is  taught. 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought 
When  Miss  delights  in  her  spinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  eet; 
A  blockhead,  with  mdodiotts  voice. 
To  boarding-scihools  may  have  his  choice  ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-master's  art 
Dimbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart 
In  learning  let  a  nyniph  delight, ' 
The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by  *t. 
Gadenus,  to  his  grief  and  shame, 
Gould  scaroe.oppose  Vanessa's  flame ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  wisre  strong. 
At  least  could  hardly  wish  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell. 
But  sure  she  never  talk'd  so  well. 
His  pride  began  to  interpose ; 
Preferr'd  before  a  crowd  of  beatut ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unsought ! 
Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought ! 
Tis  merit  must  with  her  prevail  1 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail'! 
She  noted  all  she  ever  read  1 
And  had  a  most  discerning  head ! 

Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools. 
That  flattery  's  the  food  of  fools. 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condescend  to'  Uke  a  bit 

So,  when  Gadenus  could  not  hide. 
He  chose  to  justify,  his  pride  ; 
Gonstrning  the  passion  she  had  showi^ 
Much  to  her  praise,  more  to  his  own. 
Nature  in  him  had  merit  placM, 
In  her  a  most  judik}ious  taste. 
Love,  hitherto  a  transient  guest. 
Ne'er  held  possession  of  bis  breast; 
So  long  attendmg  at  the  gate, 
Disdain'd  to  enter  in  so  late. 
Loo€  why  do  we  one  passion  call. 
When  tis  a  compound  of  them  all  } 
Where  hot  and  odd,  where  shaip  and  sweet. 
In  all  tb^r  equipages  meet ; 
Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear^ 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear^. 
Wherdn  bis  dignity  and  age 
Forbid  ^adetfbs  to  engage. 
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Bat  frieDcbhip,  m  its  greatest  heigfaty 

A  constant,  ratiooal  liBlight, 

On  virtue's  bam  fixM  to  last. 

When  love  aUaremeots  long  are  past. 

Which  gently  wanna,  but  cannot  bum, 

He  gladly  o&rs  in  letiMm  $ 

His  want  of  paasioD  will  rcMleem 

With  gratitude,  respect,  etitetem; 

With  that  devotion  we  bestow, 

When  goddesses  appear  bdow. 
While  thus  Gadenos  entertains 

Vanessa  in  exalted  strains, 

llie  nymph  in  sober  wonls  entreats 

A  tmoe  with  all  siiblinie  conceits :     « 

For  why  snch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies. 

To  her  who  durst  not  read  romances  ? 

In  lofty  style  to  make  replies. 

Which  be  had  taught  her  to  despise  ? 

But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 

Devotion,  duty,  and  respect. 

He  fairly  abdicates  the  jhrone ; 

The  government  h  now  her  own  ; 

He  has  a  forfeiture  incurred ; 

She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 

And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange. 

If  both  should  now  their  stations  change. 

The  nympb  will  have  her  torn  to  be 

The  tutor  ;  and  the  i»pil,  he: 

Thongfa  slie  ahready  can  discern 

Her  scholaor  ia  not  apt  to  learn  ; 
Or  wants  eapadty  to  reaA 

The  Bcienoe  aiie  designs  to  tsach  s 
Wherein  his  gcmns  was  below 

The  skill  of  every  eonmioo  heao. 
Who,  though  he  camot  fl|wll,  is  ii«se 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  efm. 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  lor  a  k'md  advance. 

But  what  saooesi  Vanessa  mot^ 
Is  to  the  vorkl  a  aMvet  yet 
Whedier  the  nymph,  to  fdcase  her  swain, 
Talks  In  a  high  romanlae  sinun ; 
Or  whether  be  at  hMt  desoends 
To  act  with  lam  seraphic  ends  j 
Or,  to  cmnponnd  the  bosiness,  wbeOier 
They  teasper  love  and  booktf  togeflber  ; 
Must  never  to  mankind  he  told. 
Nor  &hall  tbeoonmioiis  Mose  mifoM. 

Meantime  the  noorafcil  qneen  €iio»t 
M  but  a  weary  Klh  above. 
She  ventniies  now  to  leate  the  sUes, 
<»rawn  by  VanesBA'k  eonduet  wise : 
For,  though  by  one  perverBe  event 
Talhtf  had  erosTd  har flnst  intent; 
Xheogh  her  design  was  not  obtain'd  ; 
Vet  had  she  much  experience  gained. 
And  by  the  project  vainly  tryM, 
Ootild  better  now  the  f am  decide. 
«»  gave  due  noCiee,  that  both  parties^ 
ConM  regina,  prog'  dk  MmHu 
^mld  at  their  peril,  without  ikil, 
Come  ana  appear,  aid  "sa^  th^  hail. 
AUmst;  and,  silence  thrice  ppockum'd, 
Ooe  lawyer  to  each  side  was  namM. 
^  jodgie  discovered  hi  her  ihoe 
Resentibents  for  her  late  disgrace  ; 
f^>  fall  of  ai^er,  siHahe,  and  grief, 
^mted  them  to  muid«nir  brief; 
^  spend  their  time  to  show  their  reading : 
«>»'<lbaff  afommivyffeMedmg.  ' 


She  gather'd  under  every  head 
The  sum  of  what  each  lawyer  said. 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  th^n 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  meru 

fiiit,  in  a  weighty  case  like  this. 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amiss. 
Which  evil  tongues  might  dse  report. 
She  made  a*  speech  in  open  court. 
Wherein  ^he  grievously  complains, 
"  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swains; 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  showing, 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooiog» 
And  that,  unless  the  sex  would  mend. 
The  race  of  lovers  soon  mast  end) — 
She  ^as  at  Lord  knows  what  expense 
To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  sense, 
A  model  ibr  her  sex  design'd,  ' 
Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
She  saw  her  favour  was  misplae'd  | 
The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taste ; 
She  needs  most  tell  tbam  to  their  fiice. 
They  were  a  stupid,  senseless  reoe ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  agfun. 
She  *d  stody  to  reform  the  men  ; 
Or  add  some  grahis  of  folly  more 
To  xvomerit  than  they  bad  before. 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else,  would  d6 1 
This  might  their  muttel  fhncy  stpke, 
Snce  every  being  foves  its  /tJbr. 

"  Bat  now,  repeotnig  what  was  done^ 
She  left  all  bosiness  to  her  son ; 
She  pots  the  world  in  his  possetakMiy 
And  let  him  use  it  at  discretion.'* 

The  cryer  was  orderM  to  dismlM 
The  court,  so  made  his  last  O  yer  t 
The  goddem  wonld  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rising  from  her  chair  of  state. 
Left  all  bdow  at  six  and  seven, 
Hamess*d  her  dov^,  and  flew  to  Heaten. 


TO  Lom  >. 

In  all  I  wish,  how  happy  should  I  be. 
Thou  grand  deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee ! 
So  weak  ihon  art,  that  fools  thy  power  despise ; 
And  yet  so  strong,  thoa  trimvph'st  o'er  the  wise. 
*thy  traps  are  laid  with  such  peculiar  art. 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rash  depart 
Most  nets  are  fill'd  by  want  of  thought  and  eare : 
But  too  much  thmking  brings  ns  to  thy  snare;       * 
Where,  held  by  thee,  m  slavery  we  stey. 
And  throw  the  pleasing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  most  my  indignotMO  move, 
Disci^etion !  thou  wert  ne^r  a  friend. to  lofe  t 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  those  airtSy 
By  which  he  kmdLes  mntoal  flames  in  hearti  | 
While  the  blind  loitering  god  is  at  his  play^ 
llKMi  flteal'st  his  golden-pointed  darts  away ; 
Those  dads  winch  never  foil;  and  in  their  stead    . 
Oonvey'st  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 
The  heedless  god,  suspecting  no  deceits. 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  be  has  done  wondrous  lbtts| 
But  the  poor  nyi^ihwh*  fselsiMtf  ipitals  hafa» 
And  frpin  her  shepbamd  mm  find  1 


iBMW  m  Mm 
death,  fatthahand- 
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Laments,  and  rages  bt  the  power  dWiiie, 
When,  curst  Discretioii !  ail  the  fault  was  thine : 
Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  bast  set  at  odds. 
And  bred  such  feuds  between  those  kindred  gods, 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  iier  sons  ; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  former  scales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poise     ^ 
Love  against  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys, 
Are  now  piyd  up  with  avarice  andpride. 
Where  titles,  power  and  riehes  sCOT  sobskte* 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  fhther  run, 
And  tel(  hiin  how  thy  children  are  undone  ; 
Prepare  bis  bolts  to  give  one  fetal  blow. 
And  sttike  Discretion  to  the  shades.below. 


ODE  TO  SJ'RING, 

»  BY  h  lATJT  1, 

HaIi.,  blushing  goddess,  beauteous  Sprii^^ 
Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  dosC  bring 
Loves  and  graces,  smiling  hours. 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers ; 
Come,  with  tints  of  roseate  hue. 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew. 

Yet  why  should  T  thy  presence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the^broithing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with* sweets  j  no  more  the  rose 
With  such  transcendent  beauty  blows. 
As  when  Cadenns  blest  the  scene. 
And  shar*d  with  me  those  joys  serene ; 
When,  unperceiy'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendship  kindled  new  desire : 
Still  listening  to  his  tuneful  tongue. 
The  truths,  which  angels  might  have  sung. 
Divine,  imprest  their  gentle  sway. 
And  sweetly  stole  my  soul  away. 
My  guide,  instructor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names ! )  in  one  idea  blend  ; 
Oh  !  stni  conjoined,  your  incense  rise, 
And  waft  sweet  odourt  t6  the  skies ! . 


ODE  TO  WISDOM. 

»T  IBB  SAMB. 

Ob,  Mlas!  t  invoke  thy  aid  ! 
Vouchsafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid. 

By  tender  kive  deprest; 
Tis  just  that  thou  should'si  heal  the  smart 
Inflicted  by  thy  subtle  art. 

And  calm  my  troubled  bre^t 

No  random>8h«t  from  Oipid*s  bow. 
But  by  thy  guidance,  soft  and  slow, 

,  Itsunk  withhimy  heartj 
Tlras,  love  being  arm*d  with  wisdom's  foiOe« 
In  vain  I  try  to  stop  its  course. 
In  vain  repel  the  datt 

6  goddess !  break  the  feAal  leagQ6 ; 
Let  love»  with  feUy  and  intrigne, 

s  fins  and  the  next  od^havQ ban  aa«fib«d  to  Va- 


More  fit  associates  find  f 
And  thou  alone  within  my  breast^ 
O  !  deign  to  soothe  my  griefs  to  reit; 

And  heal  my  tortur'd  mind* 


A  RBBU& 


wr  irattBssA. 


Cut  the  name  of  the  man  ^  who  bisi 
And  let  the  first  of  it  be  only  applyM 
To  join  with  the  prophet  >  who  David  did  chide ; 
Then  say  what  a  horse  is  that  Tuni  very  fast  ^; 
And  that  which  deserves  to  be  first  put  the  UeA  ; 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  iq  find 
Tlie  name  and  the  virtues  of  hiqi  I  design'd. 
Like  the  Patriarch  in  Cgpyt,  he 's  vers'd  in  the  sbite} 
Like  the  Prophet  in  Jewry,  he  'sfrpe  with  the  great; 
Like  a  racer  he  flies,  to  succour  with  speed 
When  his  friends  want  his  aid,  or  desert  is  in  need* 


•     THE  dean's  ANSWaa. 

Tab  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorons  fit, 
I  cannot  iHit  envy  the  pride  ut'  her  wit, 
.Which  thus  she  will  venture  profusely  to  throw 
On  so  mean  a  design,  and  a  subfect  so  low; 
For  mean  's  her  design,  and  her  subject  as  meai^ 
The  first  but  a  rebus,  the  last  but  a  dean. 
A  dean's  but  a  parson :  and  what  is  a  rebus  ? 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Muses  or  Pfanbus* 
The  corruption  of  verse ;  for,  when  all  is  done, 
It  is  but  a  paraphrase  made  on  a  puit. 
But  a  genius  like  her*s  no  subject  can  stifle, 
It  shows  and  discovers  itself  throogh  a  trifle. 
By  reading  this  tr^e^^l  quidcly  b^an 
To  find  her  a  great  wti,  but  the  <2eafi  a  smaU  mso. 
Rich  ladies  wUl  fnrtish  their  garrets  with  stnf^ 
\^niich  others  for  niantoas  woidd  think  flue  enough  2 
So  the  loit  that  is  lavishly  thrown  away  here,  ' 
Might  fiimisb  a  second-nte  poet  a  year. 
Thus  much  for  the  verse ;  we  proceed  to  the  next. 
Where  the  nynqph  had  entirely  forsaken  her  tesh 
Her  fine  paneg^cs  are  quite  out  of  season. 
And  what  she  describes  to  be  meril  is  freawa: 
The  changei  which  fection  has  made  in  the  state/ 
Have  put  the  dean*s  politics  quito  out  of  date: 
Now  no  one  regards  what  be  utters  with  fireedom. 
And,  should  he  write /wm]hA/s£s,  no  great  manwoaM 

read  'em; 
And  should  teant  or  deseri  stand  in  need  of  his  aid, 
This  raeer  would  prove  bat  a  dnU^foyader'd  Jede. 


HORACE,  B.  IL  ODE  L 
PARAPHRASED. 

ASDBBSSB^  TO  aiOffABP  STBBLB,  as«#  1714. 

£n  qai  pfomittit  cives,  uzbem  sibi  cuns, 
Imperium  fore,  &  Italiam,  fc  delubra  deonin. 
Hor.  1  Sat  VL  34. 

Dick,  thou  'it'reeolVd,  as  I  am  toU, 
Some  strange  arc^tna  to  unfold. 
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Afijl;  with  the  Kdp  ct  Bwicky's  pai» 

To  Tamp  the  good  old  came  agmta, 

Which  thou  (tuch  Barnet's  shrewd  advice  U) 

Most  furbish  up,  and  nickiuune  Crisis. 

ThoQ  pompoosly  wilt  let  us  know 

What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 

(E'er  siaee  sir  Williaoi  Gore  was  mayor 

And  Harley  fill*d  the  commons'  chair) 

That  we  a  German  prince  must  own 

Wkeo  Anne  for  Heaven  resigns  her  throne. 

But,  more  than  that,  thou  Ut  keep  a  root 

Witb^who  is  in — and  who  is  out ; 

TbM  'It  rail  devoutly  at  the  peace. 

And  all  its  secret  causes  trace. 

The  htekei-play.  twixt  Whigs  and  Tories, 

Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  stories 

Of /r^if  the  lord  of  Oxiord  knows. 

And  errotirs  of  oar  plenipoes* 

Thou  'It  tell  of  leagues  among  the  great. 

Portending  ruin  to  our  state; 

And  of  that  dreadful  coup  d? eclat,    - 

Which  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 

The  queen,  forsooth,  (despotic)  gave 

Twelve  coronets  without  thy  leave ! 

A  breach  of  liberty^  tis  own'd. 

For  which  no  heads  have  yet  aton'd  ! 

Belize  me,  what  thou  'st  undertaken 

May  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon ; 

For  madmen,  chfldren,  wits,  and  fbob. 

Shook!  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 

But,  since  thou  'rt  got  into  the  fire, 

And  canst  not  easily  retire, 

ThoQ  must  no  longer  deal  in /arcff. 

Nor  pump  to  cobble  wicked  verse  ^ 

Until  thou  Shalt  have  eas'd  thy  eooscieoct. 

Of  spleen,  of  politics,  and  nonsense  ; 

And,  when  thou  'st  bid  adieu  to  cares. 

And  sKtled  Europe's  grand  affairs, 

'Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worth  thy  while 

For  Drury-tane  to  shape  thy  stile : 

**  To  make  a  pair  of  joUy  fellows. 

The  son  and  father  join,  to  tell  us 

How  sons  may  safely  disobey. 

And  lathers  never  should  say  nay; 

By  which  wise  conduct  they  grow  friends 

At  last — and  so  the  story  ends  ^" 

When  first  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  vert 
Kenown'd  for  skill  in  Faiistus'  art  % 
Which  made  thy  closet  much  frequented 
By  buxom  lasses — some  repented 
Their  luckless  choice  of  husbands— others, 
Impiitient  to  be  like  their  mothers, 
Received  firom  thee  profound  directioDS 
How  best  to  settle  their  affections. 
Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  distressed, 
Didst  in  thy  calling  do  tlvy  best 

B»it  now  the  senate  (if  things  At/, 
And  thou  at  Stockbridgc  wert  not  hit) 
Mttst  feel  thy  eloquence  and  fire. 
Approve  thy  schemes,  thy  wit  admire. 
Thee  with  immortal  honours  crown. 
Whilst,  patrht'like,  thou  'It  strut  and  frown, 

>^Vhis  is  said  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy  with 
which  Mr.  Steele  has  long  threatened  the  town. 
Swift.^In  some  particulars  it  would  apply  to  The 
Coteciotts  Lovers. 

'  There  were  some  tolerable  grounds  for  this  re- 
iectieo.  Mr,  Steele  had  actually  a  laboratory  at 
X^QplAr.  ' 


What  .tbongfa  by  enemiet  tis  nSd, 
The  loMurel  which  adorns  thy  head. 
Must  one  day  come  in  competition 
By  virtue  of  some  sly  petition : 
Yet  mum  for  that ;  hope  still  the  best,. 
Nor  let  such  cares  disturb  thy  rest. 

Metiiinks  I  hear  theq  loud  as  trumpet. 
As  bag-pipe  shrill,  or  oyster-strumpet; 
Methinks  1  see  thee,  sprtice  and  fine. 
With  ooat  embroider'd  richly  shine. 
And  dazsle  all  the  idol-faees 
As  through  the  kaU  thy  worship  paces ; 
(Though  this  I  speak  but  at  a  venture. 
Supposing  thou  hast  tick  with  Hnnter) 
Methiaks  I  see  a  black^f^uard  rout 
Attend  thy  coach,  and  bear  them  shout 
In  approbation  of  thy  tongue. 
Which  (in  their  style)  is  purely  hung. 
Now !  now  you  carry  all  before  yon  I 
Nor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  answer  one  syl-^lable. 
Except  the  matchless  hero  Abel  K 
What  though  her  highness  and  her  spouse 
In  ^Antwerp  *  keep  a  frugal  house. 
Yet  not  forgetful  of  a  friend. 
They  'H  soon  enable  thee  to  spend. 
If  to  Macartney  ^  thou  will  toast. 
And  to  his'ptovi  patron*s  ghost* 
Now  manfully  thou  *lt  run  a  tilt 
**  On  popes,  for  all  the  bk)od  they  've  spilt. 
For  massacres,  aiMl  racks,  and  flames, 
F6r  lands  enrich'd  by  crimson  stieams. 
For  inquisitions  taught  by  Spain, 
Of  which  the  Christian  world  cemplami." 

Dick,  we  agree  -all's  true  thou  'st  said. 
As  that  my  Muse  is  yet  a  maid. 
Bat,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk. 
All  this  i»  foreign  to  thy  walk : 
Thy  gekitu  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  tiiidging  in  a  beaten  track, 
But  is  for  state  i^ears  as  fit. 
As  mine  for  politics  and  wit 
Then  let  us  both  in  time  grow  wise. 
Nor  higher  than  our  talents  rise ; 
To  some  snug  cellar  let 's  repair 
From  duns  and  debts,  and  drown  oor  care ; 
Now  qnaff  of  honest  ale  a  quart. 
Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port. 
With  which  inspir'd,  we  'II  elob  each  n*glit 
Some  tender  sonnet  to  indite, 
And  with  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis, 
Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys.  > 


HORACE,  BOOR  L  EP.  V. 

JOHN  DBNVIS  TAB  SHSLTBKIIia  PO«T*8  IVVrTATfOV 
TO  RtCIIAaD  eTULB,TaB  BKCLVDBD  PABTY-WaiTK*, 
AWn  MXMBBB,  TO  COMB  AMD  LIVB  WITH  nilf  Iff^rat 

MINT.   1714  K 

m 

prr  TO  BE  BOUVD  UP  wrni  tbb  crisis. 

If  thou  canst,  lay  aside  a  spendthrift'^s  air. 
And  condescend  to  feed  on  homely  iare, 

3  Abel  Roper. 

^  Where  the  duke  of  Marlborough  then  resided. 

^  General  Macartney,  who  killed  dnke  Hamiltoa. 

>  This  and  the  preceding  poem  are  printed  fimn 

copies  m  the  Lambeth  library,  K.  i;  2,  ^,  SO.  4t», 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


400 

Such  as  we  miQten,  iMk  fUfwlts  v«to^4, 
Will,  ia  defiance  of  the  taw,  aflord ; 
Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Christinas-box, 
And  come  to  nie  at  the  Two  Fightmg  Cocks ; 
Since  printing  by  subscription  now  is  grown. 
The  stalest,  idlest  cheat  about  the  town  ; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  «dio,  a  papist  brad, 
Has  an  alarm  against  that  worship  spread. 
Is  practising  those  beaten  paths  of  oniisingy 
And  for  new  levies  on  proposals  musing. 

Tis  true,  that  Bloomsbury-square^s  a  noble  place : 
But  what  are  lofty  baiUtings  in  thy  case } 
What 's  a  fine  house  embellished  to  profusion. 
Where  shoulder-dahbers  are  in  execution  } 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  seldom  sallies. 
But  apprehensive  of  insulting  bailiib } 
This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friends  advice. 
And  cease  to  be  impruvidently  nice ; 
Exchange  the  prospects  that  delude  thy  ifight, 
From  Highgate's  steep  ascent,  and  Hampstead's 

height, 
With  verdant  scones,  that,  from  9t  George's  field, 
Moie  dumble  and  safe  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  flnd  > 
Ease  to  my  troubled  and  suspicions  mind. 
But  ever  was  with  jealousies  possessed. 
Am  in  a  state  of  iiidolenoe  and  rest ; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  disguise, 
Nor  looking  upon  9trangei«  as  on  spies, 
But  quits  divested  of  my  former  spleen. 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within ! 
And.  here  I  'U  wait  thy  coming,  txll  the  Sna 
Shall  its  diurnal  coarse  completoly  run. 
Think  not  that  thou  of  sturdy  butt  shalt  fail : 
My  landlord's  cellar 's  itocfc'd  with  beer  awi  ale, 
With  every  sort  of  malt  that  is  in  use. 
And  every  county's  genevoos  pvodvee. 
The  reody  (for  here  Christian  faith  is  sick, 
Which  makes  us  seldom  trespass  upon  tick) 
Instantly  brings  the  choicest  Bquors  out, 
Whether  we  ask  for  home-hrew'd  or  for  stou^ 
For  mead  or  cider,  or,  with  daldlies  fed. 
Ring  for  a  6ask  er  two  of  white  or  red. 
Such  as  the  drawer  wHl  noitfhtl  to  swear 
Was  drunk  by  Pilkiogton  when  third  thne  mayor. 
That  name,  aoaliiinks,  so  popularly  known 
For  opposition  to  the  church  and  crown, 
Might  make  the  Lusitanian  gMpe  to  pa^. 
And  almost  give  «  suetion  to  the  glass ; 
EspecS^lily  with  thee,  whose  hasty  £eal 
Against  the  late  rejaeted  conmerce-HU 
Made  thee  rite  up,  like  an  ttudaoioas  elf. 
To  do  the  tpoaker  honour,  not  thyself. 

But,  if  thou  soar^  above  th^  common  prices. 
By  virtue  <if  subscription  to  thy  Crisis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  wifli  thee,  but  wines 
^ress'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campaoiaa  vinetf, 
Slid  them  be  brought;  for,  though  I  batetbe  French, 
1  love  tlsBir  liquors,  as  tiiott  lov'st  a  wench ; 
Else  thou  must  humble  thy  expensive  tasle. 
And,  with  us,  l^ld  .confentraeDt  for  a  foast, 

The  fire's  already  lighted ;  and  the  maid 
His  a  clean  doth  upon  the  teble  lakl. 
Who  never  on  a  Saturday  bad  struek. 
But  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
Think  of  this  act  qf.  gruce,  which  by  your  leave 
Susan  wouki  not  have  done  on  Easter  eve, 
Bad  she  not  been  inform'd  over  and  over, 
Tw  ibi^  tb' iniemoas  author  Of  Hie  Lover. 


SWIFTS  PdK^S. 


Cease  therefore  to  beginte  thyself  with  ^lei, 
MThich  is  no  more  than  making  sandy  ropesi, 
And  quit  the  vain  pursuit  of  loud  applause, 
That  must  bewilder  thee  in  faction's  cause. 
Pry'thee  what  i8't\o  thee  who  guides  the  state  > 
Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  so  late  ? 
Or  why  her  majesty  thinks  fit  to  cease 
the  din  of  war,  and  hush  the  woHd  to  peace? 
The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 
What  texts  to  choose,  and  on  what  tO{NCS  dwdl ; 
And,  uninstrocted  by  thy  babbling,  teach 
Their  fiocks  celestial  happmess  to  reach. 
Rather  let  such  poor  souls  as  you  and  I 
Say  that  the  holydays  are  drawing  nigh, 
Axid  that  tomorrow's  sun  begins  the  week. 
Which  will  abound  with  store  of  ale  and  cake. 
With  hams  of  bacon,  and  with  powder'd  beef, 
StufTd  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  withm  these  precincts  kqpt, 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  Chimney-sweepers  stept, 
Will  take  a  loose^  and  venture  to  be  seen, 
Smce  twiH  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanks'S  green; 
There,  with  erected  looks  and  phrase  sublime, 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time. 
And  with  muc^  malice,  mix'd  widi  little  nitre, 
Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  side  oth>  water. 

Why  has  my  lord  Godolphtn's  special  grace 
Invested  me  with  a  queen*s-waiter*s  place, 
rf  I,  debarHd  of  fostival  delights. 
Am  not  allow'd  to  spend  the  perquisites? 
He  's  but  a  short  remove  from  being  mad^ 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  sad ; 
And,  like  a  griping  usurer,  does  spare 
His  money  to  be  squ^er'd  by  his  heir; 
Flutter'd  away  in  liveries  and  m  coaches. 
And  washy  sorts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  worid  may  think, 
I  'U  bid  adieu  to  gravity  and  drink; 
And  though  I  can't  pot  Off  a  woeful  mien. 
Will  be  ul  muth  and  cheerfulness  within : 
As,  in  despight  of  a  censorious  race, 
I  most  incontinently  suck  my  face. 
What  mighty  prefects  does  not  he  design. 
Whose  stomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with 

wine? 
Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  fjrosen  city 
And  fashion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit; 
Makes  even  S*4^**  to  disclose  his  art, 
By  racking  every  secret  from  his  heart. 
As  he  flings  off  the  statesman's  sly  disguise. 
To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies. 
Ev'n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  stead  of  tsa, 
Fancies  himself  in  Gantexhury's  see ; 
And  S******,  when  he  carousmg  reds. 
Imagines  that  he  has  reo'ain^d  the  seals : 
W**^**#,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  fight. 
And  Stanhope  of  commissioners  make  lighL 
Wine  gives  lord  Williaxn  aptitude  of  parts, 
And  swells  him  with  his  family's  deserts : 
Whom  can  it  not  make  eloquent  of  speech.  ? 
Whom  in  extremest  poverty  not  rich' 
Since,  by  the  means  of  the  prevailing  gn|te, 
Th****n  can  Lechmere-s  warmth  not  only  9f»f 
But,  half-seat  o'er,  by  its  inspiring  boonte, 
Can  qualify  himself  In  several  counties. 
What  I  have  promts'd,  thou  maytt  rest  assoi'd, 
Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procmfd. 
Nay,  1  'm  already  better  than  my  word. 
New  plates  and  knives  adorn  the  jo/nA  beaif  i 
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And,  lest  MiMi  «t  IJli«ir  sigM  afaOiil^st  nalce  wry  laces. 
The  girl  has  9COwet"4  tlie  pots,  and  washed  the  glasses, 
Ta'en  care  m  csto^endy  mM  to  dfean  '•em, 
That  thou  mayst  see  ttttneown  dear  picture  In  *ein. 

Moreover,  dae  provisioii  bos  been  made^ 
That  conversatioa  may  not  he  betray'd ; 
I  have  no  company  bat  what  is  proper 
To  sit  with  the  mostiafpRaat  Whig  at  supper. 
There  's  not  a  man  among  them  but  must  ple^. 
Since  they  're  as  ike  each  other  as  are  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  have  joiDtly  cent  me  word, 
They  Ml  cone ',  and  Keanet thinks  to  make  a  third, 
Provided  be  'as  no  other  iirvitatkmi 
From  men  of  greater  qnality  and  station. 
Koom  will  for  Oldqptmitfid  ^-^  be  left; 
But  their  disoonrses  smell  too  much  of  theft  < 
There  weuW  be  no  abiding  in  the  room. 
Should  two  suoh  ignorsnt  pretenders  come. 
However,  l»f  |^is4v:MS^  bMinir  write. 
If  I  should  any  ot^i^-  fcabs  invite ; 
Though  if  I  may  my  serious  judgment  give, 
I  'm  nMty  ^BwoAMg^Si^sles's  ptwher  five  : 
That  was  the  stint  in  which  that  monarch  fix'd, 
VMm  wooM  «ot  te  with  tfoisioess  peipleic'd : 
And  that,  if  HhM  nt  agrte  to  think  it  best, 
Shall  Iw  «ir  tite  ef  «ieads,  witihatit  one  other  guest. 

I  've  «MhingfinM,  now  this  is  said,  to  say, 
B«t  Id  inquest  «lKni  'It  instantly  away, 
And  leawetlie  Dalies  ef  thy  present  post. 
To  some  ^iselt-eliiN'd  retainer  te  a  host ; 
Doubtless  tw  '11  caieArtly  thy  plaoe  supply. 
And  ^Tcr  his  grftM^  horses  have  an  eye,         [once. 
While  then,  who'st  sknk  through  postern  more  than 
Dostty  tHHtvieails  avoid  a  erowd  of  dtins. 
And,  croasiog  4»'er  the  Thames  at  Temple -stairs, 
LeaVst  9fAlipB  wlUi  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears. 


T9  LORD  BARLEY, 

•OtrilM  M AtaULO£,  1713. 

Amovg  the  numben  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy, 
Dear  Harley !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendship  dictates  more  than  wit 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  observations  taught) 
A  spirit  so  inform'd  as  yours 
Could  never  prosper  in  amours. 
The  god  of  wit,  and  light,  and  arts. 
With  all  aoqpir'd  apd  oatnnd  flirts. 
Whose  harp  could  savage  beasts  enchant, 
Was  an  unfortunate  gaUant 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reel'd. 
The  n3rmph  had  soon  been  brought  to  yield  : 
Or,  had  embroidered  Mars  pursued. 
The  nymph  would  ne'er  have  beep  a  prude. 
Ten  thousand  fooststeps,  full  in  view, 
Maik  out  the  way  where  Dajptbne  flew : 
For  such  is  all  the  sex's  9ight, 
l^ey  fly  firom  laming,  wit,  and  YtgiA  : 
Tbey  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 
Bot  soae  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harley,  could  I  gaess 
"Hiat  you  should  meet,  in  love,  success  ? 
For,  if  tiKM  apt^9(t  teks  ^  tan;, 
Fnoebtts  was  beautiful  as  you : 

VOL.  XI. 


Yet  Daphne  never  tiadk'd  lier  paoe, 
Fpr  wit  and  learning  spoiM  tiis  fiioe. 
And,  since  the  same  resamblanee  held 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excdlt'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  son. 

Then  where,  said  I,  shaH  HaiteydW 
A  virgin  of  superior  mind, 
With  wit  and  vvtae  to  discover, 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  iover  ? 

This  character  shall  Ca'enditfb  «IailM« 
Born  to  retrieve  her  sex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glit'«i4ng  erowd. 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  pMiii, 
(As  fools  are  insolent  and  vain) 
Madly  aspir'd  to  wear  her  0hain « 
But  Pallas,  guardian  <if  fne  majd, 
Descending  to  her  chargcTs  aid. 
Held  out  Medusa's  snaky  locks. 
Which  stupffy-d  «hem  aU  t>  stacks. 
The  nymph  with  indignation  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noicy,  and  ^ihe  \md : 
For  Pallas,  with  celestial  light. 
Had  purii^'d  her  mortal  sigSit ; 
Showed  her  the  virtues  all  combin'd. 
Fresh  bloommg,  la  young  Hsrley*s  ofkid. 

Terrestrial  nymphs,  by  former  arts. 
Display  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looki>  are  all  by  pcietbod  set. 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coqucQt^^. 
Yet,  wanting  skill  aJid  paw.er  to  cUuj^ 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refuse- 
But,  when  a  goddess  would  bestow 
Her  love  on  some  bright  youth  below. 
Round  all  the  EaKh  she  casts  her  eyes; 
And  then,  descending  from  the  skies. 
Makes  choice  of  him  she  fancies  be^ 
And  bids  the  ravish'd  youth  be  bless'd* 

Thus  the  bright  empress  of  the  morp 
Chose,  for  her  spouse,  a  mortal  born; 
The  goddess  made  advances  firsts 
Else  what  aspiring  hero  durst  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgiu  of  fifteen, 
She  blushes  when  by  mortals  seen; 
Stilt  blushes,  and  with  speed  retirei^ 
When  So]  pursues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  thus,  Heaven's  chastest  quetpBl, 
Struck  with  Endypaion's  graceful  mioD, 
Down  from  her  silver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  shepherd  own'd  her  flame. 

Thus  Ca'endish,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chaster  than  the  queen  of  Nigh^ 
Descended  from  her  sphere  to  find 
A  mortal  of  superior  £ind* 


IN  SICKNEBB. 

warrrBN  in  uib|.4IO,  octomk,  lUL 

Til  tni»— 4hen  wky  should  I  rqgme 
To  see  my  life  so  &st  decUue  } 
But  why  obscurely  here  alone. 
Where  am  I  neither  loVd  nor  known  } 
My  state  of  health  none  care  to  learn; 
My  life  is  here  no  soul't  concern : 
And  these  villi  whc^  I  asfw  coiMMB, 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  hearse. 
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Removed  Irom  kind  AibuthAot's  aid. 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  not  his  trade, 
Preferring  his  r^gwd  for  me 
Before  his  credit  or  his  lee. 
Some  formal  visits,  looks,  and  words. 
What  mere  humanity  aAnds, 
I  meet  periuqps  from  three  or  four. 
From  whom  I  once  expected  more:  • 
Which  those  who  tend  the  sick  for  pay 
Can  aot  as  decently  as  they. 
But  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approachiog  end. 
My  life  is  now  a  burden  grown 
To  others,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepen  for  the  sick. 
In  your  last  ofikces  be  quick ; 
And  spare  my  absent  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief; 
Expir'd  to-day,  mtomb'd  tomorrow. 
When  known,  will  save  a  double  sorrow* 


THE  FABLE  OF  THE  BITCHES. 

WatTTBIf  IN  TBS  YSAS  1715* 
OH  AN  ATTBMrr  TO  K£PEAL  TUB  TBIT  ACT. 

A  BfTCB  that  was  full  pregnant  grown, 
By  all  the  dogs  and  cuni  in  town. 
Finding  her  ripen'd  time  was  oome. 
Her  litter  teemmg  flnom  her  womb, 
Went  beie  and  there,  and  every  where. 
To  find  an  easy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Music's  bouse  ^  she  came. 
And  begg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame; 
**  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  said  she, 
"  You  see  'tis  mere  necessity 
Hath  sent  me  to  your  house  to  whelp; 
I  Ml  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

Yiyth  fiiwning  wtune,  and  rueful  tone. 
With  artful  sigh  and  fbigned  groan, 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale. 
Smooth  Bawty  *  did  so  far  prevail. 
That  Music  gave  her  leave  to  litter: 
But  mark  what  follow'd—aiith !  she  bit  her. 

Whole  baskets  full  of  bits  and  scraps, 
And  broth  enough  to  fill  her  paps ; 
For,  well  she  knew,  her  numerous  brood. 
For  want  of  milk,  would  sack  her  blood. 

But  when  she  thotii^ht  her  pains  were  done. 
And  now  twas  high  time  to  be  gone ; 
in  civil  terms,—**  My  fnend,"  says  she, 
**  My  house  you  've  had  on  courtesy ; 
And  now  1  earnestly  denre. 
That  you  would  with  your  cub*  retire: 
For,  should  you  stay  but  one  week  longer, 
I  shall  be  starv'd  with  cold  and  hunger." 

The  gneiticply'd— **  My  firiend,  your  leave 
I  must  a  littla  longer  ciAve ; 
Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find 
Their  way— finr  now,  you  see,  they  *re  Ufaid ; 
But,  when  we  *ve  gathered  strength,  I  swear, 
Wa  11  to  our  bam  agidn  repair.'* 

•Htf  dmrcfa  of  England. 
«A«BOl^iMiMibrafaitebi  aQudingto  the knk- 
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The  time  paBs*d  on;  and  Ifoac  eme^ 
Her  kennel  once  agam  to  claim; 
But  Bawty,  lost  to  shame  and  ham 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her ; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right. 
And  loudly  cry'd— "  A  bite  1  a  bite !" 

TBB  MOaAU 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  hone 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force : 
No  sooner  brought  within  the  walls,    . 
But  Ilium  '8  lost,  and  Priam  fislla. 


HORACE,  BOOR  IlL  ODE  IL 

TO  TBB  BAKL  OP  OZPOBO,  LATI 

Loan  TaEABoaaa. 

SBNT  TO  Riy  WHEN  IN  TBI  TOWBE,  l€Vt^ 

How  blest  is  he  who  Ibr  bis  oonntry  dies^ 
Since  Death  pursues  the  coward  as  he  flies  I 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  ftte^  attack. 
With  trembling  knees  and  temur  at  his  hack; 
Though  fear  should  lend  him  pimons  like  the  wind, 
Yet  swifter,  fate  will  seize  him  from  belund. 

Virtue  repnls'd,  yet  knows  nut  to  repine. 
But  shall  with  unattainted  honour  sbme; 
Nor  stoops  to  take  the  iiaff^,  nor  lays  it  dkiva, 
Just  as  the  rabble  please  to  smile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  tiy 
Some  new  unbeaten  passage  to  the  sky ; 
Where  Jove  a  seat  among  the  gods  will  giva 
To  those  who  die  for  meritiz^  to  live* 

Next,  faithful  silence  hath  a  sure  reward; 
Within  our  breast  be  every  secret  barr'd  1 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  shall  never  be 
TiMler  one  roof,  or  in  one  ship,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  hb  safety  trust. 
Lest,  with  the  wicked.  Heaven  involve  the  just  f 
And,  though  the  villain  'scape  awhile,  he  feds 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heelk 


PHYLLIS  i 

oa, 

THE  PKOGRESS  OF  LDVB, 

1716, 

DBsroNDiNo  Phyllis  was  endued 

With  every  talent  of  a  prude : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near; 

Salute  her,  and  she  tum'd  her  ear  ; 

If  o'er  against  her  you  were  plac'd. 

She  durst  not  look  above  your  waist: 

Sbe*d  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 

Than  let  you  see  her  dress  her  head: 

la  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crowd. 

Repeat  the  abtobitioH  loud : 

A  Tb»  ensign  of  tha  lord  trrarartek  offiob 
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1b  <^iiic^  leciire  beUnl  harlU» 
She  dam  bdiold  thttt  monster  man ; 
There  practii>d  haw  to  place  her  head. 
And  bit  her  tips  to  make  them  red; 
Or»  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling. 
Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  deling. 
And  beave  her  bosom  onaware, 
I^  aejghboiiriiig  beam  to  see  it  bare. 

At  length  a  locky  lover  came. 
And  Ibnnd  admittaaceto  the  dame. 
Suppose  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  wiHings  dravn,  the  lawyer  fee»d. 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  bespoke : 
Gneas,  hov  ooohl  soch  a  match  be  broke  i 
See  tben  what  mortals  place  their  bliss  in  ! 
Next  mom  betimte  the  bride  was  missing : 
The  mother  seicam'd,  the-firther  chid; 
Wbeie  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid } 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came, 
And  thooght  his  bride  had  skolk'd  for  shame ; 
Becanse  her  fiither  us'd  to  say» 
The  giri  kadstuk  a  bat^ftdwtif  f 

Nov  John  the  boUer  must  be  sent 
Tb  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wished  to  saddle  Crop; 
For  John  most  neither  light  nor  stop. 
But  find  her,  where8oe*er  she  fled, 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead« 
See  here  again  the  devil  to  do  ! 
For  traly  John  was  missing  too : 
The  horse  and  pillion  both  were  gone  ! 
Phyllk,  it  seems,  was  fled  with  John. 
Old  Bfadam,  who  went  up  to  And 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  latter  on  the  toilet  sees, 
To  my  muck  honoured  faiher-^^hese-- 

(Tia  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 

When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 

Fiird  with  the  choicest  common -plat*c«. 

By  othen  usM  in  the  like  cases. 

**  That  long  ago  ^fortune -teller 

Exactly  said  what  now  befel  her; 

And  in  a  glats  had  made  her  see 

A  serving-man  ofitfw  degree. 

It  was  her  fate,  most  be  forgiven ; 

For  marriages  were  made  in  heaven  : 

His  pudon  beggM  :  but,  to  be  plain. 

She'd  do  '<,  if*twere  to  do  again  ; 

TbankM  Ood,  twas  neither  dume  nor  ti»S 

For  John  was  oome  of  honest  kin. 

Love  never  thinks  of  nch  and  poor : 

Ska  *d  beg  toith  John  from  door  to  door. 

Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  cnrae; 

She  '11  never  do*t  another  time* 

9ie  neVr  before  in  ail  her  life 

Once  dinbey'd  him,  maid  nor  vtfe. 

One  argument  she  summM  up  all  in. 

The  iking  was  done,  and  past  recalling  ; 

And  therefore  hopM  she  should  recover 
His  Csvour,  when  his  passion  *s  ooer. 
She  vahnd  not  what  others  thought  her. 

And  wa»— his  most  obedient  daughter,** 
fur  maidens,  all  attend  the  Muse, 

Who  now  the  wandering  pair  pursues : 
Away  they  rqde  in  homely  sort, 
Tht^ymnmy  kmg.  their  money  short; 
The  loving  coaple  well  bemti'd ; 
Aa  hoaa  and  both  the  lideit  tir'd : 


Their  victuaU  bad,  their  lodging  worse  ; 
Phyl  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curse : 
Phyl  wish'd  that  she  had  strain'd  a  limb. 
When  first  she  ventured  out  with  him, 
John  wish'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg» 
Whan  first  for  her  he  quitted  Peg, 

Bat  what  adventures  more  befel  them. 
The  Muse  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them, 
How  Johimy  wbeedkd,  threaten'd,  fewn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  hsr  trinkets  pawn'd : 
How  oft'  she  broke  her  marriage  vows 
In  kindness  to  maintain  her  spouse, 
TtU  swains  unwholesome  spoil'd  the  trade  f 
For  now  the  suigeons  must  be  paid,  "* 

To  whom  those  perouisites  are  gone. 
In  Christian  justice  doe  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  scarce. 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  ferce. 
And  with  exact  poetic  jnsdce ; 
l^or  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hostess ; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar» 
Are  eat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


▲D  AMICOM  BKUDrruii 
THOMAM  SHERIDAN, 

nn. 

DsLicix  Sheridan  Musarum,  dulcis  amice. 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permessi  ad  flumen-  ApoUo 
Occurrat,  seu  te  mimum  convivia  rident, 
^uivoco«]ue  sales  spargis,  seu  ludere  verro 
Malles ;  die,  Sheridan,  quisnani  fuit  ille  deomm^ 
Quae  melior  nature  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 
Rimandi  genium  puerorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scnitandi  ?  Tibi  nasceuti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 
Astitit ;  &  dixit,  mentis  pracsaga  futurae, 
Ueu,  puer  infelix  I  nostro  sub  sidere  natus ; 
Nam  tn  pectus  eris  sine  corpore,  corporis  umbra; 
Sed  levitate  ambrain  superabis,  voce  cicadam : 
Musca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedil,  ardea  crura. 
Corpoie  sed  tenui  tibi  quod  natora  negavit. 
Hoc  animi  dotes  supplebunt;  teque  docente. 
Nee  longdm  tempos,  surget  tibi  docta  juveotus^ 
Artibus  «>gregiis  animas  instnicta  novellas. 
Grex  bine  Psonius  venit,  eece,  saliit{fer  oibi. 
Ast,  illi  causas  oraot ;  his  iosula  visa  est 
Divinam  capiti  nodo  constringere  mitram. 

Natalis  te  horas  non  fellunt  signa,  sed  usque 
Conscius,  expedias  puero  seu  IsDtus  Apollo 
Nascent!  arrisit ;  sive  ilium  frigidus  horror 
Satumi  premit,  aut  septem  inflavere  triones. 

Quin  tu  alt^  penitusqoe  Istentia  scmina  cemis, 
Qussqoe  diu  obtundendo  olim  sub  luminis  auras 
Emmpent,  prqmis ;  quo  ritu  saepd  puella 
Sub  cinere  hestemo  sopitos  suscitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnoscit  qaoconque  sub  aere  natus^ 
Quos  indulgentis  nimium  custodia  matris 
Pessuodat :  nam  ssBp^  vides  in  stipite  matrem. 

Aureus  at  ramus,  venerands  dona  Sybillas, 
jEnete  sedes  tantiim  patefectt  Avemus ; 
Sep^  puer  tna  qoem  tetigit  seme!  aurea  virga 
Goelumque  tcrrasque  videt,  noctemque  profuadam* 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


4M 


gmm  poiAMf. 


HaRj(^,  BOOK  rr.  ode  i x 

ADDRESSSDTO  ABP.  KlNO. 
1718. 

ViBTUs  coDceaVd  within  our  breast 

Is  inactivity  at  best : 

But  never  shall  the  Muse  cmduf« 

To  let  your  virtues  lie  obscure. 

Or  suffer  envy  to-conccal 

Your  labours  for  the  public  weaL 

Within  your  breast  all  wiMiuiu  lies^ 

Either  to  govern  or  advise ; 

Your  steady  soul  preserves  her  framft 

In  good  and  evil  times  the  s;^n^. 

Pale  avarice  and  lurking  (raud 

Stand  in  your  sacred  prjesence  aw'd  ,f 

Your  hand  alone  from  guld  abstains. 

Which  drags  the  slavish  world  in  chains. 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own, 
Whose  fortune  is  not  overgrown  ; 
And  happy  he,  who  wisely  knows 
To  use  the  gifts  that  Heaven  bestows  ; 
Or,  if  it  please  the  powers  divine, 
Can  sufler  want,  and  not  repme. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  shun, 
Into  the  arms  of  death  would  run, 
That  roan  js  r^y  to  defend 
With  life  his  country,  or  his  friend. 


TO  MR.  DELAyy, 

Hon  10, 1718. 


To  you,  wbose  virtnes,  I  must  own 
With  shame,  I  have  too  lately  knowa; 
To  yon,  by  art  and  nature  tangbt 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  sought, 
Had  not  ill  fate,  perverse  and  biind» 
"Plac'd  yoa  in  life  too  far  behind ; 
Or,  what  I  should  repine  at  more, 
BlacM  me  m  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  Muse  this  verse  bestows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  pnM  i 
No  thought,  no  fanoy,  no  sublime, 
JBut  simple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 

Talents  for  conrersation  fit, 
Are  ikumour,  breeding,  sense,  and  wit ; 
The  last,  as  boundless  as  the  wind, 
Is  well  concdvM,  though  not  deiin'dt 
For,  sure,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  trtb* 
Of  logic-mongers  can  deseribe  ; 
Here  nature  only  acts  her  part, 
UnhelpM  by  practice,  books,  or  art  x 
For  wit  and  humour  dififer  quite ; 
That  gives  surprise,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd,  grotesque,  and  wilt^ 
OnKf  by  affectation  spoiPd  : 
^Tis  ne%'er  by  invention  got. 
Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not 

Our  conversation  to  reftoe, 
Humour  and  ^it  must  both  combine :. 
From  both  we  learn  to  rally  well. 
Wherein  sometime  the  French  e»5eU 


Voitore,  m  rarioos  ligM,  Hipkifw 
That  irony  which  turns  to  pniie : 
His  genius  fint  found  oak  tile  tute 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  : 
He  flatters  with  pecnltar  dtr 
The  brave,  the  wKty,  and  tlie  fcir  f 
And  fools  would  fancy  he  i 
A  satire,  where  he  mert  co 

But,  as  a  poor  prMendiag  %ea«. 
Because  he  fain  woffM  make  ft4lK»» 
Nor  can  arrive  at  siWer  laoe. 
Takes  up  with  copper  m  the  ^vmz 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind. 
Whenever  they  would  bethmigktTftfiiM^ 
As  if  the  drfferencfr  lay  fllMtniM    , 
Twbct  niilWy  and  gross  flbUM^ 
To  show  their  pails  wlH  rmM  JBA4vt» 
Like  porters  o*er  a  pot  of  ttle* 
Such  is  that  cfen  ef  bui86enNi»tbetfi% 
Always  together  by  the  ean*; 
Shrewd  fellows  stad  arch  wags, « tribe 
That  meet  for  nothing  but  a  gtbe  ; 
Who  first  run  one  another  down. 
And  then  fall  foul  of  all  the  town ; 
Skiird  in  the  horse-langh  old  dry  nh. 
And  caird  by  excellenee  The  Club. 
1  mean  your  Butler,  Dawson,  Oir» 
All  special  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  ^'ickyus  ttoed 
Differ  as  little  in  their  braed  ; 
Nay,  Voiture  is  as  hke  Tom  Leigli 
As  rudeness  is  to  ttpaitce. 

If  what  you  sakl  I  wirii  mnpoke^ 
Twill  not  suflice  it  was  a  joke : 
Reproach  not,  though  in  jest,  a  friend 
For  those  defects  be  cannot  mend; 
His  lineage,  calling,  thepe,  or  eense. 
If  nam*d^with  scorn,  gives  just  offence. 

What  use  in  life  to  make  men  fvet. 
Part  in  worse  humour  than  they  OHt? 
Thus  all  society  is  lost. 
Men  laugh  at  one  another's  ooat  f 
And  half  the  company-  is  teat*d, 
That  came  together  to  be  pleas*d : 
For  all  buffoons  have  most  m  nem 
To  nleaae  themselves  by  vexing  yoi^ 

You  wonder  now  to  see  me  write 
So  gravely  on  a  sulject  light : 
Some  part  of  what  I  liere  design. 
Regards  a  friend  ^  of  yours  and  mine^ 
Who,  neither  void  of  sense  nor  wit. 
Yet  seldom  j^idges  what  is  fit. 
But  sallies  oft  beyond  his  bowids. 
And  takes  unmeasurable  rounds. 

\^n)en  jests  are  carried  en  too  far. 
And  tiie  loud  laugh  begins  the  war, 
You  keep  your  countenance  fir  shame^ 
Yet  still  you  think  your  friend  to  blame: 
For,  though  men  cry  they  kn>e  a  jest, 
^is  but  when  otben  stand  the  test} 
And  (would  yeu  hare  their  meudBg  hHHre) 
They  love  a  jest  that  b  their  own. 

You  must,  although  the  point  be-fBei# 
Bestow  your  fnend  sone  gpad  ads iee  a 
One  hint  from  you  will  itt  lam  wi^t^ 
And  teach  him  hoir  to  be  polite. 


1  Dr.Sh«id«ar 
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Bia  hll9»  llVe  ypq,  obsenre  with  care» 

Whom  to  be  hard  od,  whom  to  apare; 

^01  indistinctly  to  ftippOM 

All  sutgects  Liko  Dvi  Jacluoii's  nose  \ 

To  study  tlie  obligiog  jest^ 

By  reading  those  who  teach  it  best ; 

For  prose  I  recommend  Yoiture's* 

For  verse  (I  speak  ftsy  j^^djjment)  yours. 

He  *ll  find  the  secret  out  frc«m  tbence. 

To  rhyme  all  day  without  otfence  ^ 

And  I  no  more  shall  then  acc\ise 

The  flirts  of  his  ill-manRCT'd  Muse. 

If  be  be  f  oilty,  you  muist  mend  him  ^ 
U  be  be  innocQatydelead  bim« 


A  LErf-riANDED  LBTTEA 
'    TO  DR.  SHERIDAN  K     1718. 

Du^KT  report*  it,  and  he  has  a  shrewd  tongue, 
That  we  both  act  the  part  of  the  clown  and  cow-dung; 
We  lye  cramming^  ourselves,  and  arfi  ready  to  burst. 
Yet  still  are  do  wiser  than  we  weiv  at  tirst 
}%dei  /upcvpprobria,  I  freely  must  tell  ye, 
Et  did  potuiue,  et  non  potuiste  refeiii. 
Though  Delany  advisM  yoo  to  plague  me  no  longer, 
You  reply  and  njoin  like  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
I  must  now,  at  one  sitting,  pay  off  my  old  score ; 
Hofvr  many  to  answer }  One,  two,  three,  ibur. 
But,  because  the  three  former  are  long  ago  past, 
I  shall,  for  method  sake,  begin  with  the  last. 
You  treat  mc  like  a  boy  that  knopks  down  bis  foe, 
WhOy  ere  t*bther  gets  up,  demands  the  rising  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  on  the 

field, 
Would,  as  he  lay  under,  cry  out,  **  Sirrah  ?  yield. " 
So  the  Frencb,when  our  generals  soundly  did  pay 'em. 
Went  triumphant  to  church,  and  sang  stoutly  Te 

Deum. 
So  the  fiunous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  ran  agrouad, 
Gomes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  every  vile  pamphlet  you  Ml  read  the  same  fancies. 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  ow  further  advances. 
My  o&cs  of  peace  you  ill  understood : 
Friend  Sheridan,  when  will  you  know  your  own  good? 
Tsras  to  teach  you  in  modester  language  your  duty  j 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye ; 
As  a  good  quiet  soul,  who  no  mischief  intends 
To  a  quarrelsome  fellow,  cries,  **  let  us  be  friends." 
But  we  like  Antaeus  and  Hercules  fight ; 
The  oftener  you  foil,  the  oftener  you  write : 
And  1  '11  use  you  as  be  did  that  overgrown  clown, 
1  'II  firrt  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  tis  your  own  case,  for  yon  never  can  wound 
The  worst  dunee  in  your  school,  till  he  's  heav*d 

from  the  ground. 

I  beg  your  pardon  for  using  my  left-hand,  bat  I 
-  in  great  baste*  and  the  other  band  was  employ 

>  Which  was  alierwards  the  subject  of  several 
poems  by  Dr.  Swift  and^others. 

*■  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  lost,  by  the 
impossibility  oC  ptiiitiqg  it  left-handed  as  ^t  was 
vrritten* 


ed  at  the  same  time  m  writinip  some  letters  of  busi- 
ncES.— I  will  send  you  the  rest  when  1  have  leisures 
but  pray  come  to  <tianer  with  the  company  you 
mi:t  here  last* 


A  MOTTO 
FOR  Me.  JASON  HAfiARD^ 

WOOILBN    DRAPBK    W    BUSLlK ; 
WHOSE  SIGN  WAS  TllS  COLDSM-PLSBCS. 

Ja^oh,  the  valiant  priuce  of  (Sreece,    ^ 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  Fleeee  • 
We  comb  Cbe  wool,  refine  the  stuff. 
For  modern  Jason,  that  'a  enough. 
Oh  !  could  we  tame  yon  xcatchful  Dragon  ', 
Old  Jason  would  ha^'e  less  to  brag  on. 


T5 


DA.  SHERIDAN.  1718, 

WflATE*BK  your  predecessoiB  taught  us, 

I  have  a  great  esteem  for  Plautus ; 

And  think  your  boys  may  gather  thei^hcnce 

More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Terence. 

But  as  to  comic  Aristophanes, 

The  rogue  too  vicious  and  tod  prc^hane  is. 

I  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Hupolis  - 

Down  in  the  Strand  %  just  where  the  New  Pole  is  \ 

For  I  can  tell  you  one  tiling,  that  I  can 

(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican). 

He  and  Cratimis  us'd,  as  Horace  says. 

To  take  his  greatest  grandees  for  asses. 

Poets,  in  those  days,  usM  to  venture  high ; 

But  the^e  are  lost  ftill  many  a  century. 

Thus  you  may  see,  dear  friend,  ex  pede  hence. 

My  judgment  of  the  old  comedians 

Proceed  to  tragics :  first,  Euripides 
(An  author  where  I  sometimes  dip  a^^days) 
Is  rightly  censurM  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  says  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright 
A  firiend  of  mine  that  author  despises 
So  much,  he  swears  tlie  very  best  piece  is, 
For  aught  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Tbcspis^s  ; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  these  tragedies. 
Commonly  speaking,  but  a  sad  jade  is. 
At  least,  i  'm  well  assurM,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  iEschylus, 
Whose  moving  touches,  when  they  please,  kill  us. 

And  now  I  find  my  Muse  but  ill  able. 
To  hold  out  longer  in  trissyllable.     . 
I  chose  those  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty ; 
WiU  yoo  vetttra  as  hard  aaeb  if  I  call  t'ye  ? 


<  The  foot  may  be  true; 
le  SMM  Imahle.    Swift. 


but  the  rijysne  oast 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH^DAZ 

March    13,  1718-19. 


StSLtA  this  day  is  thirty-fbuc 
(We  sha*  n*t  dispute  a  year  or  more) : 
However,  Stella,  h6  not  trembled, 
Although  thy  size  and  3rears  are  doubled, 
Since  first  I  saw  thee  at  sixteen. 
The  brightest  virgin  on  the  green : 
8o  little  is  thy  form  deciin'd ; 
Made  up  so  laiqgely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  please  the  gods  to  spiii 
Thy  beauty;  size,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
Ko  age  oould  furnish  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  so  graceful,  wise,  and  fiur; 
With  half  the  lustre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  size. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  should  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  swain) 
To  split  my  worship  too  in  twain  ! 


DJL  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SfFlFT. 

1719. 

DsAE  Dean,  since  in  eruxet  and  punt  you  and  I  deal, 
Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  sieve  and  a  riddle  ? 
Tis  a  thought  that  came  intomy  noddle  this  morning. 
In  bed  as  I  lay,  sir,  a-tossing  and  turning. 
You  *11  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  histories. 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  mysteries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you  Ml  be  eager. 
And  make  every  one  of  the  sex  a  Belphegor. 
Bat  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them : 
I  swear  without  jest,  1  an  honour  intend  them. 
In  a  sieve,  sir,  their  antient  extraction  I  quite  tell, 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  told  you  before :  do  you  know  what  1  mean,  sir  ? 
"  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  sir."— Then  read  it  again,  sir. 
The  reason  I  send  you  these  lines  of  rhymes  double, 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  save  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  last ; 
When  your  Pegasus  canter'd  it  triple,  and  rid  fast. 

As  for  my  little  nag,  which  1  keep  at  Parnassus, 
With  Phoebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  asses. 
He  goes  flow  and  sure,  and  he  never  is  jaded, 
While  your  fiery  stc«d  k  whipped,  spurr'd,  bas- 


TBE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

In  reading  your  letter  alone  itt  my  hackney. 
Your  dWnuiable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  i«ck  nigh. 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
1  found  you  mistaken  in  matter  of  foct. 

A  woman 's  no  sieve  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
l^ecause  fibe  lets  out  more  than  e'er  she  takes  in. 
And  that  she's  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right. 
For  a  riddle  is  daric,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
But,  grant  her  a  sieve,  I  can  say  something  archer: 
Pray  what  is  a  roan  ?  he 's  a  fine  Ihwn  teareher. 
'  Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wanU  inteipretatbn, 
IS  bat  name  for  a  maid,  was  the  first  man's  dam- 
■ati«B? 


If  your  worship  will  pleaseio  eiqptam  me  this  r«kr 
I  swearfrom  hence  fonvard  you  shall  bemy  Pboeboi  ^ 

From  my  hackney-coach,  9e|^  II, 
1719,  past  12  at  nooo. 


STELLA'S  BlRTH'DAY.  1780. 

All  travellers  at  first  incline 

Where^'er.  ttiey  see  Ihe  foirest  sign  ; 

And,  if  th^  find  the  chambers  neat. 

And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 

Will  calf  agam,  and  recommend 

The  Angel-inn  to  every  firieod. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd. 

The  house  will  never  loee  its  trade : 

Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster  Tboma* 

Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us. 

As  fine  as  daubers'  haacls  can  make  it. 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it. 

We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  case  in  dad. 
An  angeVs  fiice  a  little  crack'd 
(Could  poets  or  could  punters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty  six) : 
This  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  on  angePi  mind  ; 
And  every  virlue  now  supplies 
The  feinting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  swains. 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense; 
And  puts  them  but  to  small  expense  ; 
Their  miiid  so  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  such  reasonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  she  gives. 
We  really  wondei*  how  she  lives  1 
And,  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 
She  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  catf  think  we  'U  quit  the  plaec^ 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head. 
With  scraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-six  and  tliirty-eight; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandal-picking. 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  ionuendos,  when  you  tell  us, 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows : 
And  let  me  Warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  soul  should  grieiej 
That,  should  you  li%'e  to  see  the  day 
When  Stella's  locks  most  all  be  g^y, 
When  age  must  print  a  furrow'd  trace 
On  every  feature  of  her  fece ; 
Though  3^uu,  and  all  your  senseless  trilie, 
Gould  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bifte. 
To  make  you  look  like  beauty's  queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 
No.  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 
All  men  of  sense  will  pass  jroor  door» 
And  crowd  to  Stella's  at  founcoie. 

>  Fir  Gin,  Mian-trap. 
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TO  STELLA, 


WIO  COLLXCnO  AVD  TRAHSCKIBBD  Hit 

roxMf.     1720. 

At,  w£en  a  lofty  pQe  is  raisM, 

We  nerer  hear  the  workmen  prab'd. 

Who  hring  the  lime,  or  place  the  stones ; 

fiat  all  admire  Inigo  Jones  : 

So,  if  this  pile  of  seatter'd  liiymes 

Should  be  sqpprov'd  in  after-times  ; 

If  it  both  pleases  and  endures, 

The  merit  and  the  praise  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young. 
When  ftrst  for  thee  my  harp  was  strung, 
Withont  one  woid  of  Onpid's  darts. 
Of  IdUiqg  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts : 
With  frendship  and  esteem  possest, 
I  ne'er  admitted  love  a  guest. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  bfe,     ^ 
The  friend,  the  mistress,  and  the  wife, 
Vsriety  we  still  pnryue, 
In  pleasure  seek  for  something  new ; 
Or  else,  comparing  with  the  rest, 
Tdte  comfort,  that  our  own  is  best; 
The  best  we  ^ue  by  the  worst, 
(As  trsdesmen  show  their  trash  at  firrt) : 
Bat  his  pursoits  were  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  chooses  for  a  friend, 

A  poet  starring  in  a  garret, 
Conning  all  topics  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  mistress  and  his  Muse, 
And  stays  at  home  for  want  of  shoes : 
Should  bat  his  Muse  descending  drop 
A  slice  of  bread  anid  mutton-chop ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit 's  out, 
Surprise  him,  with  a  ^nt  of  stout ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  stocking-soals, 
Or  lead  him  in  a  peck  of  coals ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind, 
He  flies,  and  leaires  the  stars  behind  ; 
Coaats  all  his  labours  amply  paid, 
Adores  her  for  the  tunely  aid. 

Or,  shonld  a  porter  make  inquN-Tes 
For  Chloe,  Sylvw,  Phyllis,  Iris ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  sign. 
The  bowers  that  hold  those  nymphs  divine ; 
Fsir  Chloe  would  perhaps  be  found 
With  footmen  tippling  under  ground ; 
The  charmmg  SyWia  beating  flax, 
Her  shoulders  mark  d  with  bloody  ti-ntrks ; 
Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  smocks ; 
And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 
These  are  the  goddesses  enrotPd 
lo  Corirs  collection,  new  and  old, 
Whose  sconndrel  fathers  would  not  know  *em. 
If  they  shonld  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  depress  and  raise, 
Ave  lords  of -infomy  and  praise ; 
They  are  not  scurrilous  in  satire, 
Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 
Vojustly  ppets  we  nqperse ; 
Troth  shines  the  brighter  clad  in  verse ; 
And  all  the  fictions  they  pursue. 
Bo  but  insiniiate  what  is  true. 

Now,  should  my  praises  owe  their  truth 
To  beauty,  drem,  or  paint,  or  youth. 
What  Stoics  call  wUkoui  our  power. 
They  could  not  be  inmr'd  an  hour : 


Twere  grafting  on  an  annnal  8to<^ 
That  must  our  expectation  mock. 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  shoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root :  ' 
Before  I  could  my  verses  bring. 
Perhaps  you  're  quite  another  thing. 

So  MsBvius,  when  he  drain*d  his  skull 
To  celebrate  some  suburb  trull. 
His  similies  in  order  set, 
And  every  crambo  he  could  get. 
Had  gone  through  all  the  common-places 
Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  fiuses : 
Before  he  could  his  poem  close. 
The  lovely  nymph  bad  lost  her  noic. 

Your  virtues  safely  I  commend  ; 
They  on  no  accidents  depend : 
Let  malice  lock  with  all  her  eyes, 
She  dares  not  say  the  poet  lyes. 

Stella,  when  you  these  lines  transciibe. 
Lest  you  should  take  them  for  a  bribi^ 
Resolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I  Ml  herv  escpose^your  weaker  side. 

Your  spirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov*d  with  the  lightest  touch  of  blame  } 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindness  tries 
To  show  3roa  where  yonr  errour  lies. 
Conviction  does  but  more  incense ; 
Perverseness  is  yonr  whole  defence  ; 
Troth,  judgment,  wit,  give  place  to  apight, 
Regardlessbothof  wrong  and  right;        * 
Your  virtues  all  suspended  wait 
Till  time  hath  opened  reason's  gate ; 
And,  what  is  worse,  your  passion  bends 
Its  force  against  your  nearest  friends, 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide : 
In  vain  ;  for,  see,  your  friend  hath  brooght 
To  public  light  your  only  fault; 
And  yet  a  foult  we  often  find 
MJx'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind; 
And  may  compare  to  .£tna's  fire. 
Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire ; 
The  heat,  that  majtes  the  summit  glow. 
Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 
Those  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 
From  Phoebus'  rays  they  suffer  pain. 
Must  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 
By  generous  wioes  beneath  a  shade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  passions  rise. 
And  anger  sparkling  in  your  eyes, 
]  grieve  those  spirits  »hou«d  be  spent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  passion  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  bum : 
So  the  Sun*s  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquors  sours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  possest 
By  Pallas  breathed  into  his  breast. 
His  ^-alour  would  no  more  employ. 
Which  mi;;ht  i  luae  have  conquered  Troy; 
But,  blinded  by  resentment,  seeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks* 

Yon  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  stagnating  preserves  the  flood. 
Which  thus  fermenting  by  degrees 
Exalts  the  sp  rits,  sinks  the  lees. 

Stelb,  for  once  you  reason  wrong ; 
For,  should  this  ferment  last  too  long^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


409 

By  time  rabsidit^  to«  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind ; 
From  passion  you  may  then  be  freed. 
When  peevishness  and  spleen  succeed. 

Say,  Stella  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  strictfy  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  you  l^t  these  reproaches  stand. 
And  to  your  failing  set  your  hand  I 
Or,  if  these  lines  yoiir  anger  fire, 
Shall  they  in  baser  flames  6xpii«  ? 
Whene'er  they  burq,  if  bum  they  xatxsL, 
They  '11  prove  my  aceusatioojust. 


SWIFTS  POEMS. 


TO  STBLLA, 

FwiTiNG  MS  I*  m  sici^-Bft,    1720  K 

Pallas,  oAiervinirdwHte's  trit 
Was  more  than  for  her  seit  was  ftf. 
And  that  her  beauty,  aoon  or  Jate, 
Might  breed  confasion-  i»  the  state, 
lu  high  concern  for  hnman-kind, 
^ix'd  horumr  Jn  her  infint  mind. 

But  (not  in  wrangBngs  ta  engage 
With  such  a  sjjopid  vicions  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  ^ilne, 
It  ansu'ers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  lilsl  the  body  warms. 
And,  scholars  feaeb,  the  soul  informs ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole, 
Aiid  is  the  spirit  of  the  soul. 

Those  numerous  Tnrtues  which  the  trib* 
Of  tedious  moralists  describe. 
And  by  such  various  titles  call, 
True  honour  comprehinds  them  alL 
Let  melbnuhtfry  rule  sopremc, 
("holer  preside,  or  Wood,  or  pblegm, 
It  makes  no  diifcrence  in  the' case, 
Nor  IS  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  lest  we  should  for  honour  take 
T1ie  druinken  quarrels  of  a  rake  ; 
Or  think  it  seated  in  a  scar. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car, 
<>r  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lose  with  aharpers  at  pioqnet  ; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  vocation 
X<eeps  punctuaV  to  an  assignation ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lordship  swears. 
When  ^-uJgar  knaves  would  lose  their  cars; 
Let  Stelia*s  fair  example  preach 
A  lesson  she  alone  can  teachl 
In  points  of  honour  to  be  try'd. 

All  passions  must  be  laid  aside ; 

Ask  no  advice,  but  think  alone ; 

Suppose  the  question  not  your  own. 

IJow  shall  I  act  >  is  not  the  case  • 

But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  ? 

In  such  a  case  would  Cato  bleed  ? 

And  how  ^rould  Socrates  proceed  ? 
Drive  all  objections  from  your  mind, 

Else  you  relapse  to  human-khid  : 

Ambition,  avarice,  and  lust, 

And  factious  rage,  and  breach  of  trust. 

And  flattery  tipt  with  nauseous  fleer. 

And  gmlty  shame,  and  servile  fear, 

1  gee  UieiFtfRbs  o^  her  Birth-day,  1723^, 


£nyy,  and  cruelty,  and  pxide. 
Will  in  your  tainted  h6art  presiifew 

Herees  and  bafiaimt^  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  enroird 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  skies, 
To  which  (though  late)  shall  Stella  nse. 
Ten  thousand  oaths  ikpon  record 
Are  not  so  sacred  as  her  word  : 
The  worUf  shall  in  its  atoms  end. 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  seated  in  her  breast 
She  still  determines  what  is  best : 
What  iadignatmn  in  her  mind 
Against  inslavers  of  mankind  ! 
Base  kings,  aiod  minister  of  staCg 
Eternal  objects  of  her  hate  ! 

She  thinks  that  Nature  neV  doTlgh'd 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  sex  adorn. 
Which  most  exposes  ours  to  scorn  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appealA 
In  FlorimePs  afiected  fears; 
For  Stella  never  leam'd  the  art 
At  proper  timc^  to  scream  and  start  j 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  house  at  ni^t^ 
And  swears  she  saw  a  thing  in  whit^ 
Dull  never  flics  to  ctit  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  fecc, 
Because  she  heard  a  sodden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence  ' 
Proceeds  that  fiind  of  wit  and  sense  j 
"WTiich,  though  her  modesty  would  shroud^ 
Breaks  like  the  Sun  behind  a  cloud  j 
While  gracefubess  its  art  conceals. 
And  yet  through  every  motion  stealai 
Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind, 
And,  forming  you,  mistook  your  kind  ? 
No ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  stole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  soul ; 
Then,  to  comjplete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 
How  would  ingratitude  delight, 
And  how  would  censure  glut  her  spight. 
If  I  should  Stella's  kindness  hide 
In  silence,  or  forget  with  pride  ! 
When  on  my  sickly  couch  I  lay. 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day,  "^ 
Lamenting  in  unmaidy  strams,  ^ 
Call'd  every  power  to  case  my  pains  ; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
With  cheerful  faxse  and  inward  grief; 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  severe  decree 
She  suffers  hourly  more  than  me. 
No  cruel  master  could  require. 
From  slaves  emplc^d  for  daily  hire, 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendship  warmed. 
With  vigour  and  delight  perform*d : 
My  sinkiug  spirits  now  supplies 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes  ; 
Now  with  a  soft  and  silent  tread 
Unheard  she  moves  about  my  bed. 
I  see  her  taste  each  nauseous  diaugjbtj 
And  80  obU^fin^y  am  caught, 
I  bless  the  hand  from  whence  they  cane. 
Nor  dare  distort  my  &0e  fbr  shame. 
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Be^t  pattern  ef  tnie  friends  !  beware : 
Y*  pft^  too  rfewrly  for  year  c\«re, 
H,  white  yoor  fiCtadf^rneM  secut^ 
My  life,  ?t  must  eoftknigef  yoitrv; 
for  MMh  «  foot  was  Aever  foiM»f, 
Who  pulKd  a  p&laceto  tlie  grmind^ 
(Mf  «o  have  the  mills  rtiade 
Uatenab  for  an-  hooM  decayed. 


fffUfl*'! 


«rt  THA  MAVH  OF  DBHA^  THft  V«tf«W-; 
irB<^  •WD  YIW  0TA  OV  i91«T,  l''^9(K 

Kmm«U  tmm  kif  Ikef  prewOi^  Deatfe  tlie  tamer 
By  Marff^ff  hatfei  etcuv'd  Ibe  eor^ae  •{  Deowr  s 
Nor  can /our  hundred  tftofuand  sterlltig  pound 
BediWi  hna  IrdM  hi*  piiffo»  tinder  grouodr 
Hiakeiia  iM^hl  wail^  off  aU  his  weaUh  pones'^ 
Bestow,  tp  hatf  him,  one  mm  chest 
Piutus,  the  9ad  of  wealth,  witt  joy  t»  know 
His  faithful  steward  in  the  sfaadefr  hokiw. 
He  walk'd  the  streets^  and  wore  a  tiireadbave  oloak ; 
He  dia'd  andi  supp'd  at  charge  of  ol^er  folk  : 
And  by  his  looksy  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 
He  vi^ht  be  thought  an  object  fit  for  alma. 
So,  to  the  poor  if  he  rsfus  d  his  pelf. 
He  us*d  them  Ml  aa  kindly  as  hims^. 

Wbeie'er  he  went,  he  never  taar  bis  Utiert  i 
Lords,  kmghtt,  uoAsgiaret^  were  all  his  bnnible 
iUid  under  hand  and  jee/  the  Irish  natian  [debtors; 
W^eie  foro'd  to  o«rn  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  boug^, 
tn  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  expert  from  the  coffin  could  not  save, 
Kor  all  his  inierett  keep  him  from  the  grave. 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 
Becaoae  we  wish  the  earth  upon  him  light 

Oh  London  Uvem  ^ !  thou  hast  lost  a  firiend, 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne*er  did  farthing  spend: 
He  touched  the  pence,  when  others  HMch*d  the  p&t ; 
The  iiaiid4hat  sign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  shot 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  disease 
On  Mm  conid  ever  boast  a  power  to  seite ; 
'*  2  But,  as  he  weigh  d  his  gold,  grim  Death  in  sptght 
Cast-in  his  dart|  ^Rliich  made  three  raoidores  light; 
And,  as  he  saw  his  darling  money  foil, 
Blew  his  last  bceath,  to  smk  the  lighter  scale." 
He  who  so  kng  was  current,  twouM  be  strange 
If  he  shottid  now  be  cry'd  down  smce  his  change. 
'  The  texton  shaH  green  sods  00  thee  bestow ; 
Alas,  the  sexton  w  thy  banker  now ! 
A  dismal  banker  must  that  banker  be. 
Who  gives  w>  bilis  but  of  mortality. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  MJSKR. 

Bs.NSATS  this  verdant  hillock  lies 
Demar  the  wealihy  and  th6  veise,  ' 
His  keirt,  that  he  might  safely  rfest. 
Have  pot  his  carcase'  iA  S* chest; 
The  very  cA«#i  m  wbich^  they  Af^ 
Umother  self,  his  money,  ky. 

1 A  tavern  hi  Dublin,  where  Dettunrkept  his  office* 
^  Ihese  four  lines  were  writen  by  Stella. 


And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  setfhd  left  behind, 
I  dare  beli^'e,  that  four  in  five 
Win  thhik  hl$  hefl^r  Aa/^alhre. 


TO  MRS.  HOUGHTOH  OF  BORiftamT, 
VPON  PRAi»»M«  itaa  ttDSBAMn  To^na^  swifr* 

Yoo  afways  ai^  making  a  god  of  your  spouse  ^ 
But  this  neither  reason  nor  conscience  allows : 
Perhaps  you  will  say,  'tis  in  gratitude  due. 
And  you  adore  him,-  because  he  adores  you.. 
Vour  argument's  weaky^  and  so  you  wiU  find; 
F<Qir  you,  by  Chis  rule,  most  adore  all  mankkkL 


VERSES  ftRinrEN  o-fr  a  frrnf^K 

AX  ttti  MUirav  Mesa,  st.  pAf«ic*K'»; 

Aaa  the  ^aesto  etf  this  house  stai<daonMp  to  be 
eheated?  [betMiited: 

Sure,  the  Fates  have  decveed  they  by  hah«i  shoukl 
In  the  days  of  good  John  ^  if  you  came  here  hydine. 
You  had  choioe  of  good  meat,  but  no»  choice-  of  good 
In  Jonathan's  rei<m>if  you  come hei^ to' eat,  [wfaie. 
You  have  choice  of  good  wine,  hot  no-bhtikseof  good 

meat 
Ob,  Jove !  then  how  fully  might  all  iktea  he  bleBt,^ 
Would'st  thou  hut  agree  to  this  biunhle  lisquest ! 
Put  tioth  deans  in  one ;  or,  if  that's  too'much  trouble^ 
Instead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 


ON  ANOTHER  fVINDOJTK 

A  BAftD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  spirit  bestow'cf. 
Resolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confessing. 
And  making  the  most  of  so  mighty  a  blessing : 
To  the  god  he'd  be  gratefol  -,  but  mortals  he'd  choose; 
By  making  his  patron  prei^e  hi  his  house ; 
And  wisely  foresaw  this  advantage  from  theihoe. 
That  the  god  would   in  honour  bear    most    of 

th'  egpense : 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,and  leaves  Phcebus  to  treat 
With  the  thoughts  he  hispires,  regardless  of  meat 
Hence  they  that  come  hither, expecting  to  dine, 
Ane  always  fobbed  off  with  sheer  wit  and  sheer  wine. 


APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN, 

1720. 

RiGflT  trusty,  and  so  forth^-we  let  yoo  to  kaotr 
We  are  very  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  below. 
For,  first,  I  have  often  by  ehcmisis  been  toM, 
Though  I  know  nothing  on  %  it  is  I  that  make  gold^ 
Which  when  yoo  have  got,  yom  so  earefnily  hide  it^ 
That»  since  1  was  bora,  I  hanily  hwre  spy'd  it 
Then  it  Must  be  allowed,  that,  whenever  I  sfasiie, 
i  forward  the  grass,  and  I  ripen  the  vine; 

1  Dean  Storae  was  dtstfagmshed  ftnrhishospitalit]|!> 
s  By  Dr.  Delany,  m  conjunction  with  StcIU. 
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SWPTS  POEMS. 


To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  fbr  relief. 

Without  whom  they  could  get  neither  elaretnor  he^i 

Yet  their  wine  and  their  victuals  these  curmudgeon 

lubbards 
Lock  up  from  my  sight  in  cellars  and  cupboards. 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think, 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  sour  all  their  drink. 
But,  thirdly  and  lastly,  it  must  be  allow*d,  ^ 
I  alone  can  inspire  the  poetical  crowd : 
This  is  gratefully  own*d  by  each  boy  in  the  college, 
Whom  if  I  inspire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  every  pretender  to  rhyme  will  admit. 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgment  or  wit. 
These  gentlenen  use  me  with  kindness  and  Aneedom  i 
And  as  tor  their  works,  when  I  please  I  may  read  'em : 
They  lie  open  on  purpose  on  counters  and  stalls ; 
^(knd  the  titles  1  tiew,  when  I  shine  on  the  walk. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Whom  1  for  your  sake  love  better  than  any. 
And,  of  my  mere  motion  and  sfecial  good  grace. 
Intended  in  time  to  sucoeed  m  your  plnoe^ 
On  Tuesday  the  tenth  seditiously  came 
With  a  certain  faJse  traitress,  one  Stella  by  name. 
To  the  deanry  house,  and  on  the  north  glass. 
Where  fbr  fear  of  the  cold  I  never  can  pass, 
Then  and  there,  v\  ^  ormif,  with  a  cmtain  utensil, 
Of  value  five  shillings,  in  English  a  pencil. 
Did  maliciously,  felsely,  and  traitennisly  write, 
While  Stella  aforesaid  stood  by  with  a  light. 
My  sister  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath, 
That  she  stopt  in  her  course  to  look  at  them  both : 
That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting*  and  aiding; 
^nd  still,  as  he  writ,  stood  smiling  and  reading: 
That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myself  at  noon-day, 
But  her  gracefiil  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with 
And  by  &e  description  I  certainly  know,      [grey ; 
*Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  some  ten  years  ago ; 
ll'hom  when  I  with  the  bett  of  my  talents  endued 
On  her  promise  of  yielduig,  she  acted  the  prude : 
That  some  verses  were  writ  with  felonious  intent. 
Direct  to  the  north,  where  I  never  yet  went : 
Tl)at  the  letters  appeared  revers'd  through  the  pane, 
But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  piac*d  right 
>^'herein  she  distinctly  could  read  every  line,  [again: 
And  presently  gutss  that  the  fancy  \\?.s  mine. 
•She  can  swear  to  tlie  person  whom  oft  she  has  seen 
At  night  between  Ca van  Street  and  College  Green. 
Now  you  see  why  his  verses  so  selclom  are  sliown  i 
The  reason  is  plain,  tbcy  are  none  of  his  onn  ^ 
,   And  obser\-e  while  you  live,  ibiit  no  mau  is  fhy 
To  discover  the  goods  be  came  honestly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  steal  it, 
And,  whew  be  has  got  it,  finds  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark, 
There's  scarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark  j 
And  let  them  be  seen  by  the  world  if  he  dare. 
I  'II  make.it  appear  that  they  're  all  stolen  ware. 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  sash, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  la^h ; 
My  sister  transcrib'd  it  last  night  to  his  sorrow, 
And  the  public  shall  see  't,  if  I  live  till  tomorrow. 
Through  the  zodiac  around,  it  shall  quickly  be  spread 
In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refusal. 
When  he  ask'd  foe  my  aid  in.  the  forms  that  are 
But  the  secret  is  this ;  I  did  lately  intend    [usual : 
To  write  a  few  verses  on  you,  as  my  friend : 
1  studied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  Hjde  in  my  chariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind. 


And  resolv'd  the  next  wioCer  (for  that  is  my  time^ 
When  the  days  m.  at  shortest)  to  get  it  m  ihyne ; 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  m  my  boK  at  Pamassiis; 
When  that  subtle  companion,  in  hopes  to  snipasi  os. 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 
(For  I  think  in  my  consdenoe  he  deals  with  Old  Kick) 
And,  from  my  own  stock  provided  with  tofacs, 
He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropics  ! 
There  out  of  my  sigfa}^  just  agahist  the  lurrth  zone. 
Writes  down  my  conceits,and  then  calls  them  hisowa; 
And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  swalldw: 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treason  by  statute !  yet  hers  yon  oljeet. 
He  only  stole  hints,  but  the  vene  is  oorreot; 
Though  the  thought  be  ApoUo's,  tis  findy  expieasM ; 
So  a  thief  steals  my  horse  and  has  him  well  dressU 
Now,  whereas  the  sad  crimmal  seemt  pait  npeokp 

apce. 
We  Phosbus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  his  lenteaee. 
Since  Delany  has  dar*d,  like  Prametfaaos,  his  aire, 
To  climb  to  our  regwn,  and  thence  to  steal  fire; 
We  order  a  vulture,  in  shape  of  the  qdeen. 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  seen. 
And  we  order  our  sutgects  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verses  were  written  by  me  ; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  highest  displeasure. 
To  call  nothing  his  hut  the  rhyme  and  the  moasuic^ 
And  lastly,  for  Stella,  just  oat  of  her  prime, 
I  'm  too  much  revenged  ahready  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  scorn,  I  send  her  diseases. 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  she  pleaaes : 
And  the  gifb  I  bestow'd  her  wi)l  find  her  a  lover. 
Though  she  lives  to  be  grey  as  a  badger  all  oiver. 


KEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS, 


BY  DR.   DBLANY. 


Pakkassub,  February  the  twenty-seventh. 
The  poets  assembled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
Conven'd  by  Apolk>,  who  gave  them  to  kno^. 
He  *d  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  empire  below ; 
But  declar'd  that  no  bard  should  this  honour  inherit. 
Till  the  rest  had  agreed  he  surpass'd  them  in  merit 
Now  this,  you  'II  allow,  was  a  difficult  caae. 
For  each  l»rd  bellev'd  be  'd  a  right  to  the  place ; 
So  finding  th'  assembly  grow  warm  in  debate. 
He  put  tliem  in  mind  of  bis  Phaeton's  fate : 
Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpose;  disputes  higher  toae, 
Scarce  Phoebus  himself  could  their  quarrels  corn- 
Till  at  length  be  determined  that  every  bard  [pose; 
Should  (each  in  bis  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

First,  one  who  bellev'd  he  eiccell'd  in  tranilatioa. 
Founds  bis  claim  on  the  doctrine  of  man's  tiansmi- 

gration: 
"  Since  the  soul  of  great  Biiltoo  was  given  tome, 
I  hope  the  eonventkn  will  quickly  agree." 
Agree!"  quoth  Apolk>:  «  from  whence  is  thb  fool? 
Is  be  just  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at  school? 
Be  gone  I  sir,  you  've  got  your  subscriptioos  in  time, 
And  given  hi  return  nehher  reason  nor  rhyme." 
To  the  next,  says  the  god,  "  Though  now  I  wont 

chuseyou, 
I  '11  tell  you  the  f«asoo  for  which  I  refuse  you : 
Love's  goddess  has  oft' to  her  parents  oompUnM 
Of  my  fiivouring  a  bard  who  her  empire  disdain'd; 
That,  at  my  instigation,  a  poem  you  writ,       [wit ; 
Which  td  beauty  and  youth  preferred  judgaeot  sii4 
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thattomakeyoaalaiireat*  I  gave  the  fint  voioey 
lopiriBg  the  Bntou  i'  approve  of  my  choice. 
Jove  tent  her  to  me,  her  power  to  try  j 
The  goddea  of  beauty  what  god  can  deny? 
She  foiirids  your  preferment;  I  grant  her  desirBi 
Appeaae  the  fair  godde*;    you  then  may  riie 
higher.**  [«»«r» 

The  next  that  appeared  had  good  hopes  of  iocoeed- 
fiK  be  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding. 
Twas  wise  m  the  Britons  no  flsivour  to  show  him, 
Be  else  might  expect  they  should  pay  what  they 

owe  him. 
And  therefore  they  prudently  chose  to  discard 
The  patriot,  whose  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  god,  with  a  smile,  bad  his  favourite  advance, 
•*  You  were  sent  by  Astrsea  her  envoy  to  Fhmce : 
Yoa  bent  your  ambition  to  rise  in  the  state; 
I  lefose  you  because  you  could  stoop  to  be  great'* 

Then  a  bard  who  had  been  a  snopessfui  transla^ 
"  The  convenlBon  allows  me  a  versificator.*'  [tor. 
Says  Apollo,  «•  You  mention  the  least  of  your 

merit; 
By  your  works  ft  appears  you  have  much  of  lAy  spi  nt 

i  esteem  you  so  well,  that,  to  tell  you  the  truth. 
The  greatest  otjection  against  you  's  your  youth : 
Tlwi  be  not  oonoem'd  you  are  now  laid  aside ; 
If  you  live,  you  shall  certainly  one  day  preside.'' 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
'*  Twas  I  taught  your  subjects  to  walk  through  the 
streets.*'  V^^  '• 

"  Yon  Unght  them  to  walk  !  why,.they  knew  it  he- 
Bat  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teacb  them  to  joar. 
Whenever  he  claims,  tis  his  right,  I  'II  confess^ 
Who  lately  attempted  my  style  with  success; 
Wbo  writes  like  Apollo  has  most  of  his  spirit, 
And  therefore  tis  just  I  distinguish  his  merit ; 
Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  be  has  writ. 
His  judgment  akxie  can  set  bounds  to  his  wit ; 
like  Virgil  correct,  vrith  his  own  native  ease. 
Bat  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praise ; 
yfhn  admhes  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their  dne, 
YH  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new ; 
Though  none  with  moreease  theirdeptbs  can  explore, 
Yet  whatever  he  wante  he  takes  from  my  store : 
Tbon^  I  'm  fond  of  bis  virtues,  his  pride  I  catt  see. 
In  scorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me ; 
It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 
Enli^iten  the  worW  by  reflecting  my  rays."  [dnft: 

This  said,  the  whole  audience  soon  found  out  his 
The  convention  was  summon-d  in  favour  of  Swift. 
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Thb  boldencroachers  on  the  deep 

Gain  by  degrees  huge  tracts  of  land. 
Till  Neptune,  witfaone  general  sweep. 

Turns  all  again  to  barren  strand. 
The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  said  to  represent  the  seas  ; 
Which^  breakmg  bankers  and  the  banks. 

Resume  their  own  whene'er  they  please. 
Honey,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation, 

Conupts  and  stagnates  in  the  veinit 
Unlets  a  proper  arailaium 

Its  motion  and  its  heat  maintains. 


Because  tir  2ofK%  not  to  pay^ 

Stuakers  and  aJdermen  in  state 

ISke peers  have  levees  every  day* 

Ofduns  attending  at  their  gate. 

We  want  our  money  on  the  nait  ; 

The  banker  's  ruin'd  if  he  pays : 

They  seem  to  act  an  ancienft  tale  ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  strip  the  >ay<. 
«  Riches,*'  the  wisest  monarch  sings, 

«  Make  pinions  for  themselves  to  fly:" 
They  fly  like  bats  on  parchment  wmgs. 

And  geese  their  stiver  plumes  supply. 
No  money  left  for  squandering  heirs ! 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  faito  debtors : 
The  wish  of  Nero  now  is  theirs, 

"  That  they  had  never  known  their  letten." 
Conceive  the  works  of  midnight  hags. 

Tormenting  fools  behind  their  backs : 
Thus  bankers  o'er  their  hills  and  bags 

Sit  squeezing  imagef  of  wax. 
Conceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke; 

The  witches  left  in  open  air. 
With  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

£]^'d  with  all  their  magic  wan; 
So  powerful  are  a  banker's  bills. 

Where  creditors  jdemand  their  doe; 
They  break  up  counters,  doors,  and  tills. 

And  leave  the  empty  chesU  in  view. 
Thus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  of  goU  and  Hell, 
Unable  to  endure  the  sight. 

He  hides  within  his  darkest  celU 
As  when  a  conjurer  takes  a  lease 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  yean. 
The  tenant 's  in  a  dismal  case. 

Whene'er  the  bloody  bond  appears. 
A  baited  banker  thus  desponds, 

FrxHn  his  own  hand  foresees  his  fall ; 
They  have  his  soul,  who  have  his  bonds; 

Tis  like  the  writing  on  the  waU. 
How  will  the  caitiflf  wretch  be  scar'd. 

When  first  he  finds  himself  awake 
At  the  last  trumpet  unprepar'd. 

And  all  his  grand  account  to  make ! 
For  in  that  universal  call         ^ 

Few  bankers  will  to  Heaven  be  mounters; 
They  Ml  cry,  "  Ye  shops,  npou  us  fall ! 

Conceal  ajid  cover  us,  ye  counters !" 
When  other  hands  the  scales  shall  hold. 

And  they  in  men  and  angels*  tight 
Produc  d  with  all  their  bills  and  gokl, 

**  Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  and  firand  lightl"" 


DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IRISH  FEAST, 

TRAVSLATXn  ALMOST  trTERALLY    OQT   OF    THB    Oil- 
OflfAL  muH.      1720. 

Oaovax's  noUe  fare  will  ne'er  be  jforgot. 

By  those  who  were  there,  or  those  who  were  not 

His  revels  to  keep,  we  sup  and  we  dine 

On  seven  score  sheep,  fat  buUocks,  and  awine* 
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Utyuebaugh  to  our  feut  in  ymls  was  brought  up. 
An  hundred  at  leasts  aad  a  ttiadb«r  *'  our  cup, 
O  there  is  the  sport !  we  ride  WitH  the  light 
In  disorderly  sort  frt5m  aioritag  sill  night 

0  how  was  £  trick'd :  my  pipe  it  Wai*  broke, 
My  pocket  was  piek*^,  h  IbsPtoy  nei^  dloakv 

1  'm  rifled,  quotH  Nell,  of  ibatittl!  and  ken^hel*  <  • 
Why  then  fore  theiii»wfell,  tbe  deVi  take  Ae  se«rtfher 
Come,  harper  Sttrllte  upj:  hut,  Bm,  by  y^xu  favour' 
Boy,  give  us  a  oup":  iMi<(  this  has  somr^vonv. 
Orourk»8  jtflly  boyir  m>w  dreamt  of  tiie  matter. 
Till,  rous'd  by  the  nnisa  and  nmioatclalfler,. 
They  bounce  from  their  ne8t,.tto  loogtor  will  tanv 
They  rise  ready  drest,  without  one  tm^marjf.        ' 
They  dance  in  a  round,  cutting  capers  and  rampiiK : 
A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  buret  wiUi  their  stamp* 
The  floor  m  all  wet  i^ith  leapsand with  jumps,  fioji. 
While  Ae  water  and  sweat  splish-splash  in  their 

pumpsi 
Bless  you  late  and  ekrty,  Eattwhlitt  O'fiiiagin  f 
By  my  hand  3  yott  dance  rarely,  Mkrgery  Qrinagiu. 
^  Bnng  straw  for  our  bed',  shatarie  dOTita  to  the  feet. 
Then  over  iie>  spread^  the  whUMMidf  sheet : 
To  show  I  don't  flinchvfiM  tin  boiil  ut^  ag«in; 
Then  give  us  Oiikiiibh  of  yotti<  sneeeiog,  a  yean  <  . 
€k)odI/>rd!  whaev  sight,  after  all  cheirg«>iiolieer. 
For  people  to  fight  ia  the  undu^  of  their  beer  I 
They  rise  from  their  feast*  and  hot  are  t^r  btains, 
A  cubit  at  leaat  the  length  of  their  skeaw  K 
What  ^tahs  and  what  out*,  whatclatteringol sticks; 
What  strokes  on  the  gute,  what  bastings  and  kicks : 
With  cudgels  of  oak  weU  harden'd  in  flame. 
An  hundred  heads-  broke,  an  hundred  struck  lame. 
You  churl,  I  ni  maintam  my  father  built  Lusk, 
The  castle  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drttmrusk : 
The  carl  of  Kildare  and  Moynaiu^  his  brather, 
As  great  as  they  ate,  I  was  nursd  by  their  mother. 
Afik  that  «f  old  madam  ;  she  »M  tell  yow  who  »8  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  she  knows  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  «i«  scarce, 
Ahlow  on  the  weam»  or  akickon  the  a--sc. 


Our  wives  liiey  grow  sullen 
At  wearing  of  wodflen^ 
And  all  we  poor  shop-keepers  m^Ultottt  BWwfwi!!  itp 
Then  we'll  buy  English  silks  Ibr  our  wives  and 

our  daugiiters. 
In  spite  of  his  deartship  anrf  joumeywim' tPklBri 
Wlioever  our  trading  with  fingland  woul^  binder. 
To  inflame  huUv  the  nations  do  plainly  conmirei 
Becauae  ^sl^  lineo  will  sooo^tum^  to  tinder. 
And  wool  it  is  greasy,  and  quickly  taket  CUe. 
Therefore  I  ^kssuro  you» 
Our  noble  grand  jury,  f^p^at  fury  : 

Whew  they  saw  th»  dean's  book^  they  were  io  a 
They  would  buy  eoglish  silks  for  their  wives  aai 

their  daughters^ 
la  spite  of  his  deaaship  and  journeyman  Watei^ 
This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  whoalwaya  ieainahig. 
And  befere  corum  mehus  so  oft  has  been  call'd, 
(ftamseforwanl  shall  print  neiHier  panphletsixx-  linen, 
And,  if  swearing  can  do  %  shail  he  swiogingfy 
And  as  for  the  dean^  [mawi'd  : 

You  know  whom  {  mean,  [deto! 

V  the  printer  will  peach  htm,  he  11  searae  eome  off 
llien  we  'II  buy  Bnglish  silks  for  ouv  wmsand  oar 

danghten. 
In  spite  o#  bis  deanship  and>  jowneynan  Wtteia 


AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG 

OM  A  SEDITIOUS  PAMPUaET^  ,  1720. 
TO  THB  TUNE  OF  PACKINCTOM's  FOUND. 

BiocA4M  tfnd  damasks,  and  tabbies,  and  gawses. 

Are  by  Robert  Ballentine  lately  brou^t  over. 
With  forty  thingamore :  now  hear  what  the  lawsays, 
Whoe'er  will  not  wear  them,  i«  not  the  king's  lover. 
Though  a  printer  and  dean 
Seditiously  mean 
Cur  true  Irish  hearts  from  old  Kngland  to  wean ; 
We'll  buy  English  silks  for  our  wives   and   Iwr 

daughters. 
In  spite  of  his  deanship  and  joumeyraan  Waters. 
In  England  the  dead  hi  woollen  are  clad. 

The  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fye  on ; 

To*  be  cloth'd  like  a  carcase,  would  make  a  Teague 

S^oce  a  liYmg.dQghetter  is  than  a  dead  lion,  [mad, 

*  A  wooden  vessel.  «  Handkerchief. 

^AnlrislfcMtb.  ^  Irish  for  a  wt>raan* 

^  Diggen  or^Mtfwmds. 

«  Proposals  for  the  nnivers^  use  of  Irish  ihann- 
lactuii«,.for  whinb  W«len  the  j^er  woe  seveiely 
prosecuted. 


r»E  FHOGRBSS  OF  BEAVTVi 

nao. 

WasN  first  Diana  leaves  her  bed, 

Vapours  and  steams  her  look  disgrace, 
A  firowzy  dirty-colour'd  red 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face : 
But  by  degrees^  when  mounted  high» 

Her  artificial  foce  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  sky» 

Her  spots  are  gone,  her  visage  clears* 
Twnt  earthly  females  and  the  Mooa 

All  parallels  exactly  run : 
If  Celia  should  appear  too  soen, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone ! 
To  see  her  from  her  pillow  rise. 
All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  steam, 
Crack'd  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eycff. 

Poor  Strephon  !  how  would  he  blaspheme! 
Three  colours,  black,  and  red,  and  white. 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place. 
Remove  them  to  a  difiereat  sctte. 

They  form  a  frightful  hideous  foce  : 
For  hntance,  when  the  lily  skips 
Into  the  precincts  of  the  rose. 
And  takes  possession  of  the  lips^ 

Leaving  the  piiiple  to  the  nose : 
So  Celia  went  entire  to  bed* 

All  her  complexion  safe  and  sound  i 
Bnt,  when  she  rose,  white,  black,  and  red, 

Though  still  in  sight,  had  chang'd  their  groonL 
The  black,  which  would  not  be  confiad^ 
A  more  inferior  station  seeks, 

(Leavrog  the  fiery  red  behind. 
And  mingles  in  her  mudd>'  cheeks. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


lot  Celui  can  wiUi  d 

By  help  «f  ptmi>,  palpt,  Mid  bfosb. 
Each  colour  to  ill  pki^  and  ose, 

And  teach  tier  chaski  again  to  Miuh. 
She  knows  her  e^tiif  aelf  ^no  more. 

But  fiird,«Mi  adrainilHiii^ftwiaf  $ 
As  other  pahiiar*  oft  -adore 

The  workmaMaiip  'Of  their  own  handii 
Thus,  after  four  importaiit  hoittt, 

Celia  *t  the  wofider  of  her  tea : 
Say,  which  among-llie  heavenly 'poaroat 

Could  •eMaesMii  ^itrteHoos  efltodti  i 
Venus,  indulgent  to  hm  Idad, 

Gave  women  AH  -their  'hearts  conld  wiah» 
When  first  she  Uoghtthem  wbetetoind 

Uliite-lead  and  LnsitattlaD  >  dbh. 
Ij)rc  with  white-lead  cements  his  winga  i 

Whita-lead  was  sent  as  to  repair 
T«o  bri^ten,  brittleet,  earthly  things, 

A  lady*s  face,  and  Obhrii-arare. 

She  Tcnturss  turn  to  lift  the  »i^; 

The  window  is 'her  pfoper  sphere : 
Ab,  lovely  nymph  !  be  not  loo  msh, 

Nor  let  the  beans  approach  tjo  near* 
Take  pattern  hy  your  ihter  star : 

Delude  at  once  and  bleMonr  rtght ; 
"Whea  yon  are  seen,  be  seen  from  f^r. 

And  chiefly  choose  to  ehilie  by  night 
But  art  no  longer  cat!  premil. 

When  the  materiafs  all  ai«  gone; 
The  best  mechanic  band  must  fiill. 

Where  nothhig  *8  left  to  worit  upon^ 
Matter,  as  wise  logicians  say, 

Cannot  without  a  form  atheist ; 
And/cma,  say  I  as  well  as  they, 

Must  fkil,  if  maHer  brings  no  grist 
And  this  is  fiur  Diana^s  ca^e ; 

For  all  astrologers  maintain. 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  ofTher  face, 

When  mortals  say  she  's  in  her  wane : 
While  Partridge  *  wisely  sImmmt  the  cause 

Efiicient  of  the  Moon's  decay. 
That  Cancer 'Wkh  his  poisonous  claws 

Attacks  her  in'the  nulky  way : 
But  Gadbury,  in  art  profound. 

From  her  pale  cheeks  pretrads  to  show. 
That  swain  Endymion'  is  not  sound. 

Or  else  that  Mercury's  her  foe. 
But,  let  the  cause  be  what  it  will, 

In  half  a  ittofltti  she  looks  so  thin, 
That  Flamsteed  <  can,  with  all  his  skill. 

See  but  her  ftirefaead  and  her  ebin. 
Yet,  as  she  wastes,  she  grows  discreet. 

Till  midnight  liefer  shows  her  head : 
So  rotting  Celia  drolls  the  street, 

When  sdber-iblks  tttt  all  a^bed: 

iPortdgAT. 

*  Partridge  Mid  Ondbaty  wrote  eftpb  9p  9^- 


THE  ntOGBESS  OP  rOETRY.  4ia 

For  sure,  if  this  be  Luna's  fiite. 

Poor  Cfelhi,  but  <^.niotiid  ftce, 
In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  Aar  foce. 
When  Mercury  her  tresses  mows, 

To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vaan; 
Ko  painting  can  restore  a  note. 

Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  powers,  who  over  love  preside  ! 

Since  mortid  beaotiea  drop  so  mmvh 
If  ye  would  have  us  well  supply*d, 

Send  us  »«ar  nymphs  with  eaoh  MdvMQoii  1 


'  A  young  shejp!heitl,  ef  ^^ftote  Sfana  was  Signed 
to  be  enanMim«4h  ' 

4  John  FlaaMMJea»  Ifte  Ceftehc«l<d  M^roaottier 
rayaL 


PROGRESS  OF  PQ^TMT. 

Thb  farmer's  goose,  who  tntlie  atubfale 
Has  fed  without  restotdat«r  troiMe, 
Grown  fat  with  com,  and  sitting  stilt. 
Can  scarce  get  o'er  the  ham-door  tlU  ; 
And  hardly  waddles  fofth  to  opol 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pooli 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  duor.; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

But,  when  she  must  be  tum'd  to  gnyse^ 
And  round  the  barren  common  strays. 
Hard  exercise,  and  harder  fistre 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  spare  t 
Her  body  light,  she  tries  her  wings. 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  sprihgs; 
While  all  the  parish,  as  she  flies, 
Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  lAdes. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay 
(The  third  night's  proflts  of  his  play) ; 
His  moming-dMughts  till  noon  can  snitt 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roast  beef  his  belly  full. 
Grown  lazy,  ibggy,  taX,  and  dull. 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
W^hat  poet  e*er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or,  stutf'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  thi«»tt 
What  poet  e'er  could  sing  a  note  } 
Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  Uie  load 
Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 
Hie  steed,  oppressed,  would  break  1^  ghth^ 
To  raise  the  Wmber  from  the  Earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  ioene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Htppocrene, 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  f>r  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  so  snxioth  and  bana^ 
Hirough  Qvery  thread  it  l«ts  in  air ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'4» 
His  guts  and  belly  foil  of  witii  | 
And,  like  a  Jockey  for  a  -race, 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flyihg,9ABe  : 
Now  his  exaltdd  spirit  loatbs 
Encumbrances  of  food  and  cloUies^ 
And  up  he  rises,  like  a  vapour, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  pAper  ; 
He  singing  flies,  and  fliying  stngs. 
While  firom  below  «11  €rtib^4treM>riii|t. 
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Apparent  rari  nantes  in  gui*gtte  vasto, 
Arma  viram^  tabolaeque,  et  Troia  gaza  per 

Ts  wne  philQpopherB,  explain 

What  magic  makes  our  money  rise. 
When  dropt  mto  the  Southern  main ; 

Or  do  these  jug^en  cheat  our  eyes  } 
**  Pot  in  yomr  money  fiurly  told ; 

Preito  !  be  gone-^Tis  here  again: 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold. 

Here 's  every  piece  as  btg  as  ten.** 
Thus  in  a  bason  drop  a  shilling. 

Then  fill  the  Tessel  to  the  bnrn  t 
You  shall  obaenre,  as  you  are  filljng. 

The  ponderous  metal  seems  to  swim. 
It  rises  both  in  bulk  and  height. 

Behold  it  swelling  like' a  sop; 
The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  sight ; 

Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top ! 
**  In  stock  three  hundred  thousand  pound; 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  estate ; 
My  manors  all  oontiguous  round ; 

A  coach  and  six,  and  served  in  plate  V* 
Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  desperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves. 

Dipt  over  head  and  ear»— in  debt. 
So,  by  a  calenture  milled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  sees. 
On  the  smooth  ocesn^s  azure  bed, 

Ekuunerd  fields  and  verdant  trees : 
With  eager  haste  he  longs  tojpove 

In  that  fantastic  scene,  and  thinks 
It  must  be  some  enchanted  grove ; 

And  m  he  leaps,  and  down  he  sinks. 
Five  hundred  chariots,  just  bespoke, 

Are  sunk  in  these  devouring  waves. 
The  hofMS  drown'd,  the  harness  broke, 

And  here  the  owners  find  their  graves. 
like  Pharaoh,  by'  direcion  led ; 

They  with  their  tfoiU  went  safe  before  } 
His  chariots,  tumbhng  out  the  dead, 

Lay  shattered  on  the  Red^Mg,  shore. 
Bais'd  up  on  Hope's  aspiring  phimes, 

The  young  adventurer  b^er  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  ^nd  state  assumes. 

And  scons  the  middle-way  to  keep. 
On  pap^  wings  be  takes  his  flight. 

With  wax  the  father  bound  them  ftst ; 
The  was  is  melted  by  the  height, 

And  down  the  towering  boy  is  cast 
A  moralist  might  here  explain 

The  rashness  of  the  Cretan  youth  ; 
Describe  his  ftdl  into  the  mam, 

And  from  a  fiible  form  a  troth. 
His  wingt  are  his  paUiiuU  rent. 

He  melts  the  wax  at  every  flame; 
His  credit  sunk,  his  money  spent, 

/»  Sootheni  Seat  Ae  fpiwt  kit  name^ 


Viiy. 


Infonn  us,  you  that  best  cm  tett^ 

Why  in  yon*  dangerous  gulph  profowM|» 
Where  hundreds  and  where  thooMnds  f^ 

Foolt  chiefly  float,  the  m<e  are  drowned  I 
So  have  I  seen  firom  Severn's  brink 

A  flock  of  gette  jump  down  together  ; 
Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  wculd  sin^ 

And,  swimming,  never  wet  a  feather. 
But,  I  affirm,  His  felse  infect, 

Directort  better  knew  their  tools; 
We  see  the  nation's  dtodit  ciackt. 

Each  knave  hath  made  a  thouaand  fooh. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win. 

And  then  get  off  with  money  itoed  ; 
But,  if  a  sharper  oooe  comes  in. 

He  throws  at  all,  and  sweqM  the  board. 
Ab  fishes  on  each  other  prey,  / 

The  great  ones  swallowing  np  the  aaalli 
So  fares  ii  in  the  Sontfaem  Sea; 

Thf.  whale  direcp>rt  eat  up  all. 

When  ttock  is  high,  they  oome  between. 
Making  by  second-hand  their  ofien  ; 

Then  cxunuugiY  retire  i 
With  «ach  a  million  in  1 

So,  when  upon  a  mooii-Bhii 

An  aes  was  drinUng  at  a  stream  ; 
A  cloud  arose,  and  slopt  the  light. 

By  intercepting  every  beam : 
"  The  day  of  judgment  will  be  soon" 

(Cries  out  a  sage  among  the  croud) ; 
'<  An  ass  hath  swatkiw'd  up  the  Moon  1 

(The  Moon  lay  sffe  behind  a  ckmd)." 

Bach  poor  tubtcriher  to  the  sea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies; 
Directort  fall  as  well  as  ihey. 

Then-  fell  is  but  a  trick  to  risct 
So  fishes,  rising  from  the  main. 

Can  soar  with  moisten'd  wings  on  high; 
The  mpisture  dry'd,  they  sink  again. 

And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops 

Com^  here  their  losses  to  retrieve ; 
Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  spacious  hoop^ 

Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  sieve. 
Thus  Venus  to  the  sea  descends. 

As  poets  fdgn  ;  but  where,  's  the  mocal } 
It  shows  the  queen  of  love  intends 

To  search  the  deep  fbr  peari  and  coiaL 
The  sea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mooKh^  « 
Which  now  I  cleariy  undefstand. 

For  by  the  sea  she  meant  the  SeeUlu 
Thus  by  directort  we  are  told, 

*'  Pny,  gentlemen,  believe 5%ttr  eyea; 
Our  ocean 's  covered  o'er  with  gold. 

Look  round  and  see  how  tliid[  it  lies : 
We,  gentlemen,  are  your  agisters. 

We  '11  come,  and  hold  yon  by  the  cUBb—^ 
Alas!  all  is  not  gold  that  glisten, 

Then  thousand  sink  by  leaping  hi. 

(Nil  would  those  ptthriota  be  so  Utad, 
Here  in  the  deep  to  watk  their  knitt^ 

Then,  Uka  Piactblus,  we  should  fhi^ 
The  sea  judftftd  had  ttoJden  ttrtdtr 
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A  ibUlii^  16  the' bath  foa  Hmg} 

The  shrer  takes  a  nobler  hue. 
By  magie  Thtae  in  the  vpring, 

And  leems  a  gufaiea  to  your  yiew. 
Bat,  as  a  goines  will  not  pass 

At  market  for  a  fiurthing  |iiore, 
Shovn  through  a  mottiplying-gtoss. 

Than  what  it  always  did  before : 
So  cast  it  ia  the  Southern  seas. 

Or  view  it  through  a  jobber's  bill ; 
Put  on  what  spectacles  you  please. 

Your  guinea 's  but  a  guinea  still. 
One  nig^t  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hilkick  looking  down. 
The  gMeit  tiart  for  guineas  took. 

And  nher  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 
The  pobt  he  could  no  longer  doobt ; 

He  rsn,  he  leapt  into  the  flood ; 
Ihere  sprawi'd  awhile,  and  scarce  got  out. 

All  oorei'd  o'er  with  slime  and  mud. 
'*  Upon  the  water  cast  thy  bread. 

And  after  many  dayslfaon  'It  find  it  ;*' 
But  gold  upon  this  ooem  spread 

Shall  sink,  wad  leave  no  maik  hehmd  it. 
There  if  a  gnlpli,  where  thousands  fell. 

Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 
A nvrow  sound,  though  deep  as  Hell; 

'Change  .Alley  is  the  dreadful  name. 
Nine  times  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows ; 

Yet  he  that  on  the  surfiice  lies. 
Without  a  pik>t  sehlom  knows 

The  time  it  foils,  or  when  'twill  rise. 
SohKribers  here  by  thousands  float 

And  jostle  one  another  down ; 
BKh  paddliog  in  his  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  fish  for  gold,  and  drown. 
"  Now  bury'd  iu  the  depth  below, 

Now  mounted  up  to  Heaven  again. 
They  reel  and  stagger  to  and  fro, 

At  their  wits  end,  like  drunken  men  ^" 
Mean  time  secure  on  Garraway  <  <:lif&, 

A  savage  race  by  shipwrecks  fed, 
lie  waiting  for  the  foundeed  skiffc. 

And  strip  th«  bodies  of  the  dead. 
But  these,  you  say,  are  fa  Jtious  lies, 

From  lome  malicious  Tory*s  brain  ; 
For,  where  directors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swiss  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drahu 
Thug,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply'd. 

Some  cully  ©ften  wins  a  bet, 
By  venturing  'Hi  the  cheating  side. 

Though  not  into  the  secret  let. 
While  tome  bmhi  castles  in  the  air, 

Direeton  huiM  them  in  the  seas ; 
Subteribert  plainly  see.  them  there. 

For  fools  will  see  as  wise  men  please. 
1^  oft  by  mariners  are  shown 

(Unlen  the  men  of  Kent  are  liars) 
Bari  Godwm's  castlei  overikown, 

And  ppJaoe-roob,  and  steepl^-spires. 
Msik  where  the  sly  tUrecfors  creep, 

Nor  to  the  shore  approach  too  nigh  ! 

t  Fsslm  evil. 

'  A  cofiM-houae  iu  'Change -Alley. 


The  monsters  nestle  in  the  deep. 

To  seize  you  in  your  passing  by. 
Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wise. 

Who,  taught  by  instinct  how  to  shun 
Hie  crocodile,  that  luridng  lies. 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 
Antsus  could,  by  magic  charms. 

Recover  strength  whene'er  he  fell ; 
Alcides  hdd  him  in  his  arms. 

And  sent  him  up  tnifir  to  HelL 
Directors,  thrown  into  the  sea. 

Recover  strength  and  vigour  there ; 
But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 

Smtpended  for  a  while  in  ahr. 
Direeiort  /  for  *tis  you  I  warn. 

By  long  experience  we  have  found 
What  planet  rui'd  when  you  were  bom ; 

We  see  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 
Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach  ; 
For,  if  the  sea  should  sink  so  low 

To  leave  you  dry  upon  the^ beach. 

You  'II  owe  your  ruin  to  ]rour  bulk  : 

Your  foes  already  watting  stand. 
To  tear  you  like  afounder'd  hulk. 

While  you  lie  helpless  on  the  sand. 
Thus,  when  a  whale  has  lost  the  tide. 

The  coasters  crowd  to  seize  the  spoil ; 
The  monster  into  parts  divide. 

And  strip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 
Oh  !  may  some  western  tempest  sweep 

These  locusts  whom  our  fruits  have  fed. 
That  plague,  directors,  to  the  deep. 

Driven  from  the  Soutk-Sea  to  the  Bed  t 
May  he,  whom  NatuTe*s  laws  obey. 

Who  lifts  the  poor,  and  sinks  the  proud, 
"  Quiet  the  raging  of  the  sea. 

And  still  the  madness  of  the  crowd  !" 
But  never  shall  our  isle  have  rest, 

Till  those  devouring  swine  run  down, 
(The  devils  leaving  the  possest) 

And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 
The  nation  then  too  late  will  find, 

Computing  all  their  cost  and  trout>le, 
Director*'  promises  but  wind, 

South-Sea  at  best  a  mighty  bubble,  • 


THE  DOG  AKD  SHADOW, 

Obb  cibnm  portans  catulns  dum  spectat  In  undii^ 
Apparet  liquido  praeds  metioris  imago : 
Dum  speciom  din  damna  admiratur,  et  alte 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  praeceps 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  simulachrum  corripit  «!"«■    ' 
Occupat  file  avibus  deceptis  faucibus  umbram  ^ 
lUudit  species,  ac  dcntibus  aera  mordet. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

WHO  HAD  BSSK   MUCH   ABUSBA  IN   MAMT 
niFPBRBNT  LIBBLS. 

Thb  greatest  monarch  may  be  stabh'd  by  night». 
And  fortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight  j 
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The  Tilest  ruffian  onqr^oiAMit  4(  mpd, 
Yet  safe  from  injvr'd  -hiAooenoe  .eicap«i 
And  calumny,  by  voicing  under  gfpuad 
Can,  unrevqn^'^,  ttte  greatest  merit  Found. 

What  *8  to  be  done  ?  Shall  wit  aa4  Icanuog  chcxM 
To  live  obaciire,  and  h«*e  no  fame  to  Jose  ? 
By  censure  frighted  out  of  honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  use  Uie  gifts  by  Heaven  bestow^^f 
Or  fearless  enter  in  tlirough  ▼urtue's  gate. 
And  buy  distinction  at  the  dearest  rate  ?  . 


MiLLET 

TO  THE  COMPANY   OP   PLAYERS. 

The  enclosed  Prok>sue  is  ibmed  upon  the  story  of 
the  secretary**  «Mt  aififiering  yw  to  Act,  unless  you 
would  pay  him  300A  per  ftmnum  ;  upoB  which  you 
got  a  licence  from  tiie  lor^  piayor  to  act  ^s  strot- 
le/s. 

The  Prologue  supposes,  that,  upon  your  being 
forbidden  to  act,  a  company  c^  Country-stroUers 
came  and  hired  the  pTay-hoose,  and  your  clothes, 
&c.  to  act  in. 


THE  PROLOGUE. 

OUR  set  of  strolleis,  waniering  up  and  down> 
Hearing  the  house  was  empty,  came  to  towa ; 
And,  with  a  Kcaiiee  Irom  our  good  lord  mayor, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  fbmerly  a  pU^er ; 
Him  we  persuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe. 
To  spealc  to  Elrii^n  and  all  the  tribe. 
To  let  our  company  supply  their  places, 
And'  hire  us  out  their  scenes,  and  clothes,  and  &oes. 
Is  not  the  tmth  the  truth  ?  Look  full  on  me  ^ 
I  am  not  Eirington,  nor  Griffith  he. 
When  we  perform,  look  sharp  among  our  crew. 
There's  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 
The  former  folks  were  aervants  to  the  king ; 
We,  humble  ^rollers,  always  on  the  wing. 
Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole, 
Itetber  than  starve,  a  belter  man  would  stroll. 

Stay,  let  me  see—Three  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
For  leave  to  a«t  in  town !  Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now,  here  's  a  warrant ;  gaUantt,  please  to  maik. 
For  three  thirteene  and  sixpence  to  the  dork. 
Three  hundred  pounds  !  Were  I  the  price  to  6x, 
The  public  shouM  testsfr  the  actors  six. 
A  score  of  guineas,  given  under>hand, 
For  a  good  word  or  So,  we  understand. 
To  -help  an  honest  lad  that  *8  out  of  place, 
May  cost  a  crown  or  so;  a  common  case : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injustice  thought 
To  ship  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat 
But,  ifx  the  chronicles  ^  fiormer  ages, 
Who  ever  heard  of  servants  paying  wa^BS  ? 

I  pity  Eirington  with  all  my  heart ;   , 
Wonld  he  were  here  this  night  to  act  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  ««troller ; 
How  firee  we  acted,  and  had  no  comptroller : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr.  Mayor, 
First  get  a  licence,  then  produce  our  ware; 
We  Maid  a  trvmpet,  or  we  beat  a  dhim ; 
Huzza !  (the  school^xiysTOar)  theplayers  are  come ! 
And  then  we  cry,  to  spur  the  bumpkins  on, 
QaUinte,  by  Ttamiaf  mm  w»  mntk  be  goae« 


I  told  him,  in  the  maoftaii  tl«y  I  dsiil. 
All  this  and  more,  yet  it  wouldido  ao  good. 
But  Eirington,  tears  jWling  fram  bis  eheek% 
He  that  has  shoM  with  Bettertao  and  Wite, 
To  whom  our  ooontry  h^a  been  «l^ays  dear^ 
Who  chose  to  leave  his  dearest  pledges  Uioe^ 
Owns  all  your  fiivoora,^>ere  iBt«Bd5.to  staj^ 
And  as  a  stroller,  act  in  every  plajr : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  resolution  takes, 
To  live  and  die  all  stroHers  for  your  sak^ : 
Not  frighted  with  an  jgnominious  name^ 
For  your  displeasure  is  their  only  $hame. 

A  pox  on  Rlrington*s  majestic  tone  1 
Now  to  a  word  of  busilMS  m  <mr  oma. 

Gallants,  nextThumlay  nigM  will  beosrlait; 
Then,  witliout  fiiil,  we  pMk  «ip  §bt  UrifasL 
Lose  not  your  time,  nor  our  dyv«MM»»  mim^ 
The  next  we  act  ahiU  te  as  goe4  «•  4hi|b 


EPIGRJSi. 

Grsat  folks  are-eC  a  iner  manid  $ 
Lord  !  how  politely  they  can  aedM  ? 
While  a  eoarae  BA^isli  tengwe  wiK  Mch 
For  whore  axal  vofm,  •M  dag  aiad  bplah. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  A  PLAY    poa  lira  Bxitenr  ar  tffs  Btrratstcp 

wxavsKS.    BY  HSU  sHKamxy. 

SPOKEN   BY   MB.    BLRTVOTON,      ITSI. 

Great  cry  and  little  wool — is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverh  of  the  weaver's  loom  : 
No  wool  to  work  on,  no'ther  weft  nor  warp  ; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  stomache  sharp. 
Provok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry : 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers ;  or  they  die ! 
Forsake  your  silks  for  stufft ;  nor  think  it  strange 
To  shift  your  clothes,  since  you  deKght  ha  change. 
One  thing  with  lireedom  I  '11  presnme  to  tall — 
The  men  will  like  you  erery  bit  as  well. 

See,  1  am  drest  from  top  to  toe  in  stuff  j 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  I  'm  ^as  enough  ; 
My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  swears  tUm  aary. 
In  any  dress,  b^eld  me  look  so  clever. 
And,  if  a  man  be  better  in  such  ware. 
What  great  advantage  must  it  give  the  fair ! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds : 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicoes  from  weeds  : 
Hence  'tis  by  sad  experience  that  we  find 
Ladies  in  silks  to  vapours  much  inclin'd — 
And  what  are  they  but  maggots  in  the  nilBd  * 
For  which  1  think  it  reason  to  ooneldde 
That  clotlies  may  change  our  temper  Kke  our  feed. 
Chintzes  are  gavdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  the  pMity-coloaff'd  dfes  s 
Although  the  Hbstiis  miain  fW  h^gun, 
We  see  the  rainbow,  «ad«a^eat4ke  Bmb, 

How  sweet  and  Jnaooavt 's  4lia  oouti^f  fliM^ 
With  small  expense  in  native  wqo^  ana^'jd^ 
Who  copies  fioin  the  ^M»  her  homely  gnaeo. 
While  by  her  shepherd  with  delight  she^s  seen ! 
Should  our  lair  ladies  dress  like  her  ijn  woq|^ 
How  much  more  Jiprely,  a^^  how  be<i|WiUI, 
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epilogue:  . . .  GAULSTOWlg  HOUSE. 


4ir 


Wkhmt'Aeir  Wtan  drapery,  they  »d  prore, 
WluMfwool  would  help  to  warm  us  intu  love  ! 
Then  like  the  Itimoas  Argonatits  of  Greece, 
We  'd  all  coQtead  to  gun  fhe  Goldea  Fleece ! 


.  EPILOGUE^  BY  THE  DEAN. 

SPOKRN  BY  m.   GRIFpfra. 

Wio  dares  affion  this  i%  no  pious  age. 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  stage  ? 
When  actors,  who  at  best,  are  hardly  saven, 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  weavers? 
Stay— let  me  see,  how  finely  will  it  sound ! 
Imfrimtt  Fiom  his  gnce  ^  an  hundred  pound* 
Peen,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  bene&ctors  ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  actors. 
Jtmy  The  actors  freely  gave  a  day*— 
The  poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play. 

Bat  whence,  this  wondrous  charity  in  players  ? 
They  learnt  it  not  at  sermons,  or  at  prayers : 
Under  the  rose,  since  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(Tu  own  the  tnith)  we  have  some  private  ends. 
Smoe  waiting-women,  like  exacting  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We  11  dress  ituRoau/adKret  made  at  home, 
Equip  our  Jh'ngr  and  generals  at  The  Cooib  K 
We'llrigfroraMeath-streetiSgypes  haughty  queen, 
Aod  Antony,  shall  court  her  in  tatteeiu 
In  Hue  thaUotm  shall  Hannibal  be  clad. 
And  Scipio  trail  an  Irish  purple  pUad, 
In  irugget  drest,  oftbiiteen  pence  a  yard, 
fiee  Philip's  ton  amidst  his  Persian  guard ; 
And  prood  lUnana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage,    . 
With  fifty  ysodtf  of  crape  shall  sweep  the  jtage. 
In  abort,  our  kmgs  and  prinoenes  within 
Are  all  resolv*d  this  prqject  to  begin  ;  ^ 

And  yon,  our  sahjects,  when  you  here  resort. 
Must  imitate  the  frshion  of  the  court. 

Oh !  conid  I  see  this  audience  clad  in  ttuff^ 
Though  money'sseaioe,weshonld  have  tradeenouf^i: 
But  ckmtte,  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away. 
And  scarce  a  crown  is  left  to  see  a  play. 
Pethaps  y6a  wooder  whence  this  friendship  sprii^ 
JBetween  the  weawrs  and  us  play4ionse  kings  ; 
Ifot  wit  and  weaving  had  the  same  begnning; 
Pallas  first  tsuKbt  ns  poetry  and  sptnning : 
And,  nodt,  observe  how  thb  alliance  fits. 
For  weaven  now  are  jvst  as  poor  as  wits : 
Thev  bitiCber  qnill-men,  woricers  for  the  stage, 
For  sorry  «ft(if  can  get  a  crown  a  page ; 
But  weaver*  will  be  kinder  to  theplayen, 
And  sell  fpr  twosty-peaee  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  yonr  knowledge,  tiiere  is  often  less  ill 
The  poet's  wit,  than  in  the  player's  dreasmg. 


A  POEM 
BY  BR.  DELANV, 

«ll  TIB  jaaCBDIMC  nOLOQVM  Ann  BPItOOW* 

Fomtineo  generi  tribnantiir. 

Tn  Mnsei,  whom  tiie  liehest  silkt  array, 
Befiue  to  l&og  theb  shining  gowns  away : 

1  Arddrisliop  King. ' 

'  A  street  &moiis  tat  4ro9Utt&  manafiictiiretb 
VOL.  XL  ^ 


The  pencil  clothes  the  Nine  in  bright  broCSides, 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  picturM  maids  ; 
Far  above  mortal-dress  the  sisters  shine,     ' 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  must  be  nne. 
And  shall  two  bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  l^uff, 
And  feet  these  Muses  with  their  play-house  stuff? 

The  player  in  mimic  piety  may  Storm, 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm : 
The  ari)itrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage. 
May  curse  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  stilt  the  artist  worm  her  silk  shall  share. 
And  spin  her  thread  of  life  in  service  of  the  fiiir. 

The  cottou>plant,  whom  satire  cannot  blast. 
Shall  bloom  the  favourita  of  these  realms,  and  last; 
Like  yours,  ye  fjiir,  her  fame  ftom  censuie  grows. 
Prevails  in  Charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Yonr  injnr'd  plant  shall  meet  a  loud  defence. 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  bard,  perhaps,  whose  landlord  was  a  weaver, 
Penn*d  the  low  prologue,  to  return  a  favour : 
Some  neighbour  wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Woik'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  epilogue. 
Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  piorides  the  bays. 
For  such  wool-gathering  sonnetteers  as  these  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  hume-spun  witlings,  that  pertiiada 
Miss  Chloe  ,to  the  fiishion  of  ber  maid. 
Shall  the  vaide  hoop,  that«Btandard  of  the  town. 
Thus  act  subservient  to  a  poplin  gown } 
Who  M  sraeU  of  wool  all  over  >  Tis  enough 
The  under-petticoat  be  made  of  stu£ 
Lord !  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  just'  in  May, 
When  the  fields  dress'd  in  flowers  appear  so  gay ! 
And  shall  not  miss  heflowet^d  as  well  as  they } 

In  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear, 
Work'd  to  a  quilt,  or  studded  in  a  chair ! 
The  skin,  that  vies  with  silk,  would  fret  with  stuff; 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  so  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fair,  how  eminent  that  bed, 
Where  the  chintze  diamonds  with  the  sBken  thread. 
Where  rustling  curUins  call  the  curioas  eye. 
And  boast  the  streaks  and  paintings  of  the^ky ! 
Of  flocks  they*d  have  your  milky  ticking  full; 
And  all  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 
«  Bat  where,"  say  they,  '*  shall- we  bestow  theso 
weavers,  [cravers  ?•» 

Utat  spread  oor  streets,  and  aie  such    piteous 
The  sjlk-worms  (brittle  bethgs ! )  prone  to  &te, 
Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete: 
These  may  they  tend,  their  promises' receive; 
We  cannot  pay  too  much  for  what  they  give  \ 


ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUX^ 

BY  DR.  DBLAMV  K 

Tis  so  old,  and  so  ugly,  and  yet  lo  convonient, 
You  're  sometimes  in  pleasare,  tfaQDgh  ofieD  in 

pain  in  t': 
Tis  so  large,  yoa  may  lodge  »  finr  friends  with 

ease  in  't : 
Yoa  may  torn  and  ftntch  fit  yoor  length  if  yoa 
in'ti 


1  The  teat  of  Georye  Kochfort,  esq.  (&tii«r  to 
the  earlof  Belvidere)  ;  where  Dr.  Skift  and  an 
agreeable  set  of  friends  sprat  part  of  the  somoMr^ 
1721. 
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*l*  ^  SWIFTS  POE^ 

n'n  8D  Vittle.  tlM  hn^j  Ihw  In  apr^  in  H, 
And  poor  lady  Betty  «  hu  scarce  roDin  to  dress  in 't^ 
•Tii  so  €^}\d  io  the  wintei;,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in  »t ; 
And  so  Iwt  in  the  sammer,  you  're  ready  to  fi^  in  t : 
*Ta  «o  britUe,  'twoul<^«caroe  bear  the  weight  of  a 

ton; 
Yet  so  stanch,  that  itiLeepi  oot  a  grttt  deal  of  sna : 
Tifi  so  crtzy,  the  weather  with  ease  beats  quite 

tjiroughit,  [new  it. 

And  you  're  focc'd  every  year  in  some  part  to  re- 
Tis  so  ugly,  so  weM,  so  big,  and  so  little  ; 
'Tip  so  stanch,  and  so  ^nzj,  so  stroiw,  aad  so 

brittle ; 
'Tis  at  one  time  so  hot,  and  another  so  cold ; 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old ; 
It  is  just  half  a  blessing,  and  just  half  a  cur^e — 
I  wish  then^  dear  Geoi;ge,  it  were  better  or  worse. 


TBE  COUNTRY  LIFE. 
PAKT  o¥  A  Bumua  wfun  at  CAULrrowx-HonsB. 

THALIA,  tell  in  sober  lays,  [<lays; 

How  George  *,  Nim  «,  Bah  »,  Dean  *,  pass  their 

An4,  should  our  Gaulstown's  art  grow  fallow. 

Yet  ne^tt  quit  carmina  GaUo  f 

Here  (by  the  way)  by  Galliw  mean  I 

Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Oelany. 

Begin,  my  Muse.  *  First  from  our  bowen 

^We  sally  forth  at  different  hours  j 

At  seven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  drest, 

Goes  round  the  boose  to  wake  the  rest ; 

At  nine,  grave  Nim,  and  George  facetiona. 

Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 

At  ten,  my  lady  comes  and  hectors, 

And  Irifses  George,  and  ends  our  iecturea  ; 

And  when  rihe  has  him  by  the  ueck  fast. 

Balls  him,  and  scolda  us  down  to  breakfiut. 

Wo  sqii^nder  there  an  hour  or  more. 

And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar ; 

All,  heteroclite  Dan  except. 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept. 

But,  by  peculiar  whimsies  drawn, 

Peepa  in  the  pondsto  Jook  for  spawn  ; 

O'ersees  tiie  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows. 

Or  Biars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hose ; 

Of^-4wt  proceed  we  in  our  journal— 

At  two,  or-aAer,  we  retain  all  : 

From  the  four  elements  assembling, 

Wam'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling  t 

From  airy  garrets  aome  descend, 

Some  from  the  lake's  remotest  end  : 

My  lord  «  and  Dean  the  fire  forsake ; 

Dan  leavea  the  earthly  apade  and  rake  : 

The  loiterers  quake,  no  comer  hides  them. 

And  lady  Betty  soundly  chides  them. 

*  Daughter  to  the  eail  of  Drogfaeda,  and  the 
vifeofMr.  Rochfoit. 
1  Mr.  RochforL 

s  Hia  biocher,  Mr.  John  Rochfort,  who  was  call- 
ed Nimrod,  from  hia  great  attachment  to  the  ^hntf. 
3  Rev.  Daniel  Jackson.  <  Dr.  Swift. 

<  A  small  boat  so  called. 
*  'Mr.  Rochfort^s  father  was  lord  chief  hann  of 
'^le  exchequer  m  Ireland. 


Now  water 'abrnfiht,  and  dBfloer  'a  diM : 

With  "  Chwxh  and  King"  the  lady  *s  gonai 

(Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  paas 

In  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glass). 

Dan,  growing  drowsy,  like  a  thief 

Steals  off  to  doae  away  hia  beef; 

And  this  must  pass  for  reading  ManmiadU- 

While  George  and  Dean  go  to  baek-ganuDaa^ 

George,  Nkn,  aikl  Dean,  set  oat  at  four. 

And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar. 

But  when  the  Sua  goes  to^he  daep^ 

(Not  to  disturb  him  in  hia  deep, 

Or  make  a  rumbling  o*er  hia  bead. 

His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  hia  motions  to  a  minute. 

And  4ieave  the  flood  when  he  goea  in  it. 

Now  stinted  in  the  abortenipg  day. 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play. 

Till  supper  comes ;  and  after  that 

We  sit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

Tis  late--the  old  and  younger  paica^ 

By  Adam  "^  liglited,  walk  up  ataira. 

The  weary  Dean  goea  to  hia  chamber; 

And.  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  circle  we  have  run. 

The  curtain  folia,  and  all  ia  done. 

I  might  have  mentkm'd  aev'ral  ftcta. 
Tike  episodea  between  the  acts ; 
And  tell  who  loses  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  coM.  who  breaks  hia  i 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  hia  net. 
And  how  the  boat  waa  overaeL 
For  brevity  I  have  retrench*d 
How  m  the  lake  the  Dean  waa  dreach'd; 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on. 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  Dngoo; 
How  steady  in  the  stortn  he  aat,  * 

And  aav'd  hia  oar,  hut  hiat  hia  hat ; 
How  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  matdi  him) 
Still  brings  ua  hares,  when  ho  can  catch  them: 
How  sktlfolly  Dan  menda  hia  netsj 
How  fortune  foila  him  when  he  aela : 
Or  how  the  Dean  delighta  to.  vex    ' 
The  ladiea,  and  lampoon  thdr  aex. 
I  might  have  told  how  oft^  dean  Percivale 
Displays  hia  pedantry  onmercifal ; 
How  haughtily  he  cocks  hia  noae. 
To  tell  what  every  adiool-hoy  knows  $ 
And  with  hia  flqger  and  hia  thnmb, 
E]q>laining,  atrikea  opposeis  dumb : 
Bat  now  there  needa  no  more  he  said  oo  % 
Nor  how  hia  wife,  that  female  pedant. 
Shows  all  her  aecieta  of  houaekeepn^; 
For  candles  how  ahe  tracks  her  drippingf 
Was  fore'd  to  aend  three  nulea  fer  yeast. 
To  brew  her  ale,  and  niae  her  paate  ; 
Telia  every  thing  that  yon  can  think  of. 
How  ahe  cor'd  Chariy  of  the  chm-cougli; 
What  gave  her  brata  and  piga  the  measla^ 
And  how  her  doves  were  kill'd  by  weasrlsj 
HowJowlerhowFd,aiidwhataftlght     ^ 
She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night 

Bot  now,  since  I  have  goie  so  fer  0|| 
A  word  or  two  of  lord  chief  baron  j 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  afBts 
On  all  whig  papers  and  gnaettes; 
But  for  the  politics  of  Foe, 
Hiinka  every  syllable  is  tnia. 

""nbeboasr. 
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Ail  Mcs  te  «nM  the  king  of  Sweden 

Nov  all  his  hopes  aie  id  iht,Qmi 
"  Why,  Muscofry  knot  so  far : 
Don  the  Black  Sea,  and  tip  the  Streigfati^ 
And  io  a  month  he  'a  at  yonr  gates  ; 
PtEfbaps,  iiTMn  what  the  packet  bnngSy 
lly  Christmas  we  shall  see  strange  things.'' 
Why  dKNiM  i  tell  of  ponds  and  drains. 
What  caipa  we  met  with  lor  oar  pains ; 
Of  iparrows  thm'd,  and  nuts  immmerable 
To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  consume  a  rabble? 
Bat  you,  who  are  a  scholar,  know 
How  tramient  aU  thii«8  are  below, 
How  prone  to  change  is  human  life ! 
lut  night  anrir'd  Oean  «  and  his  wife— 
This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  measures  $ 
Their  reign  began  with  cruel  seizures  t 
The  Dean  must  with  bis  qniH  supply 

Hie  bed  io  which  those  tyrants  lie : 
Kim  lost  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  joidatt 

(My  hidy  says,  she  can't  afford  one)  ; 

George  is  ha)f-scar*d  out  of  his  wits. 

For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bite. 

Henceferth  enpect  a  diffsrent  surrey. 

This  house  will  soon  turn  topsy-turvey  s 

They  talk  of  further  alteratkms, 

Which< 


-  THOJOAS  SHERIDAN,  CixaK, 
7a  QEORGE^NIM-DAN^DEAN,  ES9. 

JULY  15,  1781,  AT  VtOBT. 

I'to have  you  f  know,  George  >,  Dan  >,  Dean  ^, 

andNimS 
TW  I  Ve  learned  how  verse  t'  compose  trim, 
M oeh  better  V  half  th'n  yoo,  n'r  you*  n'r  him* 
And  tht  I  *d  rid'cule  their  'nd  your  ilam-flim. 
Ay*  bH  then,  p'ifaaps,  says  you,  t's  a  m'rry  whim 
With  nmndMice  of  mark'd  notes  T  th'  rim , 
So  tht  I  oi^htnt  for  t*  be  morose 'nd  t' look  grim* 
Think  nt  your  'p'stle  put  m'  in  a  meagrim; 
Though  'n  reptVon  day,  I  'ppear  ver'  slim, 
Th'  last  bowl  t  Hdsham's  did  m'  head  t*  swim* 
So  th*t  I  h*d  man'  aches  'n  Vry  scrubb*d  Umb, 
Guise  til' top  of  th' bowl  I  hM  oft  us'd  t>  skim ; 
And  b'sides  D^lui*  swean  th't  I  h'd  swaUVd  sVi^l 


nen,  'nd  that  my  tis'ge  's  oover'd  o'er  with  r'd  pim- 
ples: m'r'o^er  though  m'  scuU  wen  (s*  tis  n*t)  's 

ttnH«*8  tim- 
ber, t  must  haye  ak'd.    Th' clans  of  th'c'Uedge 

Sanh'drin* 
PrasVt  theV  bnrnbl' and 'fect'nate respects;  that's 

t*  say*  Man'*  'chlin,  P.  Lndl',  Die*  Sf^rt, 

Hlsbam,  capt^  P'rr*  Walmsl'*  'nd  l^ngsb'nks 


*  Mr.  Clement  Barry. 
>Geo.Boclifoft 

«Dr.  SiHIL 


•J. 
•Ik. 


JUlopfefdi  iftflvwudi  bMop  <if  CI9II9* 


OEORQE-mM-DAV'DEAVl'S  AKSfFEB. 

DaAR  Sheridan !  a  gentle  pair 

Of  Ganlstown  lads  (for  such  they  ara)* 

Besides  a  brace  of  grave  divines, 

Adora  tte  smoothoeM  of  thy  lines ; 

Smooth  as  our  bason's  silver  flood, 

Ere  George  had  robb*d  it  of  its  mud  ; 

Smoother  than  Pegasus'  old  shoe, 

Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 

The  board  on  which  we  set  our.a-— s* 

Is  not  so  smooth  as  are  thy  verses, 

Gompar'd  with  which  (and  that 's  enough) 

A  smoothing  iron  itself  is  rough. 

Nor  praise  I  less  that  circumciskin* 

By  modem  poets  call'd  elision, 

With  which,  in  proper  station  placed* 

Thy  polish'd  lines  are  firmly  brac'd. 

Thus  a  wise  taylor  is  not  pinching. 

But  turns  at  every  seam  an  inch  in ; 

Or  elae^  be  sure,  your  broad-cloth  breeches 

Will  ne'er  be  smooth,  nor  bold  their  stitches. 

Thy  verse,  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather. 

When  smoothed  by  rubbing  them  together  ; 

Thy  words  so  closely  wedg'd  and  short  are 

like  walli,  more  lasting  without  mortar : 

By  leaving  out  the  needless  vowels. 

You  save  the  charge  of  lime  and  trowels. 

One  letter  still  another  locks. 

Each  groov'd  and  dovetail'd  like  a  boou 

Thy  Mu^  is  tuckt-op  and  succinct ; 

In  chains  thy  syllables  are  linkt ; 

Thy  words  together  ty'd  in  small  hanki^ 

Close  as  the  Macedonian  phalanx ; 

Or  like  the  ujh^o  of  the  Romans, 

Which  fiereest  foes  could  break  by  co  means. 

The  critic  to  his  grief  will  find. 

How  firmly  these  indentures  bind. 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art. 

The  riiortening  is  the  nicest  part. 

Philologen  of  future  ages. 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages  I 
Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  Che  joints* 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  pomts : 
Or  else,  to  show  their  learned  labour,  yon 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew, 
Where  they  need  not  lose  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine. 
Number  and  weight  and  measure  join ; 
Then  all  must  grant  your  lines  are  weighty* 
Where  thirty  weigh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  must  allow  your  numbers  more. 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fourscore ; 
Nor  can  we  think  your  measure  short* 
Where  less  than  forty  fill  a  quart* 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  close, 
LoD^*  long*  long*  long,  Uke  Dan'«  long  non. 


GEOBQ&.NIM^AN'^DEAN'S 

UrVrTATION  TO  TflOMAS  BBUmAV. 

Qaulstown,  Aug.  2d,  1791. 
Dbai  Tom,  this  verse,  wlucb,  however  the  boghn* 

ning  may  eppawr,  yet  in  the  snd^'f  good  metn. 
Is  sent  to  desire  that,  when  your  August  < 

comes,  ymtJrwBdM  yon  'd  auci  Asre. 

£  n% 
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For  why  should  yOQ  stay  in  thut  filthy  bole,  I  raeaa 

the  citjf  so  smoky  f 
When  you  have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,  or  at 

least  not  one' that 's  wiUut  to  joke  w*  ye  9 
For,  as  for  honest  John  ^  tboagh  I  'm  notsureon  *t, 

yet  I  n\  be  hang'd,  lest  he 
Be  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wesdbrd  with  that 

great  peer>the  lord  Anglesey. 
'  Oh  !  but  I  forgut ;  perhaps,  by  this  titne,  you  may 

have  one  come  to  town,  but  I  don't  know  whether 

he  be  friend  or  foe,  Velany: 
But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring  him  down,  and 

you  Khali  go  back  in  a  fortnight,  fur  I  know  there 's 

no  delaying  ye» 
Oh  !  1  forgot  too;  t  believe  there  may  be  one  more: 
.  I  mean  that  great  fat  joker, /rienrt  flelsham,  he 
That  wrote  the  prologue  2,  and  if  you  vtay  with  him, 

depend  on  't,  in  the  endf  he  'U  sham  ye. 
Bring  down  Ixmg  Shanks  Jim  too;    but,  now  I 

think  on  %  he  's  not  yet  oome  from  Cowtown,  I 

fancy: 
For  I  heard,  a  month  ago,  that  he  was  down  there 

A-^ourting  sly  Nancy, 
However,  bring  down  yourself,  and  you  bring  down 

all ;  fbr,  to  say  it  we  may  venivre. 
In  thee  Delany's  spleen,  John's  mirth,  Helsham^s 

jokes,  and  the  softsoolof  amorous  Jemmy ^  cenir*. 

porrscxiFT* 

t  had  forgot  to  desire  you  to  bring  down  what  I  say 

you  have,  and  you  'U  believe  me  as  sure  as  a  gun,' 

and  own  il ; 
I  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  in  the  universe  can 

boast  of,  your  own  spirit  o£pitn,  and  own  wiL 
And  now  1  hope  you  'U  excuse  this  rhyming,  which 
« I  must  say  is  (though  written  somewhat  at  large) 

trim  and  clean ; 
And  so  I  concltide,  with  humble  respects  as  nsnal. 

Your  most  dutiful  and  obedient 

George-Nim-Ban-Dea^, 


TO 

GEORGE-mM'DAN-DEAN,  ES9. 

*  UPOM  HIS  IMCOMFSmABLB  YSSSSS,  &C. 

BY   PR.  DELAmr,  IN  SHKRIDAN'S  KAMH  ». 

Hail,  human  compound  qoadri&rious. 

Invincible  as  wight  Briareus ! 

Hail !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  one. 

Stronger  than  iriple-body  d  Geryon ! 

O  may  your  vastn'ess  deign  t'  excuse 

The  praises  of  a  puny  Muse, 

Unable,  in  her  utmost  flight. 

To  reach  thy  huge  Coloesian  hei|;ht 

*  Supposed  to  be  Dr.  Walmsley. 

8  One  spoken  by  young  Putland,  in  1720.  before 
Hippolybus;.  in  which  Dr.  Sheridah  (who  had  writ- 
ten a  prologue  for  the  occasion)  was  most  unexpect- 
edly and  egregiousiy  laughed  at-^Both  thepro- 
logues  are  printed  m  the  SupplenMDt  to  SmA*! 
Works.  M 
'  >Thes^  woe  ail  written  in  drctes. 


*WIPPS  POEMS. 


V  attempt  to  write  like  thee  veiv  ftaolie, 
.Whose  hnes  are,  like  thyself,  gigantic. 

Yet  let  me  bless,  in  humbler  straiSt 
Thy  vast,  thy  buM  Cambjrsian  vein, 
Pour'd  out  t*  enrich  thy  native  isle^ 
As  E^pt  wont  to  be  with  Nfl& 
Oh,  how. I  joy  to  see  thee  wander. 
In  man^  a  winding  loose  meander. 
In  circling  mazes,  smooth  and  sappU^ 
And  ending  in  a  clink  quadruple ; 
Loud,  yet  agreeable  withal. 
Like  rivers  rattling  in  their  fidl  1 
limine,  sure,  is  poetry  divine. 
Where  wit  and  majesty  oombine ; 
Where  every  line,  as  hajf^e  as  seven. 
If  stretched  in  length  would  reach  to  Heaven? 
Here  all  comparing  would  be  sbndering. 
The  least  is  more  than  Alexandrine. 

Against  thy  vcne  Time  sees  with  pant. 
He  whets  his  envious  8C5rthe  in  vain ; 
For,  though  ftom  thee  he  much  may  paie. 
Yet  much  thou  still  will  have  to  t 

Thou  hast  alone  the  skill  to  1 
With  itoman  elegance  of  taste. 
Who  hast  of  rhymes  as  vast  lesomcea 
As  Pompejr's  caterer  of  conrses: 

Oh  thou,  of  all  the  Nme  inspired  ! 
My  languid  sonl,  with  teaching  tir'dt 
How  is  it  raptur'd,  when  it  thinks 
On  thy  harmonknis  sets.of  clinki ; 
Each  answering  each  in  various  rfayme% 
Like  ebho  to  St.  Patrick's  chimes : 

Thy  Muse,  majestic  in  her  nige. 
Moves  like  Statira  on  the  stage ; 
And  scarcely  can  one  page  sustam 
The  length  of  such  a  flowing  train ; 
Her  train,  of  TariegatM' dye. 
Shows  like  Thaumautia's  in  the  sky; 
Alike  they  glow,  alike  they  please, 
Alike  imprest  by  Phcebns'  rays. 

Thy  verse— (Ye  gods !  1  cannot  bear  i^ 
To  what,  to  what  shall  I  compare  it  ? 
*Tis  like,  what  I  have  oft*  heard  spoke  oo. 
The  famous  statue  of  Laocoon. 
Tis  llkej-^O  yes,  'tis  very  like  it, 
'The  long,  long  string,  with  which  yoa  iy  kite. 
*Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  two  more^ 
Roar  to  your  echo  ^  in  good-humour; 
And  every  couplet  thou  hart  writ 
Conclode  like  Hattak-wkittak-wkii  >. 


^rO  MR.  THOMAS  SHEnWAlf. 

VrOM  HIS  TBBSBS  WBITTIX  »  CIBCUS. 
BY  Sa.  IWIPT. 

It  never  was  known  that  cueeler  letfcen^ 
By  hnmbletOo^ftpanions,  w«fe  seat  to  thor 
And,  as  to  the  subject,  our  judgnieiit,  mekar^U, 
Is  this,  that  you  aiigoe  like  ftm  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  yonr  venes  ;  we  tell  yoo,  tsipr«w'f, 
The  segment  so  laxge  teixt  yoor 
rhyme  iSf 

s  At  GanUtown  there  ii  a 
echo. 
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DAN  JACKSON'S  PICTURE. 


4S1 


Tbai  we  walk  atl  about*  like  tihotm  in  a  pound. 
And,  before  we  and  either,  our  noddles  turn  routid. 
Sufficient  it  were,  one  woold  think,  in  your  mad  rant. 
To  give  us  yonr  measores  of  line  by  a  quadrant 
Bat  we  took  our  dividers,  and  fomd  your  d— n'd 
In  each  sinf^e  verse  took  up  a  diameter,      [metre. 
Bat  bow,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  ventnre 
George,  Dan,  Dean,  and  Nim,  to  place  in  the 

centre '  ? 
•Tirill  appear,  to  your  cost,  ytmareiUrly  trepann'd 
For  the  chord  of  yonr  circle  is  now  in  their  hand  | 
Hw  chord,  or  the  radhis,  it  matters  not  whether. 
By  which  your  jade  Pogasos,  fixt  in  a  tether. 
As  her  betters  ara  us'd,  shall  be  lash'd  round  the 

ring,  [string. 

Three  feUows  with  whips,  and  the  dean  holds  the 
Will  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  com- 
To  encroach  on  his  ait  by  writing,  of  bombass ;  [pass . 
Aod  has  taken  jast  now  a  firm  resolution 
To  answer  yonr  style  without  circumlocution. 

Lady  Betty<  pcesents  yon  her  serrice  most  humble . 
And  is  not  afraid  your  worship  will  grumble,  [Tam^, 
That  she  makes  of  your  verses  a  hoop  for  miss 
Whkhisall  atpreieiit;  and  so  I  remau>— 


ON  DR.  SHERIDAN*9 
cncatAn  vsasss. 

IT  Ma.  osoaoB  aocBrowr. 

With  music  and  poetry  equally  blest, 
A  band  tfans  Apollo  moctt  humbly  Addrest : 
**  Great  author  of  harmony,  verses,  and  light ! 
Assisted  by  thee,  I  both  fiddle  ;md  write. 
Yet  unheeded  I  scrape,  or  I  scribble  all  day ; 
My  verse  it  neglected,  my  tune  's  thrown  away. 
Thy  substitnte  here.  Vice- Apollo  ^  disdains 
To  vooch  for  my  numbers,  or  list  to  my  strains  ; 
Thy  manual  signet  refuses  to  put 
To  the  airs  I  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 
Be  thou  then  propitious,  great  Phoebus,  and  grant 
Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want 
Though  the  Dean  and  Delanytranseendently  shine, 
O  brighten  one  solo  or  sonnet  of  mine  t       [abode : 
With  them  Vm  content  thou  shoold'st  make  thy 
But  vint  thy  servant  in  jig  or  in  ode. 
Make  one  work  inunortal ;  *tis  all  I  request" 
Apollo  lookM  pleas'd ;  and  resolving  to  jest, 
^ly*d,  *'  Honest  friend,  I  *ve  consider*d  thy  case ; 
Nor  dislike  thy  well-meaning  and  humourous  fece. 
Thy  petitkm  I  grant :  the  boon  is  not  great :  ■, 
Thy  works  shalf  continue ;  and  here  's  the  receipt 
On  rondeans  heiQpafter  thy  fiddle  strings  spend : 
Write  verses  in  circles ;  they  never  shall  end." 


He  knew  she  »d  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her, 
And  therefoie  he  thought  he  might  safely  defy  her. 
Come  sit,  says  my  lady  ;  then  whips  up  her  sciswr. 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  silk  in  a  trice,  sir. 
Dan  sat  with  attention,  and  saw  with  surprise  [eyes; 
How  she  lengthen' d  his  chin,  how  she  hollowed  hit 
But  flatter'd  himself  with  a  secret  conceit. 
That  his  thin  laotern  jaws  all  her  art  would  defeat 
Lady  Betty  observ'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin, 
And  'Varies  the  grain  of  the  stuff  to  his  grin ; 
And,  to  make  roasted  silk  to  resemble  his  raw-bone. 
She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw  booe ; 
Till  at  lengtb  in  ezactest  proportion  he  rose. 
Prom  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his  nes^ 
And  if  hidy  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and  all^ 
'Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 

WeU,that's  but  my  outside,  saysOao  with  a  vapour* 
Say  yqu  so,  says  my  lady  j  1  've  lin*d  it  with  paper. 
Patr.  Delany  taUp^ 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Clabissa  draws  her  scissars  from  the  case. 
To  dhiw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackson's  fac^ 
One  sloping  cut  made  forehead,  nose,  and  chin  | 
A  nick  produc*d  a  mouth,  and  made  him  grin. 
Such  as  in  taylors*  measure  you  have  seen. 
But  still  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes. 
For  which  grey  worsted-stocking  paint  supplies. 
Th'  unraveVd  thread  through  needle's  eye  convej^ 
Transferred  itself  into  his  paste-board  head. 
How  came  the  scissan  to  be  tiins  out-done  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  none. 
O  wondrous  force  of  art !  now  look  at  Den- 
Yon  Ul  swear  the  paste-board  was  the  better  man. 
"  Tfie  devil !"  says  he^  "  the  head  is  not  so  fnU  l** 
Indeed  it  ie— behoki  the  piq>er  skull. 

Tho.  Sheridan  teuipt 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Dan's  evil  genius  in  a  trice 

Had  stripped  him  of  his  coin  at  dice. 

Chloe,  observing  this  disgrace, 

On  Pam  cut  out  his  rueful  face. 

"  By  G — ,"  says  Dan,  "  tis  very  hard. 

Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card  !  > 

G.  RocfafoitMK/J 


jyAHJ  JACKSON'S  PJCTVBE, 

CUT  III  SILK  AND  rAPBE. 

To  &ir  lady  Betty,  Dan  sat  foi^  his  picture. 

And  defy'd  her  to  draw  him  sooft'  as  he  fkft*d  her. 

1  Tlieir  figures  were  hi  the  centre  of  the  verses. 

>Tbe  lady  of  George  Bochfoft,  esq. 

9  MiflrTboaiason,  lady  Betty^s  daughter. 

«  See  Apollo  to  the  Deu,  p.  409. 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Whilst  you  three  merry  poets  traffic 
To  give  us  a  description  graphic 

>  Of  Dans's  large  nose  in  modem  Sapphic  ; 
I  spend  my  time  in  making  sermons. 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  murmuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 
But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 
And  kK)k  in  Eoglnh,  French,  and  Scotch  iv  t 
At  last  I  >m  foirly  forCd  to  botch  for 't 
Bid  lady  Betty  recollect  her, 
KxA  ten,  who  was  it  could  direct  he 

I  To  d^w  the  face  of  sacb  a  specie. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


I  maBt  confen,  that  u  to  me,  nn. 
Though  I  ne'er  saw  her  hpld  the  aciaiaiVa 
I  oow  could  safely  swear  it  is  hers. 
Tis  true,  no  nose  could  come  in  better  ; 
Tts  a  vast  subject  stuiFM  with  matter, 
Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  flatter. 

Take  courage,  Dan;  this  plainly  sbaws^     ^ 

That  not  the  wisest  mortal  knows 

What  fortune  may  befall  his  nose. 

Show  me  the  brightest  Irish  toast. 

Who  from  her  lover  e'er  could  boast 

Above  a  song,  or  two  at  most ; 

For  thee  three  poets  now  Are  dmdghig  all 

To  praise  the  cheeks,  chin,  nose,  the  bridge  and  all. 

Both  of  the  picture  and  original. 

Thy  nose's  length  and  fame  extend 

So  far,  dear  Dan,  that  every  friend 

Tries  who  shall  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poets,  as  they  rise. 

Shall  read  with  envy  and  surprise 

Thy  nose  potshining  Caelia's  eyes. 

JoD.  Swift. 


DAN  JACKSON'S  DEFENCE. 

My  Terse  little  better  you  Ml  find  than  mj  ikce  is. 
A  word  to  the  wise — utpieUtra  poetiu 

Tniss  merry  lads,  with  envy  stmig^ 

(Because  Dan's  lace  is  better  hung. 

Combined  in  verse  to  rhyme  it  down. 

And  in  its  place  set  up  their  own ; 

As  if  they  'd  ran  it  down  much  better 

By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre. 

Or  that  its  red  did  cause  their  spite, 

Which  made  them  draw  in  bjack  and  white. 

Be  that  as  'twill,  this  is  most  trne. 

They  were  inspir'd  by  what  they  drew. 

Let  them  such  critics  know,  my  fece 

Gives  them  their  comeliness  and  grace  i 

Whilst  every  line  of  face  does  bring 

A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  sing. 

But  yet,  methinks,  though  with  disgrace 

Both  to  the  picture  and  the  face, 

I  should  name  them  who  do  rehearse 

The  story  of  the  picture-iaioe ; 

The  squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  stone. 

Or  strong  as  rock,  that 's  all  as  one. 

On  fece,  on  cards  is  very  brisk,  sirs. 

Because  on  them  you  play  at  whisk,  sirs.   . 

But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  erany 

Should  envy'd  be  by  De-el-any : 

And  yet  much  more,  that  half-name  sake 

Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak  ; 

For  sure  1  am  it  was  not  safe 

Thus  to  abuse  his  better  half. 

As  I  shall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 

Divisim  and  conjunctively. 

For  if  Dai^  love  not  Sherry,  can 

Sherry  be  any  thing  to  Dan  ? 

This  is  the  case  whene'er  you  see 

Dan  makes  nothing  of  Sherry ; 

Or  shonld  Dan  be  by  Sherry  o'erta'en. 

Then  Don  would  be  poor  Shecridane  t 

rris  hard  then  he  should  be  decry'd 

By  Dian  with  Sherry  by  his  side. 


But,  if  the  case  mist  be  io  kad^ 
That  faces  suffer  by  a  card. 
Let  critics  censure,  what  care  1  ? 
Back-biters  only  we  defy : 
Faees  ave  free  nom  iigiiry. 


MR.  ROCHFORT'S  REPLT 

You  say  yonr  feoe  is  better  hon^ 

Than  ours— ^  what?  by  nose  or  toogoe  ? 

In  not  esptainiag,  you  are  wvoog 

t»as»«r» 

Because  we  tlias  most  stete  the  cue. 
That  you  have  got  a  hanging  face, 
Th'  untimely  end  's  a  damn'd  diagrace 

ofnooM,ar» 

But  yet  be  not  cast  down :  I  see 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be; 
You  '11  only  bang  in  tapestry 

wiihi 


And  then  the  ladies,  I  suppose. 
Will  praise  your  longitade.of  no 
For  latent  charms  within  your  clothes 

dear  Danny. 

Thus  will  the  fiur  of  eveiy  age 

Fhm  an  parts  make  their  pilgrimage^ 

Worship  thy  nose  with  {mous  ra^e 

oflofre»sir« 
All  their  religion  will  be  spent 
About  thy  woven  monhoKot, 
And  not  one  orison  be  Mot 

iolcnre,nr. 

Yon  the  fiira'd  idol  will  become. 
As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
By  matrons  worshiped  in  the  gloom 


O  happy  Dan?  thrtoe  happy  sore ! 
Thy  fame  for  ever  shall  endure. 
Who  after  death  can  love  secure 


ofaigliil. 


at  sight. 


So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  dnty 
To  dwell  upon  thy  boasted  beauty ; 
Now  I  'U  proceed  a  word  or  two  t'  ye, 

To  that  party  where  yon  carry  on 
This  paradox,  that  rock  and  stone 
In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

Hov^aiiyibv 

A  m«)  of  reasoning  so  profbmad 

So  stiipidly  be  run  aground, 

Ab  things  so  differently  to  confomid ' 

four  senses? 

.Except  you  judg'd  them  by  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block : 
Such  an  experimental  stroke 


Then  might  you  be,  by  dfaitofreaaoot 
A  proper  judge  on  this  occasioD  ; 
'Gainst  feeling  there  's  no  disputation, 

is^nntad* 

Therefore  to  thy  soperior  wit. 
Who  made  the  trial,  we  submit; 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  of  it 
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ID  008  Mwrtion  yon  'to  to  bbmiBy 
Where  Dmn  and  Sherry  'a  made  the  ndne.. 
Endeavoiuiag  to  have  your  name 

refin'dy  sir* 

Yoa  'II  flee  mott  groady  ytm  mistook : 
If  you  coonilt  your  tpclling-book, 
CThe  belter  half  yda  iky  yoa  took) 

yoa  'II  fiody  sir. 
S,  H,  E,  jAe— and  R,  I,  ri. 
Both  pa^  tx^gether  make  SAmy  ; 
J>,  A,  N»  J>an    laakei  tip  the  tbiee 

•yllables. 
IKm  is  baft  oae»  and  Sktrri  two ; 
Tbeoy  air,  your  choice  will  never  do; 
Tberefefe  I  'ye  tura'd,  my  friendy  un  yoa 

thatablfs. 


DR.  DELANY'S  REPLY. 

Asstrr  me,  my  Mow,  whilst  I  labour  to  limn  him : 
Credite,  Piwne$,  isH  tabula  pertimiiefiu 
Tou  look  and  yoa  write  with  so  diiSerent  a  grace. 
That  I  envy  yoar  verse,  though  I  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him  that  thinks  rightly,  there  reason  entragh, 
'Gsose  one  is  as  smooth  as  the  other  is  rouj^. 

But  moch  I  'm  amaz'd  you  should  think  my  design 
Was  to  rhyme  down  yoor  nostf,  or  yoor  Harlequin 

Which  yoa  yoonetf  wonder  the  de'el  sbouM  malign. 
And  if  tie  BO  stniige,  that  your  moosteniup^scrBny 
Shoald  be  envy'd  by  him,  nrach  less  by  Delany. 
Thoagh  I  own  to  you,  when  I  consider  it  stricter, 
1  envy  the  paiater,  ahbough  not  the  picture. 
And  justly  she  'senvy'd,  tf  nee  a  ilend  of  flell 
Was  never  drawn  right  but  by  her  axid  Raphael. 

NcQd,  as  to  the  chaige,  which  vou  tell  us  is  true, 
That  we  were  inspired  by  the  subject  we  drew; 
hapir'd  we  were,  and  well,  sir,  yoa  knew  it, 
Yet  not  by  yoor  nose,  but  the  fidr  one  that  drew  it : 
Had  yoor  noae  been  the  muse,  we  had  ne'er  been 
inspirM,  Ffir'd* 

TboQghperhapaitmightiastly've  been  said  Ve  were 

is  to  the  division  cf  words  in  your  staves, 
liken^  ooantryman's  horn-comb,  mto  three  halves, 
I  medme  not  ^th  %  but  presume  to  make  merry. 
You  call'd  Dan  one  half,  and  t'other  half  Sherry : 
IJow  if  Dm  's  a  half,  as  you  call 't  o'er  and  o'er, 
Then  it  cant  be  deny'd  that  Sherry  's  two  more : 
£*  pwy  give  me  leave  to  say,  sir,  for  all  you. 
That  Sheiry 's  at  least  of  double  the  value. 
ypeifaipa,  air,  yoa  did  it  to  fill  up  the  verse: 
Sttaowda  in  a  coooert  (like  actors  in iaroe) 
Play  two  parts  in  one,  when  scrapers  are  scaroa. 
Botbe  that  as  twill,  you  Ml  know  mese  anon,  sir, 
Whai  Sheridan  sends  to  Merry  0sn  answer. 


SHERWjiN'S  REPLY. 

TniB  many  lads  you  own  we  are; 
Tw'wytrue,  and  free  ftom  care;  * 
Bat  envKNis  we  camiot  bear, 

'beneve,  sir* 
*«>  ««ra  atllbnns  of  beauty  Uune, 
Were  yna  like  Nereos  soft  and  fine, 
W«  tedd  Mt  hi  thf  Jitft  lepine, 

«rgrMfat>>i^ 


Then  know  from  tis,  most  beauteons  Da% 
Tl'At  roughness  best  becomes  a  man  ; 
Tis  women  should  be  pale  and  wan, 

and  taper. 
And  all  your  trifling  beaux  and  ibps. 
Who  comb  their  brows,  and  aktk  their  chops. 
Are  but  the  of&pring  of  toy-shops, 

meer  vapour^ 
We  loiow  yoor  morning-hours  yoa  pass 
To  cull  and  gather  out  a  face ; 
Is  this  the  way  you  take  your  glass  ? 

Forbear  it. 

Those  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toilet, 
Will  never  mend  your  &ce,  but  qpoil  it; 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par-boil  it : 

Drink  claret 
Your  cheeks,  by  sleeking^  are  so  lean 
That  they  >co  like  Cynthia  in  the  wane. 
Or  breast  of  goose  when  'tis  pickM  clean, 

orpulHt 
See  what  by  driiiking  you  have  dom : 
You  've  made  your  p^iiz  a  skeleton, 
?rom  the  l^oig  distance  of  your  crown 

t'yourgaUet! 


A  REJOINDER, 

ir  THS  DBAir,   IN  JACKSCW'S  VAICB*  ' 

WiAMiD  with  saying  grace  and  prayer, 
I  hasten  down  to  country  air, 
^o  read  your  answer,  and  prepare 

reply  to  t 
But  your  fiur  lines  so  grossly  flatter. 
Pray  do  they  praise  me,  or  bespatter  ; 
It  must  suspect  you  mean  the  latter*- 

Ah!  sly-bootl 
It  must  be  so !  what  else,  alas. 
Can  mean  by  culling  of  a  face, 
And  all  that  stuff  of  toilet,  c^ass, 

and  box-comb  ? 
But  be 't  as  twill,  this  you  must  grant. 
That  you  're  a  dawb,  whilst  I  but  paint ;   ' 
Then  which  of  us  two  is  the  quaint* 

er  coxcomb  ^ 
I  value  not  yoor  jokes  oC  noose. 
Your  gibes,  and  all  your  foul  abuse. 
More  than  the  dirt  beneath  my  shoes, 

norfoarit* 
Yetene  thing  vexes  me,  I  own, 
Thou  iorry  scare-crow  of  skin  and  bone; 
To  be  call'd  lean  by  a  skeleton, 

whff'dbaarit? 
Tis  true  indeed,  to  cmrry  fnends* 
Yoa  seem  to  praise,  to  make  amends^ 
And  yet,  before  yoor  stanica  ends^ 

yon  flout « 
'Boot  latent  charms  beneath  my  clothes; 
For  every  one  that  knows  me  knows 
That  I  have  nothixg  lik^  my  nose 

about  iM. 
I  pass  now  where  )oa  fleer  end  laugh, 
•Cause  I  call  Dan  my  better  half  i 
Oh  thors  yoa  thuik  you  haya  mt  safol 

But  hold,  siiw 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Is  not  a  penny  often  ftumd 

To  be  macH  greater  than  a  poond  ?    . 

By  your  good  leave,  my  most  profoitiid 

and  bold,  air* 
Dan  ^s  noble  mettle,  Sheiry  base; 
So  Dan  'a  the  bett^,  though  the  less : 
An  ounce  of  gold  ^a  worth  tea  of  braas, 

dull  pedant  I 

As  to  your  apelling,  let  me  see. 

If  SHE  makes  sher^  and  RI  makes  ry, 

Ckjod  spelling-maater !  .your  crany 

has  lead  on  't« 


ANOTHER  REJOINDER^ 

•T  TMS  DBAVy  IN  MCKaOM^S  HAMB. 

THtcB  daya  for  anawer  I  have  waited ; 
I  thought  an  ace  you  'd  ne'er  h^ve  bated  ; 
And  art  thou  fore  d  to  yield»  iU-foted         ^ 

poetaster  ?. 

Henceforth  acknowledge,  that  a  nose 
Of  thy  dimenaion  'a  fit  for  prose ; 
But  every  one  that  knowa  Dan,  knowf 

thy  master. 

Blush  for  ill-speHing,  for  ill-Knea, 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramines  ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  genius  now  decbnes, 

proud  boaster. 

I  hear  with  some  coocem  you  roar. 
And  flying  think  to  quit  the  score 
By  clapping  Ulleta  on  your  door 

and  poets,  sir. 

Thy  ruin,  Tom,  I  never  meant; 

I  'm  griev'd  to  hear  your  banishaaent; 

Bui  pleas'd  to  find  you  do  relent 

and  cry  on* 

I  manlM  you,  when  you  look'd  so  bluff. 
But  now  1  Ml  secret  keep  your  stuff; 
For  know,  prostration  is  enough 

tothMion. 


SHERIDAN'S  SOBMISSIOJf. 

KT  TBM  DIAV. 

Cede  jam,  misers?  eognoecens  praemia  rixai. 
Si  risca  est,  ubi  tu  pulsas  ego  vap^!o  tantum. 

Pooa  Sherry,  mgloriow 
To  Dan  Uie  victorious, 
^^  J^resents,  as  tia  fitting. 

Petition  awl  greeting. 

TO  you  viclorious  and  brave. 

Your  now-au'bdued  and  suppliant  slave 

Moat  Humbly  sues  for  pardon ; 
Wbo  when  I  fought  still  cut  me  down. 
And  when  I  vanished  fled  the  towni 

Pursued  and  laid  me  hard  on. 
t 
Kow  lowly  crouched  I  cry  peccavi. 
And  prostrate  supplicate  pour  ma  vie  : 

Your  mercy  I  rely  on  ; 


7or  yon,  my  oonquejw  nd  i 
In  pardoning,  as  m  pmiiahing^' 

Will  show  yoonelf  a  hon. 
Alaa  1  ahr,  I  bad  no  deaign. 
But  was  unwanly  drawn  m; 

For  apite  I  ne'er  had  any : 
'Twaa  the  damn*d  'aquire  with  the  I  , 
The  de'el  too  that  ow*4  me  a  shame. 

The  devil  and  Delany ; 
They  tempted  me  t'  attack  your  faigfaneai^ 
And  then,  with  woatad  wile  and  alynea^ 

They  left  me  hi  the  lurch : 
Unhiqvpy  wretch  !  for  now,  I  ween, 
I  've  nothing  left  to  vent  my  apleea 

But  ferula  and  birch  ; 
And  they,  alaa !  yield  amall  relief, 
S^em  rather  to  renew  my  grief; 

My  wounda  bleed  all  anew: 
For  every  stroke  goea  to  my  hearts 
And  at  each  lash  I  feel  the  amart 
-  Of  laah  laid  on  by  yon. 


REV.  DANIEL  JACESOKf 


BT  MB.  auRinav  iv  i 
GABB,  Aioa  ansK 


TO  BB  BUVBLT 

aoN,  wrm 
D^AB  Dav, 

Hekb  I  return  my  trust,  nor  aak 
One  penny  for  remittance  ; 

If  I  have  well  performed  my  task. 
Pray  send  me  an  acquittance. 

Too  long  I  bore  this  weighty  pack, 

Aa  Hercules  the  sky ; 
Now  take  him  you,  Dan  Atlas,  bad^ 

Let  me  be  stander-by. 
Not  all  the  witty  things  yon  speak 

In  oompasa  of  a  day, 
ffot  half  the  puns  you  make  a  week. 

Should  bribe  hia  longer  atay. 

With  me  you  left  him  out  at  naree. 
Yet  are  you  not  my  debtor ; 

For,  as  be  hardly  can  be  worse, 
I  ne'er  could  make  him  better. 


*ywfl^ 


He  rhymea  and  puna,  and  puna 

Just  as  he  did  before ; 
And,  when  ha  *s  laah'd  a  hundrad  timca. 

He  rh3rmea  and  pona  the  more. 
When  roda  are  Udd  on  scfaool-bovs  boms. 

The  more  they  firiak  and  akip : 
The  achool-boy'a'top  but  tender  huma^ 

The  more  they  uae  the  whip. 

Thua,  a  lean  beast  beneath  a  kind 

(A  beast  of  Irish  breed) 
Will,  in  a  tedkraa,  dirty  road. 

Outgo  the  prancing  ateed. 
Ton  knock  him  down  and  down  in  nii^ 

And  lay  him  flat  before  ye  ; 
f6r,  aoon  aa  he  geta  up  agahi. 

He  >U  itnit,  andcry,  VuHmU^ 
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M  «very  stroke  of  niaa  1m  fell  a 

Til  true  he  foer'd  and  cry'd  j 
But  hk  impenetrable  shell 

CoqU  feel  no  haim  betide. 
The  tortoise  thai,  wHh  motioa  tknr^ 

Will  clamber  ap  a  wall ; 
Yet,  KiHeleM  to  the  hardest  blow. 

Gets  noUuDg  but  a  fell. 
Dear  Dbo,  then,  why  shoald  you,  or  J, 

Attack  his  peiicrany  ? 
Aui,  since  it  is  in  vain  to  try, 

We  'U  send  him  to  Delany. 

porrscaiFT. 

UanTom,  when  I  saw  him,  last  week,  on  his  horee 

awiy, 
Tbieaten'd  loudly  to  turn  metostone  with  his  sorcery. 
But,  I  think,  little  Den,  that,  in  spight  of  what  oar 

foe  says,  . 

He  will  find  1  feed  Ovid  and  his  Metamoiphons. 
For  omitting  the  first  (where  I  make  a  oomparison. 
With  a  sort  of  allusion  to  Putland  *  or  Harrison) 
Yet,  by  my  description,  you  »ll  find  he  in  short  is 
A  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a  tortoise. 
So  1  hope  from  henceforward  yon  nel'er  will  ask, 

can  I  maul 
This  teasing,  conceited,  rude,  insolent  animal  f 
And,  if  this  leboke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
(For  I  pity  the  man)  1  should  be  glad  then  of  it    , 


TO  DR.  SBERIDAS^ 
on  HIS  AKT  OP  rvNiinio. 


Has  I  ten  thousand  mwUa  and  iongue$. 

Had  i  ten  thoonnd  pair  of  lungty 

Ten  thousand  tculU  with  braint  to  think. 

Ten  thuusand  ttand'uhes  of  ink. 

Ten  thousand  ha^uit  and  pens,  to  writa 

Thy  praise  /  *d  tiudy  day  and  night. 

Oh  may  thy  work  for  ever  live  I 
(Dear  Tom,  a  friendly  zeal  forgive] 
May  no  vile  miscreant  saucy  cook 
Presome  to  tear  thy  learned  book. 
To  rnige  lu*  fend  for  nicer  guest, 
Orpm  t/  OR  fAtf  turkey* t  breast. 
Keep  it  from  patiy  baled  orfying, 
from  kroiting  steak,  or  fritters /rying^ 
From  ligkHngf^,  or  making  sn^ff. 
Or  coitag  t^  K feather  muff; 
From  all  the  several  ways  the  grocer 
(Who  to  the  learned  world  's  a  foe,  sir) 
Has  found  in  twisting,  folding,  packing. 
His  ^roifu  and  ours  at  once  a  racJdng. 
And  nuiy  it  never  curl  the  head 
Of  either  living  block  or  dead  / 
Thus,  when  all  dangeia  ttey  ham  past. 
Your  leaves,  like  leaves  of  brau,  shall  Utft, 
No  M^  shall  fram  a  cHilie*<  ^mM,-   ' 
By  vile  infection,  cause  their  death. 
Till  they  m  flames  at  last  expire, 
And  h$lp  to  mi  tk9  world  m  fire* 


STEIMTQ  swim 

STELLA  TO  OR.  SfTIFT.      , 

OK  BIS  buth-pat,  mot.  90,  1*721. 

St.  Patrick's  dean,  your  country's  pride^ 

My  early  and  my  only  guide, 

i^et  me  among  the  rest  attend. 

Your  pupil  and  yoitf  humble  friend. 

To  celebrate  in  female  stiaina 

The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  paiaB  ; 

Deacend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to'  you. 

When  men  began  to  caU  me  feir. 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  care; 
You  early  taught  me  to  despise 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes ; 
Show'd  where  my  iudgment  was  mis|^ae^^ 
Refined  my  fency  ind  my  1s.8te. 

Behold  that  beauty  just  decay'd^ 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid : 
Forsook  by  her  admiring  train. 
She  breads  her  tatter'd  nets  in  vain : 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  stage; 
Went  smoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone,  she  wanted  set. 
As  the  scene  changed,  to  change  her  part : 
She,  whom  no  lover  couM  resist. 
Before  the  second  act  was  hiss'd. 
Such  is  the  fole  of  female  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  foee; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  ltfis» 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  she  has  ne'er  re8em]>)ed  those  ; 
Koreas  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  course  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  1  might  yoHtfa  prolong^ 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wton($  - 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  sappUca 
Of  lustre  to  my  €sding  eyes ; 
How  soon  a  beauteous  mind  repahrs 
The  loss  of  chang'd  or  foUiag  hairs; 
How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  smoothness  o*er  the  skhi: 
Your  lectures  oouki  my  fency  fix. 
And  I  can  please  at  thhty-siK. 
The  sight  of  Chfoe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  me  not  the  spleen  ; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fiiol. 
Till  time  shall  make  their  passions  eool ; 
Then  tumbling  down  time^  >teepy  bUl^ 
While  Stella  hoMs  her  station  still. 
Oh !  turn  your  pteoepfes  into  laws, 
Eedeem  the  women's  rum'd  cause; 
Retrieve  lost  empire  to  our  sea, 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  neoks. 

Long  be  the  day  tliat  gave  you  bitthr 
Sacred  to  friendship,  wit,  and  mirth  i 
Late  dying  may  yon  cast  a  shred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o^er  my  head ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  sorrow. 
One  day  alone,  then  die  tomorrow  ! 


4Uk 


'    ON  Hsa  iiETH-nAT*  n21.8« 
Whiib,  Stella,  to  yew  lasting  pittise^ 
Tbe  tf  me  her  kanoaHribwle  pays. 
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While  I  UBgn  myRlf  a  task 
Wfaicb  7o«  OEpect,  but  aoom  to  ask  j 
If  I  perform  this  task  with  pain, 
Let  me  of  partial  fiite  coroplam  ; 
You  every  year  the  debt  enlar|pey 
1  grcifw  less  equal  to  the  charge : 
In  yoQ  each  virtue  brighter  shines. 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines ; 
"My  harp  will  icoQ  in  vain  be  strung. 
And  all  your  virtues  left  unsung: 
For  none  among  the  upstart  race 
Of  poets  dare  assume  my  place ; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown. 
They  must  have  Stellas  of  their  own  j 
jknd  thus,  my  stock  of  wit  decay'd, 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid. 
Unless  Delany,  as  my  he^.*. 
Will  answer  for  the  whole  arrear. 


SWIFTS  PO£US. 


ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 


m.  SEtAVY. 


AiiraoBA,  qusB  mcestum  linquis,  Istnmque  revises 
Arentem  dominum,  sit  tibi  terra  levis. 

Tn  quoqoe  depositnm  serves,  neve  opprime,  mannor; 
iUnphoramni  meruit  tarn  pretiosa  mori. 


EPITAPH. 

lY  TBB   SA MB. 

Hoc  tumulata  jaoet  pitdes  Lenna  sepnlchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  perituia  jacet; 

Qnin  oritnra  itenun,  matris  concreditnr  alvo  ; 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  quoque,  Baoobe  Pater. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH'DAY. 

A  OBiAT  Borrti  of  wivb,  lomo  bdbibd^  beikg 

THAT  nAT  DUG  UP.       ]79S-d* 

RbsoiVo  my  annual  verse  to  pay. 
By  duty  bound,  on  Stella's  day, 
Pumish'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  sat  me  down  to  think  : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  scratcb'd  my  head. 
But  fomid  my  wit  and  fancy  fled : 
Or  if,  with  more  than  usual  pain, 
A  thought  came  slowly  from  my  brab. 
It  cost  me  Lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  shape  it  into  sense  and  rhyme : 
And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curse. 
Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  wone. 

Forsaken  by  th  inspiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  ApoUo*s  shrine : 
Itofd  him  what  the  world  would  say^ 
If  SUAltL  were  unsung  to-day  j 
How  I  should  hide  my  head  for  shame, 
IVhen  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came ; 
How  Ford  would  ftmm,  how  Jhn  would  leer| 
How  Sheridan  the  rogue  woidd  sneer. 
And  swear  it  does  not  always  folkm^ 
Thai  tnul'n  anno  ridiiAptMo, 


I  have  aswr'd  them  twenty  thnes. 
That  Phoebus  helped  me  in  i^y  rhymer  ; 
Phoebus  inspired  me  from  above. 
And  he  and  I  were  hand  aTid  glove. 
But,  finding  me  so  dull  and  dry  since. 
They  '11  call  it  all  poetic  licence; 
And,  when  I  brag  of  aid  divine. 
Think  Ensden's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  ask  for  Stella's  sake  j 
Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  stake : 
And  StelU  wUl  be  sung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  'staoder-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
Retum'd  this  answer  to  a  tittle. 

"  Though  you  should  live  like' old  1 
I  furnish  bints,  and  you  shall  use  all  'em» 
You  yearly  sing  as  she  grows  old. 
You  'd  leave  her  virtues  halt'  untold. 
But,  to  say  truth,  such  dulneas  rvigns 
Through  the  whole  set  of  Irish  deans, 
I'pi  dsily  stunn'd  with  such  a  medley, 
Dean^W — ,  dean  D— ,  and  dean  Smedleyg^ 
That,  let  what  dean  soever  cooie,. 
My  orders  are,  I  'm  nut  at  bonae ; 
And,  if  your  voice  had  ijfA,  been  loud. 
You  mittt  have  pass'd  among  the  croud. 

"  But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent,      , 
Yon  mnst  apply  to  Mrs.  Brent  $ 
For  she,  as  priestess,  knows  the  rites. 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights. 
First,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  stand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand; 
Let  her  describe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders*  cellar,  on  the  ground: 
A  spade  let  prudent  Arohy  koldy 
And  with  discretiooDi  dig  the  mpnid  i 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  Ford,  and  Orattans  by. 

«  Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  skiesl 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  conspire ; 
And  Bacchus,  for  the  poet's  use, 
Pour'd  in  a  sfapon'g  inspiring  juice. 
See  (  as  you  raise  it  frocn  its  tomb. 
It  drags  behind  a  spacious  womb^ 
And  in  the  spacious  womb  contains 
A  sovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

*<  You  '11  find  it  soon,  if  iate  consents  ; 
If  not,  a  thousand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thousand  Archys  arm'd  with  spades. 
May  dig  fai  vain  to  Pluto's  shades. 

**  From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infiise^ 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Muse 
(But  fin*  let  Robert,  on  his  knees. 
With  caution  drain  it  ftxMn  the  lees)  : 
The  Muse  will  at  your  call  appear. 
With  Stella's  prtMse  to  crown  the  year.* 


A  SATIRICAL  ELEGY 

ON  TBB  nSATB  Of 

A  LATE  BAMOUS  GENERAL. 

Hngitoe!  imposnblel  what  deal! 
Of  old  age  tooy  and  in  kas  bed ! 
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DEAN  SHEDLETS  PETITION. 


W 


Md  oonld  that  nrfghty  wanior  fidi. 
And  so  ingkirioiiSy  after  all ! 
Welly  amoe  he  'i  gone,  do  matter  how. 
Hie  laat  loud  trump  must  wake  bim  now : 
Andy  trwi  me,  as  ue  aoiae  grows  stiOQgar, 
He  'd  wish  to  sleep  a  littk  kMiger. 
And  oottid  be  be  iodsedao  old 
As  hf  the  news-papers  we-*re  told  I 
Tbieonore,  I  tharic,  is  pretty  high ; 
TwsM  time  ia  conscience  he  should  die  I 
This  ^aorid  he  cumbered  long  enoaghj 
He  bomt  his  candle  to  the  snuflf ; 
And  that  *%  the  reason,  some  folks  think. 
He  left  behind  »  great  a  «— i*. 
Behold  his  fonenj  appears, 
Kor  widow's  sig:hs,  nor  orphan's  tears. 
Wont  at  such  times  each  heart  to  pieroe. 
Attend  the  progress  of  bis  hearse. 
But  whai  of  that?  bis  friends  may  say» 
Ue  bad  those  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  bis  profit  and  his  pride. 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  dy'd« 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  \ 
Ye  bubbles  raisM  by  breath  of  kings ! 
Wbo  float  upon  the  tide  of  state ; 
Come  hither,  and  beboki  your  fote. 
X^et  pride  be  taugbt  by  this  rebuke. 
How  very  maan  a  thmg  's  a  duke; 
FiXNB  all  his  ill-got  honours  flung, 
Tsm'd  to  that  diit  from  whence  he  spnnqp. 


OSAN  SMEDLBT'S  PETITION 

TO  TBI  DVKB  OF  GBAFTOM. 

Nod  domus  aut  fundu»->       Hor, 

Tt  was,  my  hnd,  the  dextrous  shift 
Of  t'  other  Jonathan,  ;riz.  Swift ; 
Bat  now  St.  Patrick's  saucy  dean. 
With  silver  Teige  and  surplice  clean. 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace. 
In  looser  rhyme  to  beg  a  plaoe. 
A  place  be  got,  yclept  a  stail. 
And  eke  a  thousand  pounds  withal  j 
And,  were  be  a  less  witty  writer, 
fie  might  as  well  have  got  a  mttre. 

Thus  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Qogher, 
In  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  ofler. 
Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  neait. 
My  thanks  and  Terse  both  void  of  art. 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave. 
Kg  larger  income  do  I  crave  j 
BiQQicing  that,  in  beiier  timet, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud !  while  my  patron  is  polite^ 
I  likewise  to,the  pc^riot  write  I 
Proud !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  Geoige*B  and  the  Muses'  fiieni  I 
BDdear>dtoBRtam;  and  to  thee 
(Diqoia'd,  flibemia,  by  the  sea) 
Bndear'd  by  twioe  three  anxious  yean^ 
Soiploy'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares  ; 
By  love,  by  wisdom,  and  by  skill; 
For  be  has  sav*d  thee  'gainst  tlqr  wilL 

But  where  shall  Smedley  make  hit  netf. 
And  Jay  his  waaderiuf  head  to  Ml  ? 


Where  shall  he  find  a  deeent  1 

To  treat  his  friends  and  cheer  his  spouse  ?* 

Oh  !  tack,  my  lord,  some  pretty  cure  ;  ^ 

In  wholsome  soil,  and  ether  pore ; 

The  garden  stor'd  with  artless  flowers^ 

In  either  angle  shady  bowers^ 

No  gay  parterre,  with  costly  green. 

Within  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen :  ^ 

Let  Nature  freely  take  her  coune. 

Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force ; 

No  sheers  shidl  check  her  sprouting  vigoiMV 

Nor  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figure  a 

A  limpid  brook  shall  trout  supply* 

In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly  f 

Round  a  small.orehanl  may  it  run. 

Whose  apples  redden  to  the  sun. 

Let  all  be  snug,  and  warm,  and  neat  ^ 

For  fifty  tum'd  a  safo  retreat. 

A  little  Euston  may  it  be, 

Euston  I  'II  carve  on  every  tree. 

But  then,  to  k^  it  in  repair. 

My  lord^-'twice  Jify  ptmndt  a  year 

Will  barely  do;  but  if  your  grace 

Could  make  them  Awidf  «dr~-«harming  place  f 

Thou  then  wouklst  show  another  fooe. 

Clogher!  &r  north,  my  lord,  it  Ues» 
'  Bfidst  snowy  hills,  inclement  skies  ; 
One  shivers  with  the  arctic  wind  ; 
One  hears  tbe^oAir  axis  grind. 
Good  John  Mndeed,  with  beef  and  blaiet. 
Makes  the  plaoe  ^waim  that  one  may  boir  it. 
He  has  a  purse  to  keep  a  table. 
And  eke  a  soul  as  hospiiable. 
My  heart  is  good ;  but  asseU  fail. 
To  fight  with  stomu  of  snow  and  hail. 
Besides  the  country 's  th'm  of  people. 
Who  seldom  meet  but  at  the  ateqile : 
The  strapping  dean,  that 's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  nam  d  the  thing  without  a  frowu; 
When,  much  fotigu'd  with  sermon-study. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy ; 
No  fit  companion  could  be  found. 
To  push  the  lazy  bottle  round; 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  hit  eUrk  was  orthodox. 

Ah  !  how  unlike  to  Gerard-street, 
Where  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet  ^ 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng. 
And  jostle  as  they  trowl  along; 
Where  tea  and  co&e  hourly  flaw. 
And  gape-seed  does  in  pleiity  grow  ; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries, 
Buct  at  seven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies  I" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  sphere 
Onoe  shone,  when  Pauncefoith  was  not  near^ 
But  now  she  wanes,  and,  as  tis  said, 
Keeps  sober  houn,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There— but  'tis  endless  to  write  down 
All  the  amusements  of  the  town ; 
And  spouse  will  think  herself  quite  .undone. 
To  trudge  to  Connor  >  from  sweet  Londoni 
And  care  we  must  our  wiyes  to  please. 
Or  else—we  shall  be  ill  at  ease. 

You  see,  my  kml,  what  *tn  1  kuskj 
tit  only  some  coii?enient  tack, 

iBidiopStenie.. 

*  The  bishopric  of  Omnor  is  united  |o  that  of 
Jkmtki  hot  there  are  two  deans. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Some  penonagci-hoase,  wifh  garden  sweet. 
To  be  my  late,  my  last  retreat ; 
A  decent  church  close  by  its  side, 
There  preaching,  praying,  to  reside  ; 
And^  as  my  time  securely  rolls. 
To  saTe  my  own  and  other  sonls. 


THE  DUKK^  ANmrER. 

BY  itt.  iwipr. 

Deae  Smed,  I  read  thy  hrilKaat  lines. 

Where  wit  in  all  its  gloiy  shines ; . 

"Wj^ere  compliments,  with  all  their  pride. 

Are  by  their  numbers  dignified  : 

I  hope  to  mak^  you  yet  as  dean 

As  that  same  Viz,  St.  Patriok>s  dean. 

I  Ml  give  thee  iurplice,  verge,  and  «to//^ 

And  may  be  soipethii^f  else  withal ; 

^nd,  were  you  not  so  good  a  writer, 

I  should  present  yon  with  a  mitre. 

Write  worse  then,  if  you  can — be  wise*^ 

Believe  me,  His  the  watf  to  rite. 

Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  nett  .• 

Jh  !  never  lay  thy  head  to  rest! 

That  head  to  well  wilh  toitdom  fraught^ 

That  writes  without  the  toil  qf  thought  / 

While  ot^rs  rack  their  busy  brains. 

You  are  not  in  the  least  at  pains. 

Down  to  your  deanry  now  repair^ 

And  build  a  castle  in  the  air, 

I  'm  sure  a  man  of  your  fine  sense 

Can  do  it  with  a  small  expense. 

There  your  dear  spouse  and  you  together 

May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of  ether* 

When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour, 

She  Ml  help  your  wife  when  she  »s  in  labour; 

Well  skilled  in  midwife  artifices. 

For  she  herself  oh*  falls  in  pieces. 

There  you  shall  see  a  raree-show 

Will  make  you  scorn  this  xvorld  beloWf 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way. 

As  white  as  snow,  as  bright  as  day; 

The  glittering  constellations  roll 

About  the  grinding  srctic  pole; 

The  lovely  tingling  in  your  cars. 

Wrought  by  the  music  of  the  spheres    ■ 

Your  spouse  shaH  then  no  longer  hector. 

You  need  not  fear  a  curtahi-lecture ; 

Kor  shall  she  thmk  that  she  is  undone 

For  quittmg  her  beloved  London. 

When  she  's  exalted  in  the  skies. 

She  '11  never  think  of  mutton-pies ; 

When  you  're  advanced  above  dean  VBi, 

You  Ml  never  think  of  goody  Qriz. 

But  ever,  ever,  live  at  ease, 

And  strive,  and  strive,  your  wife  to  please; 

In  her  you  Ml  centre  all  your  joys, 

And  get  ten  thousand  girls  and'  boys ! 

Ten  thousand  |^irls  and  boys  you  MI  ge^ 

And  they  like  stars  fthall  rise  and  set ; 

While  you  and  spouse^  transformed,  shall  toon 

Be  a  new  tun  and  a  new  moon : 

^or  shall  you  'strive  your  horns  to  hMe^ 

*"    "    I  yvorteHMbaU-be  your  fMe^ 


VER8B9  BY  STELLjf^ 

If  it  be  true,  oetastial  powers, 

That  you  have  formM  me  fisir. 
And  yet,  in  aU  my  vainest  hours. 

My  mind  has  been  my  care ; 
Then,  in  return,  1  beg  this  graoe, 

As  you  were  ever  kind,  . 
What  envious  Time  takes  frommy  iacci 

Bestow  upon  my  mind ! 


JEALOUSY.     BY  THE  SJMEK 

0  Shield  me  from  his  rage,  cdestial  Powers; 
This  tyrant,  that  embitters  all  my  hours ! 

Ah,  Love !  you  've  pooriy  play'd  the  heroes  part  j 
Vou  conquer'd,  bat  you  can't  defend  my  heart 
When  first  I  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 

1  thought  this  monster  banish'd  from  your  tpain^ 
But  you  would  raise  him  to  support  your  throne; 
And  now  he  claims  youc  empire  as  his  own. 

Or  tell  me,  tyrants !  have  you  both  agreed. 
That  where  one  rtlgns,  the  other  shall  succeed  I 


JOJfU  DELANY'S  VILLA. 

WouftD  y<ia  that  DeKilla  I  described 
Believe  me,  sir,  I  will  not  gibei 
For  who  would  be  satirical 
•Upon  a  thing  so  very  small  I 

You  scarce  upon  the  borders  enter. 
Before  you  're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  single  crow  can  make  it  night. 
When  o^er  your  farm  she  takes  her  flighty 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compass,  we  ^    * 

Ol^serve  a  vast  variety; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  pavlene% 
Windows  and  doois,  and  rooms  and  staicB, 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woodls  and  fiddv 
And  hay,  and  gisss,  and  com,  it  yields; 
All  to  your  haggard  brou^t  so  dieap  1% 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  .reaping : 
A  razor,  though  to  say  t  Fm  loth. 
Would  shave  yon'  and  your  meadowa  both. 

Though  small 's  the  fimn,  yet  herei  's  a 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  mouse. 
But  whm  a  rat  is  dreaded  mora 
Than  savage  Caledonian  boar  ; 
For,  if  it 's  entered  by  a  mt. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  seems  to  steal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vai^ 
Like  tears  aidown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek ; 
And  this  you  ^1  your  sweet  sneander. 
Which  might  be  suckVi  up  by  a  caadei^ ' 
Cbuld  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  scoop  the  channel  of  the  rill :  • 
For  sure  you  'd  make  a  mighty  elnllar. 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitebeo-gardsn, 
iWhere  one  pour  mouse  would<fiua  hot  haad  in; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk,    . 
^o  longer  than  a  tayJor^  ehatk : 
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l%ns  I  eon^tre  what  space  w  in  it, 
A  snail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  fthift  to  squeeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees ; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  single  rose 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  neref  M<Mr8 ; 
In  vain  then  you  expect  its  bloom  ! 
It  cannot  blow,  for  want  of  room. 

In  short,  in  ail  your  boasted  sesit, 
There 's  nothing  but  yourself  that  *8  great. 


ON  0?fa  OP  TUB 

mSDOtVS  AT  DELViLhE. 

A  I  AID,  grown  desirans  of  saving  his  pelf, 

Built  a  hoo.^  he  was  sure  would  hold  none  but 

hiniself. 
This  enrag'd  god  Apollo,  ^e  Mercury  sent. 
And  bid  him  go  ask  what  his  votary  meant 
"  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  adviser : 
'TIS  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  turns  miser ! 
Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  that  solject  of  mine, 
1  have  kwom  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  design ; 
For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Muses  shall  reign ; 
And  the  Muses^  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train." 


CARBERIM  RUPES^ 

IN  COMITATU  C0RGAGE!(SI.       1733. 

EccE  ingens  fragtnen  scopuli,  quod  vertice  summo 
Desuper  impendet,  nullo  fundamine  nixum 
t>ecidit  in  fluctus :  maria  undique  &  undique  saxa 
Homsono  stridore  totant,  k,  ad  sethera  murmur 
Cri^ur ;  trepidatque  suis  Neptunus  m  undis. 
Nam,  longA  renti  rabic,  atque  aspergine  crebrfl 
iEquorei  laticis,  specos  imA  nipe  cavatur : 
Jam  fultura  rait,  jain  summa  cacumina  nutant ; 
Jam  cadit  in  pi^eceps  moles,  &  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejei^isse  Tonantem 
Montibus  impoeitos  montes,  &  Pelion  dtum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculAsse  gigantum. 

Ssepe  etiatti  spelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exesa  ^  soopulis,  &  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Mine  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontum  pervia  Phcebo. 
GantJbus  eoormi  jiinctis  laquearia  tecti 
Formaatur  ;  mol^  olim  ruitora  supemd. 
Pomice  sublinu  nidos  posuere  pal  umbos, 
Inque  imo  stagni  posuere  cubilia  pbocae. 

Sed,  cum  aaevit  hyems,  &  venti,  carccrc  nipto, 
Immensoa  volvont  fiuctus  ad  culmina  montis ; 
Non  obteflMB  vtea,  n6n  fulnuna  vindicc  dextri 
Miasa  Jovit,  qnoties  inimicas  ssvit  in  urb^, 
JBusquant  aonithm  undarum,  veniente  procellA : 
Littora  Uttoribos  reboant ;  vicinia  lath, 
Geoa  aasoeta  nari,  &  pedibus  pureurrere  rupes,^ 
Terretar  tnosen,  &  long^  fugit,  arva  relinqucns. 

Oramina  dnm  carpunt  pendentes  rupe  capelte, 
Vi  salientia  aqnss  de  summo  prSBcipiUntur, 
£t  daloea  aainas  hno  sub  gurgite  linquunL 

Piacator  terrft  non  audet  vellere  ftinemt 
iad  latet  io  pmtn  tMBMbttadns,  k,  Mtntsodwi 
"     '  »Kai«Kniri«eibQfvntiM|iie^bligift. 


CARBERT  ROCKS. 


TRAMSLATXO  BT  DR.  BUMUK. 


Lo !  from  the  top  of  yonder  diff,  that  shfooda 
Its  airy  head  amidst  the  azure  clouds, 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment ;  destitute  of  props. 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops ; 
With  hoarse  rebuff  the  swelling  seas  rebound. 
From  shore  to  shore  the  rocks  return  the  sound : 
The  dreadful  murmur  Heaven's  high  convex  cleaveSy 
And  Neptune  shrinks  beneath  his  subject  waves; 
For  long  the  whirling  wmds  and  beating  tides 
Had  scoop'd  a  vault  into  its:nether  sides. 
Now  yields  the  base,  the  sunmiits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  course,  and  lash  the  «>unding  surge. 
Not  louder  noise  could  shake  the  guilty  world, 
When  Jove  heap*d  mountains  upon  mountains  hurFd# 
Retorting  Pelion  from  hts  dread  abode, 
To  crush  Earth's  rebel-sons  beneath  the  load. 

Oft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Presents  an  orifice  on  either  side, 
A  dismal  orifice,  from  sea  to  sea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  god  of  day  : 
Uncouthly  join*d,  the  rocks  stupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  storm : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nests  the  woodquests  make^ 
And  sea-calves  stable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  bis  sullen  train  • 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o*er  the  crtiggy  steep  without  control, 
Big  with  the  blast,  the  raging  billows  roll ; 
Not  towns  beleaguer'd,  not  the  flaming  brand. 
Darted  fiom  Heaven  by  Jove*s  avenging  han^ 
Oft  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  blasts  their  gilded  towers, 
Bqual  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  rush  o^er  waves,  rebellows  shore  to  shore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to  brave  tha 
Of  angry  seas,  and  run  along  the  rocks,       [shocks 
Now  pale  witii  terrour,  while  the  ocean  foams. 
Fly  &r  and  wide,  nor  trust  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  the  mountain-ta|^ 
The  withered  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wash'd  down  the  precipice  with  sudden  sweep. 
Leave  their  sweet  lives  beneath  th'  unfathomM  deep. 

The  frighted  fisher,  with  desponding  eyes. 
Though  safe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  ]ies, 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  skies  serene. 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  yn«fn- 


UPON  THE  HORRID  PLOT 
DISCOVERED  BY  HARLEQUIN, 

IHB  aiSBOP  Of  aOCHBSTlR*S  ntaifCH  AOO  K 
Uf  A  DIALOOOl  BBTWSIM  A  WHIO  AKS  A  TORT.    '  VJ2% 


I  asr'o  a  Whig  the  othernight. 
How  came  this  wicked  plot  to  light? 
He  answered,  that  ^dogis  fatte 
Inibrm*d  a  mmister  of  state. 
Said  I,  from  thence  I  nothnig  know  ^ 
For  are  not  all  informers  so  ? 
A  villajn  who  his  friend  betrays. 
We  style  him  bf  no  other  phrase; 

1  See  the  State  Trials,  yoL  fi 
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And  80  a  peijurM  iog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendergast,  and  Oatet, 
And  fbirty  others  I  could  name. 
Whig.  But,  you  oiuti  l^novr,  tliif  dog  was  lame. 
Tort.  A  weighty  aigument  indeed ! . 
Your  widence  wa«  lame : — proceed  : 
Come  help  your  iame  dog  der  ike  style* 

Whio.  Sir,  yoil  mistake  me  all  this  while : 
I  mean  a  dog  (without  a  joke), 
^an  bowl,  aitd  bark,  but  nerer  spoke. 

Tory.  I  'm  still  to  seek,  which  dog  you  mean; 
Whether  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  English  or  an  Irish  bound ; 
Or  t*  other  puppy,  that  was  drown*d ; 
Or  Mason,  that  abandon'd  bitch : 
Then  pray  be  free,  and  tell  me  which : 
For  every  stander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noise  they  made  was  barking. 
You  pay  them  well ;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  degs-heads  in  a  porridge  pot : 
And  twas  but  jnst ;  for  wise  men  say. 
That  every  dog  most  have  his  day. 
Bog  Walpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on  % 
fie  'd  either  make  q  hog  or  dog  on  '/ : 
And  looked,  since  he  has  got  his  wish. 
As  if  he  had  thrown  doten  a  dish. 
Yet  this  1  dare  foretel  you  from  it. 
He  Ml  soon  return  to  las  own  uomil, 

Wbig.  Besides,  this  horrid  plot  was  found 
By  Neynoe,  after  he  was  dpown'd. 

^  Tort.  Why  then  the  proTeib  is  not  right. 
Since  you  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 
Wbig.  I  proT'd  my  proposition  fuH : 
But  Jacobites  are  strangely  dull. 
Now  let  me  tell  you  plainly,  air. 
Our  witness  is  a  real  cury 
A  dog  of  spirit  for  his  years. 
Has  twice  two  legs,  two  hanging  ears  ; 
His  name  h  Hartequrn,  I  wot. 
And  that 's  a  name  in  erery  plot : 
llesolT'd  to  save  the  British  nation, 
Though  French  by  birth  and  education  : 
Bis  correspondence  plainly  dated. 
Was  all  decypher'd  and  translated  t 
His  answers  were  exceeding  pretty 
Before  the  secret  wise  committee : 
Gonfoss'd  as  plain  as  he  could  bark  ; 
Then  with  his  fore-foot  set  his  mark. 

Tort.  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubbled, 
I  thought  ft  was  a  dog  in  doublet: 
The  matter  now  no  longer  sticks; 
Por.statesmen  nerer  want  iiog-4ricks. 
But  since  it  was  a  real  cur. 
And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 
I  give  you  joy  of  the  repoit, 
That  he  's  to  have  a  place  at  couit. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will  grow  rich  m  ; 
A. torn-spit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 
Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  what. 
We  had  ocoaaion  for  a  ]4ot: 
And,  when  we  found  the  dog  begin  it. 
We  guess'd  the  bishop^s  foot  was  in  it. 

Tort.  I  own,  it  was  a  dangerous  project ; 
4nd  yon  have  prov*d  it  by  dog-logia 
%xn  sneh  intelligence  between 
ft  (ft^  and  bishop  ne!er  was  seeii, 

SyoQ  began  to  diange  the  breed; 
irWiot»  i)tt in %s indeed! 


A  nOVBE  OF  CBARLIS  90Uk  ISO.  MUt  MBLOb 

.  1723. 

— Cniennqae  nooere  volebal, 
Vestimenta  dabat  pcetiosa. 

DoK  Carlos,  in  a  merry  spight, 

Dki  Stella  to  his  house  mvite ; 

He  eotertam'd  her  half  a  year 

With  generous  wines  and  costly  cheer. 

Don  Carlos  made  her  tdiief  director. 

That  she  might  o^er  the  servants  hector. 

In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice, 

Got  all  things  at  the  highest  price: 

Now  at  the  table-head  she  sits* 

Presented  with  the  nicest  bits : 

She  look'd  on  partridges  with  soom, 

Accept  they  tasted  of  the  com  j 

A  haunch  of  venison  made  her  sweat. 

Unless  It  had  the  nffitt  fumetie. 

Don  Otrlos  earnestly  woukl  beg, 

"  Dear  madam,  try  tins  pigeon's  leg  ;>» 

Was  happy,  when  he  ooaJd  prevaii 

!>>  make  her  only  tooch  a  quail. 

Through  candle-light  she  view'd  the  wias^ 

To  see  that  every  glass  was  fine^ 

At  last,  gravm  prouder  than  the  devil. 

With  feeding  high  and  treatment  civil, 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  he  design*d. 

The  winter-sky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  must  pack  off  to  town : 

Fh>m  purlmg  streams  and  fountains  baUilfa^ 

To  Life's  stinking  tide  at  Dublin; 

From  wholesome  exercise  and  air. 

To  soasingin  an  easy  chair ; 

Fkxxn  stomach  sharp,  and  hearty  feeding^ 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding^ 

From  ruling  there  the  household  smgly. 
To  be  dhrectcd  here  by  Dingly  »; 
From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet. 
To  half  a  joint,  snA  God  be  thanked  ^ 
Trotn  levery  meal  Pontacik  in  plenty. 
To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty  ; 
From  Ford  attendmg  at  her  call. 
To  visits  of  —  —  — 
From  Ford  who  thinks  of  nothing  meukp 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  dean ; 
Fnm  growing  richer  with  good  dieer. 
To  ronning-ottt  by  starving  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  dismal  day; 
She  must  return  to  Ormond  Quay  K 
llie  coachman  stopt;  she  look'd,  and  IVOM 
The  rascal  had  mistodc  the  door: 
At  commg  in,  ]rou  saw  her  stoop ; 
The  eotiy  bnisfi'd  against  her  hoopt 
Eadi  moment  rising  in  her  airs,  ^ 
She  curst  the  narrow  winding  stain  j 
Began  a  thousand  faults  to  spy  ; 
The  cieling  hardly  six  feet  high ; 
The  smutty  wainscot  fell  of  cracks  ; 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs  i 
Her  quarter 's  out  at  lady-day  ; 
She  vows  she  will  no  logger  sUy 

^  The  constant  oompankn  of  SttXk^ 
4  Whera  the  two  Uidieslodgad. 
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lolod^ogt  Bias  a  pooi'  grraette, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  tpiriu  ap. 
She  lent  for  oompaoy  to  sap : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  strove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
T«e  bottles  caird  for  (half  her  store ; 
The  Gophaard  could  contain  but  four)  i 
A  supper  worthy  of  herself. 
Five  nothings  in  Ato  plates  of  de^» 

Thus  for  a  week  the  faroe  went  on  i 
When  all  her  country  aamga  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  scene, 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  dean. 

Thus  for  in  j«st :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jesting  too  severe ; 
But  poets  when  a  hmt  is  new, 
Ko  matter  whether  folse  or  true  t 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence. 
Where  truth  has  not  the  least  pfetence ; 
Nor  can  be  more  securely  placed 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  taste. 
I  must  confess  your  wine  and  vitUe 
I  was  too  hard  upon  a  little : 
Your  table  neat,  your  linen  fine ; 
And,  thofigh  in  minSature,  yon  shine : 
Yet,  when  you  sigh  to  leave  Wood-park, 
The  icene,  the  welcome,  and  the  spdU^, 
To  languidi  in  this  odious  town. 
And  pull  your  haughty  stomach  downj 
We  think  you  quite  mistake  the  case. 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  tnie, 
A  roltage  is  Wood-park  with  you. 


COrr  OF  TBB 

BIRTH^DAT  VEESBS 

ON  MR.  FORa 

CoMK,  he  content,  sinee  out  it  most. 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  trust ; 
And  whisperiQg,  charged  me  not  to  say 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  bom  to-day  ; 
Or,  if  at  last  I  needs  must  blab  it. 
According  to  my  usual  habit. 
She  bid  me,  with  a  serious  face, 
Be  sure  conceal  the  time  and  place  ; 
Aad  not  my  compliment  to  spoil. 
By  calling  this  yoiu"  native  soil ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
"JTiat  you  are  turning  forty-two : 
But,  HT  these  topics  shall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 
I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it, 
^3ood  mannen  mast  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs  with  whom  you  first  began 
Aw  each  become  a  harridan  ; 
And  Montaghe  so  far  decay'd, 
4er  loven  now  must  all  be  ^d  ; 
And  every  belle  that  since  arose 
Hss  her  contemporary  besux. 
^ar  fonaer  comrades,  once  so  hrig^ 
With  wl^om  you  toasted  half  the  night» 
Of  fheumstism  aad  poa  complain, 
And  hid  adieu  to  ilsar  ohampaign. 


Your  graafe  pfOtoctnm,  M6e  m  powci^ 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  person  and  your  caos^ 
If  once  tbey  get  you  on  thef  spot. 
You  must  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
For,  true  or  foJse,  they  Ml  ne'er  inquire^ 
But  use  you  ten  times  wone  than  Prior  '• 

la  London !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  no^  your  passion  raise 
Worse  than  a  pun,  or  Irish  phrase }) 
To  see  a  scoundrel  stmt  and  hector, 
A  foot-boy  to  some  cogue  director,, 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round. 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  f 
Observe  where  bloody  *  «  #  *  *  stui^ 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands ; 
Hear  him  blaspheme,  and  swear,  aad  wX^ 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  yoo  think  a  pleasing  scene. 
To  London  straight  return  agam} 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  exp^rieoca^ 
Are  swanns  of  bugs  and  presbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  ^>teen  would  bursty 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  fint ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  please  as  you. 
Nor  persons,  names,  nor  plaoes  knew  t 
But  now  I  act  as  other  folk. 
Like  prisooeri  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  yoo  have  London  still  at  heart. 
We  11  make  a  small  one  here  hy  art : 
The  difierenoe  is  not  much  between 
St  James's  Pait,  and  Stephen's  Green  | 
And  Dawson-street  will  serve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pail-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  passage  through  the  palace. 
To  choke  your  sight,  and  raise  your  malice: 
The  deanry-house  may  well  be  mateh'd. 
Under  correction,  with  the  Thatcbt  <• 
Nor  shall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  stum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Monthermer  i 
The  's  now  as  handsome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thousand  times  her  wit. 
The  dean  aad  Sheridan,  J  hope. 
Will  half  supply  a  Gay  aad  Pope» 
Corbet  3,  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not^ 
No  doubt  will  prove  a  good  Arbothnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tun ; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  I 
What  think  you  of  my  fovourite  clan, 
Robin  f  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 
Fellows  of  modest  worth  and  parts. 
With  cheerful  kx>ks  and  honest  hearts } 

Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  scorn  ? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  bom. 

Oh  !  were  but  you  and  I  so  wise. 
To  see  with  Robert  Grattan*s  eyes  1 
Robin  adores  that  qpot  of  earth, 
Tbat  literal  soot  which  gave  him  birth  ; 
And  swears,  '<  Belcamp  ^  is,  to  hit  taste, 
'*  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  least" 

iTheoebbnitedpoet. 

^  A  fomous  tevem  in  8t  James'9  street 

3  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwavds  dean  of  St  PatrwVi. 

*  R.  and  J.  Giattan*  and  J.  and  D.  Jackson. 

^  In  FingaU,  about  five  aUlMfiromDuUiii.    . 
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When  to  your  ftiMdfl  700  WAild 
The  pniae  oi  Italy  or  Fraoce, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit. 
We  gladly  bear  yon,  and  submit : 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clatter. 
For  this  or  that  side  of  the  gutter^ 
To  live  in  this  Or  t'  other  isle. 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  yotir  while  ; 
F6r,  take  it  kindly  or  amies, 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this : 
We  bury  on  eur  side  the  channel 
In  linen ;  and  on  yours  in  flannel  f. 
You  for  the  news  are  ne*er  too  seek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  h^py  folks  are  sure  to  meet 
An  hundred  wfiores  in  every  street; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o^cr 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  score. 

You  see  my  arguments  are  strong;. 
I  wonder  you  held  out  so  long: 
But,  since  you  are  oonvinc'd  at  last. 
We  'U  pardon  you  for  what  is  past. 
80— let  «B  now  for  whist  prepare ; 
Twelve  pence  a  comer,  if  you  dare. 


SWmrS  FOEBR. 


JOAN  CUDGELS  NED.  1723. 

Joav  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully; 
Will  cudgels  Bess,  yet  Will 's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned  and  -Bets ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  say  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will ;  give  Bess  to  Ned^ 
JjoA  e^ery  day-  she  tomht  hit  ktaiL 


A  SUIBBLING  ELBGT, 

X>V  JUDOB  BOAT.      1783. 

To  mournful  ditties,  Qio,  chamge  thy  note, 

Since  cruel  fate  bath  sunk  our  justice  Boat. 

Why  should  he  sink,  where  nothiogseem'd  to  press. 

His  lading  little,  .and  his  baUatt  less  ? 

Tott  in  the  wavefC^  tkirtemp^htous  world. 

At  length,  his  ancfwr  fixt  and  canoat  ftirl'd. 

To  Lazy-hill  i  retiring  from  his  court. 

At  his  Ring's^end  *  hefamdtrs  in  tbeWf. 

With  waUr  fiU'd,  he  could  no  kmger/oa/. 

The  common  death  of  many  a  stronger  boat. 

A  post  so  filPd  on  nature's  laws  entrenches : 
Benches  on  beats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benekts* 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  shall  I  rRConcile  it  ?) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  sense  a  piiot. 
With  every  wind  he  sail%  and  well  conld  tack  ; 
Had  many  pendents y  but  abhorr'd  a  Jack  ^. 
He 's  gone,  akhottgh  fats  friendft  began  to  hape 
That  he  might  y<^  be  lifted  by  a  repe. 

Behold  the  awfol  btnth  on  which  he  sat ! 
He  was  as  hard  and  ponderous  wood  as  tliat : 
Yet,  when  his^M»ri  was  out,  we  find  at"  last. 
That  death  has  tKcrtet  him  with  a  blasL 
"Our  Boat  is  now  saiPd  to  the  Stygian  ferry, 
'There  to  supply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry : 

fi  The  law  for  burying  in  woollen  was  eitended  to 
Ireland  in  1733. 

1  Two  villages  near  tiie  sea. 

*  It  was  said  he  died  of  a  dropsy* 

•  A<«a«k^  word  for  »JttO9bit0< 


I  Charon  in  him  will  ferry  mh  to  Heil ; 
A  trade  our  Boai^  hath praetii'd  h««ff>  w«U: 
And  Cerberus  hath  ready  m  his  pmva 
Both  piUh  and  brimstone,  to  fiU  u|r  his  /law*. 
Yet,  spite  oC  death  and  fete,  J  hero  ro^ntain 
We  may  place  Boat  in  his  old  post  again. 
The  way  is  thus ;  and  well  deserves  your  tiisiiki : 
Take  the  three  strongest  of  his  bit>ken  phnk^ 
Fhc  them  on  high,  conspicuous  to  be  seen, 
Form'd  like  the  triple-tree  near  St^en's-green  *  j 
And  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thief  at  end  out, 
We 'U  cry,  ''Look,  here  >•  cur  Boo/,,  and  there  ^ 
the  pendant  J** 

TKX  BVlTAnr. 

HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin  ; 
Pray,  gentle-folks,  forbear  your  scoffing.  ' 
A  Boa/ a  judge!  yes;  where 's  the  blunderf 
A  ttomfea  judge  is  no  snch  wonder. 
And  in  hif  robes,  you  must  agree. 
No  Boat  was  better  deckt  than  he. 
Tis  needless  to  deacribe  him  fuller  ; 
In  short,  he  was  an  able  scutter. 


PETHOX I  THE  GREAT. 

From  Venus  bom,  thy  beauty  shows  ; 
But  wh5  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 
Nor  can  the  skilful  herald  trace 
The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race; 
Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire,  • 

Discovers  Vulcan  for  thy  sire. 
The  god  who  made  Scamander  boil. 
And  round  his  margin  fing'd  the  soil 
(From  whence,  phtlosophen  agree. 
An  equal  power  descends  to  thee) ; 
Whether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 
The  high  descent  from  whence  you  came, 
And,  as  a  proof,  show  numerous  scars 
By  fierce  enoounters  made  in  wars. 
Those  honourable  wounds  yod  bore 
From  head  to  foot,  and  aUb^ore, 
And  stUl  the  bloody  field  frequent. 
Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent ; 
Or  whether  as  the  leam'd  contend, 
You  firom  the  neighbouring  Gaul  descend ; 
Or  from  Parthen^  the  proud, 
Where  numberless  thy  votaries  crowd; 
Whether  thy  great  forefother  came 
From  realms  that  bear  Vesputio^s  name 
(For  so  coojeeturers  would  obtrude. 
And  iinom  thy  painted  skin  conclude)  j^ 
Whether,  as  Epicurus  Aows, 
The  world  from  justling  seeds  arose. 
Which,  minj^ling  with  prolific  strife 
In  chaos,  kindled  into  life : 
So  your  production  vras  the  same. 
And  ficom  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  foir  hidulgent  mother  crown'<] 
Thy  head  with  sparkling  rubies  txmodii 
Beneath  thy  decent  steps  the  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  strow^d. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  post. 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goest, 

*  In  coiMSanniing  malefectors,  as  a  j«i4g% 
A  Where  the  Dublm  gallows  stands. 
1  This  Mine  is  plainly  an  mutgrmm 
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Dyzantians  bosft,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  once  their  sultan's  horiie  had  tiTMl, 
if  rows  neither  grass,  iior  shrub,  nor  tree : 
The  same  tby  subiects  boast  of  thee. 

The  greatest  lord,  irhen  you  appear. 
Will  deign  your  livery  to. wear, 
In  all  the  various  colour^  seen 
Of  red  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require, 
The  man  of  business  mast  retire. 

The  haqgbty  minister  of  state 
With  trembling  must  thy  leisure  wait ; 
And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands. 
The  business  of  the  nation  stands. 

Thou  dar'st  the  greatest  prince  attack. 
Canst  hourly  set  him  on  the  rack ; 
And,  as  an  instance  of  his  power, 
Enclose  him  in  a  wooden  tower. 
With  pungent  pains  on  every  side: 
So  Reguius  in  torments  dy'd.  * 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  learn. 
Dangers  with  prudence  to  discern ; 
And  well  thy  scholavs  are  endued 
With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude  ; 
With  patiencp,  which  all  ills  supports; 
And  secresy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glittering  beau  could  hardly  tell, 
Without  your  vA,  to  read  or  spell ; 
But,  having  loiig  conversed  with  you, 
Knows  hoar  to  write  a  billet-doux. 

With  what  delight,  methinks,  I  trace 
Your  blood  in  every  nol)Ie  race  ! 
In  whom  thy  features,  shape,  and  mieni 
Are  to  the  life  distinctly  sefen  ? 
'nie  Britons,  once  a  savage  kmd, 
By  you  were  brightened  and  refiu'd, 
C«cendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
^th  limbs  robust,  and  voice  that  stuns : 
Bot  you  have  moulded  them  afresh, 
Bemov^d  the  tough  superfluous  flesh, 
1  aught  them  to  tnodulate  their  tongues. 
And  speak  without  the  help  of  lungs. 

Proteus  on  you  bestowed  the  boon 
To  change  your  visage  like  the  Moon  j 
You  sometimes  half  a  face  produce, 
Keep  t*  other  half  for  private  use. 

How  lamM  thy  conduct  in  the  flght 
^"rth  Hermes,  son  of  Pleias  bright  I 
Out-nnmber*d,  half  encompassM  round, 
Yon  strove  for  every  inch  of  ground ; 
Yben,  by  a  soldierly  retreat, 
Betir'd  to  your  imperial  seat. 
The  rioter,  when  your  steps  he  traced. 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wast© : 
Yoa,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Jroiitific,  made  your  glorious  march ; 
^^  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell, 
And  left  a  chasm  profound  as  Hell : 
Yoo^in  your  capitol  secured, 
A  "w^e  as  long  as  Trey  endur'd. 


^4nY  THE  COOK'MAIiyS  LETTER 

TO  niU  SHBKIOAM.      1733. 

^ii'L,  if  ever  I  saw  such  another  man  since  my 
'     nwther  bound  my  head !  * 

.  YOQ  a  gentleman !  marry  come  op  !  I  wonder  where 
yoa  were  bred. 
VOIk.    XL 


I  'm  sure  such  words  do  not  b^opme  a  man  of  .your 
cloth  I  troth. 

I  would  not  give  such  language  to  a  dog,  faith  and 
'  Yes,  y')U  calPd  my  master  a  knave  ;  .fie,  Mr.  She- 
ridan !  tis  a  riiame 
For  a  parson,  who  should  know  better  things,  to 

come  out  with  such  a  name 
Knave  qn  your  teeth,   Mr.  Sheridan  i    ^tis  both  a 

sham's  and  a  sin  ; 
And  the  dean,  my  master,  is  an  honester  man  thaft 

you  and  all  your  kih : 
He  has  more  goodness  in  his  litile  finger,  than  you 

bave~iu  your  whole  body : 

My  master  is  a  parsouable  man^  and  not  a  spindle- 

shank'd  boddy-doddy.  [excuse. 

And  now,  whereby  I  find -yoi*  would  fain  make  an 

Becaoise  my  master  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you 

goose; 
Which,  and  I  am  sure  I  have  been  his  servant  four 

years  since  October, 
And  he  never  calPd  me  worse  than  sweet-heart,  drunk 

or  sober: 
Not  that  I  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concerned 

to  my  knowledge. 
Though  yon  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  out  so 

late  in  your  college. 
You  say  you  will  eat  g^ss  on  his  grave :  a  Christian 

eat  grass ! 
Whereby  you  now*  confess  yourself  to  be  a  goosb 

or  an  ass : 
3at  that 's  ^  much  as  to  say,  that  my  master  should 

die  before  ye , 
Well,  well,  that 's  as  God  pleases  ;  and  1  don't  be- 
lieve that  *s  a  true  story  : 
And  so  isay  1  told  you  so,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

master;  wbAt  care  1  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it ;  'tis  all  one  to  Mary. 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  truth,  and 

shame  th^  devil ; 
I  am  but  a  poor  lervant;  but  I  think  gentlefolkf 

should  be  civil. 

Besides,  you  found  fault  with  our  victuals  one  day 

that  you  was  here :   '  [year, 

1  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuesday  of  all  days  in  thd 

And  Saunders  the  man  says  you  are  always  jesting 

and  mocking : 
"  Mary,said  he,"  (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my  maff^ 

ter's  stocking) 
«  My  master  is  so  fond  of  that  minister  that  keeps 
the  school-^      "  — 

I  thought  my  master  a  wise  man,  but  that  man 
makes  him  a  fool."  [ale 

"  Saunders,"  said  I,  "  I  would  rather  th^n  a  quart  of 
He  would  come  into  our  kitohen,  and  I  would  pin  a 

dish-clout  to  his  tail." 
And  now  I  must  go«  and  get  Saunflers  to  direct 

this  letter; 
For  I  write  but  asad  scrawl ;  but  my  sister  Marget, 

she  writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  most  run  and  make  the  bed,  before  my 

master  comes  from  prayers ; 
And  see  now,  it  strikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  commg 

upstairs; 
Wherefif  I  could  say  more  to  your  verses,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand : 
And  so  1  remain,  in  a  ciTil  way,  your  servant  to 
command^ 

MARY. 
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RsTORViVQ  Janus  vow  prepares, 
For  Bee,  a  new  supply  o^  cares, 
Sent  in  a  baj^  to  doctor  Swift, 
Who  thus  displays  the  New-ycar*«-gift, 

First,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidii^ 
Of  our  good  dean's  eternal  chidings ; 
Of  Nelly^s  pertness,  Kohin*8  leasing^ 
And  Sheridan'ft  perpetual  testings. 
This  box  is  cramm'd  on  ev^y  side 
With  Stella's  nuvgisterial  pride. 
Behold  s^  cage  with  sparrows  filled. 
First  to  be  fondled,  (heQ  be  kiU'd. 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invito  yon. 
With  six  imagioM  cares  to  fright  yoq. 
Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  sends 
Concerns  by  thousands  for  your  friendc: 
And  here  *s  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes, 
'J'o  hold  your  cares  %  otiier  (oiks. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ear^  wUl  darken. 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
liBst  you  the  town  tn/ky  have  less  trouble  u^ 
JBring  all  your  Quilca's  >  cares  to  Dublin^ 
For  which  he  sends  this  empty  sac^; 
And  so  take  all  \ipo,n  your  back. 


JOUfGLEY  AND  BRBNT  K 

A  SONG, 

f  TBI  TOW  or  "  yi  coi(iMOys  a^vd  U£i|./^ 

DiKGtBT  and  Brent, 

Wherever  they  went, 
fTer  minded  a  word  that  was  spoiken ; 

Whateyer  was  said. 

They  ne*er  troubled  their  be^d, 
But  laugh'd  at  tlieir  own  silly  joking. 

Should  Solomop  w'^e 

In  majesty  rise. 
And  show  them  his  wit  and  his  learning  y 

They  never  would  hear. 

But  torn  tiie.  deaf  ear, 
Ai  a  matter  th^y  had  no  concam  in. 

Yon  tell  a  good  jest. 

And  please  all  the  rest ; 
Comes  Mngley,  and  asks  yon,  V  What  ifiis  i^  ?»> 

And,  cunous  to  know, 

Away  she  will  go 
Ibieek  an  oklng  in  the  closet 


TO  STELLA.    1723-4. 

▼RIWEK  Oy  Taa  DAY  OF  BBK  BIBTH,   BUT  KQT  QS 
TB£  SUBJJICT,   WHEN  2  WAS  8ICK  IX  BED. 

ToBiiENTSD  With  incessant  painSj 
Can  I  devise  poetic  strains  ? 

1  Mrs.  Dmgley,  Stel}a,'8  fnend  and  compaivoD. 
*  A  coantiy-honse  of  Dr.  Sheridan. 
s  Dr.  Swift^g  bouse  keeper. 


Time  was,  when  I  aonU  y^Mly  ^pmf 

My  vene  on  Stella's  native  day : 

Bat  now*  uqable  grown  to  write, 

I  grieve  she  ever  saw  the  lighL 

Uqgrateful !  since  to  her  I  owe 

That  I  these  pains  can  uqdeigo. 

She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  slave; 

And,  when  indecently  I  rave,  - 

When  out  my  brutish  passions  breakj^ 

With  gall  in  every  word  i  speak. 

She  with  soft  speech,  ray  anguish  cbeerSi|<. 

Or  melts  my  passions  down  with  tear»; 

Although  *tis  easy  to  descry 

She  wants  assistance  more  than  (  ; 

Yet  seems  to  feel  my  pains  alone, ' 

And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 

When,  among  scholars,  can  we  firvl 

So  soft,  and  yet  so  firm  a  mind  I 

All  accidents  of  life  conspire 

To  raise  up  Stella's  virtue  higher. 

Or  else  to  introduce  the  rest 

Whioh  had  been  latent  in  her  breasL 

Her  firmness  who  could  e'er  h«ve  knoon^ 

Had  she  not  evils  of  her  o^n  ? 

Her  kindness  who  could  ever  guess. 

Had  not  her  fri^ds  been  in  distress  I 

Whatever  base  returna  yo.u  find 

Froip  me;  dear  Stella,  still  be  Ipnd^ 

In  your  own  heart  you  'U  reap  the  fruity 

Though  I  continue  still  a  brute. 

But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 

I  promise  to  be  good  again : 

Meantime,  ydur  other  justec  friesdi( 

Shall  for  my  follies  make  amends  ^ 

So  may  we  long  contluue  tho^ 

Admiring  yon^  yon  pitying  09. 


ON  DREAMS. 

AM   IMITATION  pt  VBTBOIIIVS. 

SoDBivaqnss  mantes  ludunt  volitaotibos  1 

Tqo^E  dreams  that  on  the  silent  night  mtrnde. 
And  with  false  flitting  shades  our  minds  delude^ 
Jove  n^ver  sends  us  downward  fnom  the  skies; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  mansions  rise ; 
But  all  are  mere  prodoctions  of  the  brain. 
And  fools  consuU  interpreters  in  vaiiv 

For.  when  in  bed  we  rest  our  weaiy  fimbi, 
The  mind  unbnrden'd  sports  in  various  whini  j| 
The  btisy  head  with  mimic  art  ru«s  o^er 
The  scenes  and  actions  of  the  day  hfkn* 

Hie  drowsy  tyrant,  by  his  mhuocs  led. 
To  regal  rage  devotes  some  patriot's  head. 
With  equal  temmrs,  no^  with  eqoftl  gnik, 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  bkiod  he  iplit 

The  soldier  smiUng  bears  the  widow'^  oriea^ 
And  stabs  the  son  before  the  melher's  eyeL 
With  like  remorse  his  brother  of  the  tnd^ 
The  bttteher,  flelb  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  statesman  rakes  the  tows  tD  Hbd  a  plo^ 
And  dreams  of  forfeitareB  by  treasoQ  got 
Nor  less  Tom-f— d-man,  of  txue  statfsmaii  aod^ 
CoUecU  the  city  ^^  in  search  of  goM. 

Orphans  aroos^Us  bed  the  lawyer  seai» 
And  takei  the  plastltf 's  and.defeodaal'ii  Um 
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ffif  MJov  pSok-pmte,  watching  for  a  job, 
Ykncifli  his  finger 's  in  the  colly's  fob. 

The  kjad  physician  grants  the  husband's  prayers^ 
Or  gives  relief  to  long-expecting  heirs. 
Ihe  sleeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noose, 
Vot  uDSDCcessful  waits  for  dead  men's  tboes. 

The  grave  »nat,  with  knotty  points  perplext, 
Jb  if  h^  was  awake,  nods  o'er  hia  text : 
While  the  sly  moimtebank  attends  his  trade» 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  b  better  paid. 

The  hirelhig  senator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  with  nauseous  praise : 
Aod  Dick  the  scavenger^  with  equal  grace. 
Flirts finm his cait the  mud 'm*****'s &ce. 


WHITSnEJySi  MOTTO  ON  BI$  COACH. 

1734. 

LntxriM  it  naUle  sobm  : 

Fine  words  I  I  wonder  where  yoo  stole 'em. 

Omld  nothing  hot  thy  chief  reproach 

Senre  fion*  a  motto  on  thy  coach  ? 

But  let  me  now  the  woids  translate ; 

^•taU  itittmy  my  estate ; 

My  dear  estate,  how  well  I  love  it ! 

My  tenants,  if  yon  doubt,  will  prove  it 

They  swear  I  am  so  kind  and  good, 

I  bog  them,  till  I  squeeze  their  blood. 

libertttt  bears  a  Itige  import : 
First,  how  to  swagger  in  a  court ; 
And,  secondly,  to  show  m^  fury 
Against  an  on-complying  jury  $ 
And,  thirdly,  tis  a  new  invention, 
Tofovodr  Wood,  and  keep  my  pennon  ; 
And,  fooTthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick, 
<3etthe  great  teal,  and  torn  out  Broderick; 
And,  fifthly,  (yoo  know  who  1  mean) 
To  hnrnble  that  Texations  dean  $ 
Aad,  sixthly,  fbr  my  soul,  to  barter  it 
Bor  fifty  times  its  worth  to  Gsrteret  <. 

Now,  siooe  your  motto  thus  you  constroey 
1  must  coofeas  yoo  've  qpoken  once  tme. 
UhtTtQM  et  nataU  tolum : 
Yoo  had  good  reason,  when  yoo*  stole  'em. 


DR.  DBLjiNY  TO  DR.  SWIFT, 
n  oann  to  bs  Aimirrap  to  shak  'to  him,  wbbm 

■S  WAS  DBAF.      1724. 

DiAE  sir,  I  tlmik  ^is  doubly  hard, 

Yoor  can  and  doora  should  both  be  barr'd* 

Can  any  thing  be  more  nnkind  ? 

Most  1  not  see,  'cauw  you  are  blind  ? 

Methinka  a  friend  at  night  shonld  cheer  yoti, 

A  friend  that  lovei  to  see  and  hear  yoo. 

1  The  ebief  justice  who  preseciitad' the  Arapkr. 
t  Lasd  KentaBMl  of  lielud. 


Why  am  I  lobbM  of  that  dellgtat. 
When  yoo  cau  be  no  loser  by  t? 
Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (ibr  What  is  plwiier  }) 
That,  if  you  heard,  you  'd  be  no  gainer  } 
For  sure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd  j 
Your  business,  air,  is  to  be  heard. 

TBB  AHswaa. 

Tbb  wise  pretaid  to  make  it  clear, 
'Tis  no  great  loss  to  kite  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  so  fond  of  two, 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  } 

Tis  tnie,  say  they,  cut  off  the  head* 
And  there  's  an  end ;  the  man  is  dead; 
Because,  among  all  hnman  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace  s 
But  ocmfidently  they  maintain, 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twaija. 
The  loss  of  one  is  no  such  trouble. 
Since  tf  other  will  in  strength  be  doublew 
The  limb  surviving,  you  may  swear, 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  b^  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off„ 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  stronger  twice  ; 
For  every  day  you  shall  be  gaiping 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
'  So,  whoa  an  eye  has  lost  its  brother. 
You  see  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'  other  hand  the  work  of  two  ; 
Because  the  soul  her  power  contracts,, 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-^U. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  so  clear  in. 
Another  case,  the  sense  of  bearing : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  distant  as  one  head  can  bear ; 
Yet  Galen  most  acutely  shows  you, 
(Consult  his  book  deparimm  usu) 
That  from  each  ear,  as  he  observes,, 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves. 
Not  to  be  seen  without  a  glass. 
Which  near  the  os  petrotum  pass ; 
Thence  to  the  neck ;  and  moving  thorow  thera^^ 
One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  f  otiter  ear ; 
Which  made  my  grand-dame  always  stun  liet  ean^ 
Both  rig^t  vdA  left,  as  fettow-sufferers. 
You  see  my  leamuig ;  but,  to  shorten  it. 
When  my  left  year  was  deaf  a  fortnight^ 
To  t'  other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on : 
And  thus  I  solve  ttiis  'hvd.phenominoiu 

Tis  true,  a  glass  will  bnng  suppHes 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  cloudy  eyes ; 
Yoor  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  \a^ 
Would  guard  your  nose  against  a  posk  ; 
Without  year  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Aie  stronger  and  almoet  Bs  good ; 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  tfaoae 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  us'd  teur  toee  >• 
Bat  no  contrivance  yet  appean 
To  furnish  axtificial  ears. 


>  There  hate  been 

withhvfiNt. 


iaBtanees  cf  a  ma't  writioc 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


SUIBT  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME 

TO  A  nrSND  WHO  MARSXEO  A  SMXCW.    1724. 

NstL  scolded  in  so  loud  a  din, 
That  WiU  durst  hardly  Venture  in ; 
lie  marked  the  conjugal  dispute ; 
Kell  roar'd  incesaant,  Dick  sat  mutef 
But,  when  he  saw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely,  "  Patience,  good  my  dear  !♦' 
At  sight  of  Will,  she  bawl'd  no  more, 
But  hurry*d  out,  and  clapp'd  the  door. 

"  Why  Dick  !  the  devil 's  in  thy  Nell," 
(Quoth  Will)  "  thy  bouse  is  worse  than  Hell : 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung ! 
D— n  her,  why  don't  you  slit  her  tongue  ? 
For  nothing  else  will  make  it  cease."  . 
"  Dear  Will,  I  suffer  this  for  peace  : 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture,  you  know,  eadiorts  us  to  it  j 
Bids  us  to  seek  peace,  and  truue  i/." 

Will  went  sigain  to  visit  Dick; 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick, 
He  saw  virago  Nell  belabour, 
With  Dick»8  own  stoff,  his  peaceful  neighbour  : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  must  interpose. 
Received  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 

But  now,  to  make  my  story  short, 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
••  Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilish  whims ; 
Ods-buds !  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
If  she  were  mine,  and  had  such  tricks, 
I  *d  teach  her  h<jw  to  handle  sticks : 
Z — ds !  1  would  ship  ber  to  Jamaica^ 
Or  tnick  the  carrion  for  tobacco  : 
1  M  send  her  far  enough  away — " 
**  Dear  Will ;  but  what  would  people  say  > 
Lord  !   I  should  get  so  ill  a  name. 
The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  shame." 

Dick  suffor'd  for  his  peace  and  credit ; 
But  whu  belicv'd  him,  when  he  said  itr 
Can  he  who  makes  himself  a  slave, 
Consult  bis  peace,  or  credit  save  ? 
'  Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  success,  '    ^ 
His  quiet  small,  his  credit  less. 
She  SKrv'd  him  at  the  usual  rate ; 
She  stunn'd,  and  then  she  broke,  his  pate : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardest  case. 
The  parish  jeer*d  him  to  his  face ; 
Those  men  who  wore  the  breeches  least, 
Caird  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beast. 
At  home  he  was  pursued  with  noise  j 
Abroad  was  pester  d  by  the  boys : 
W^ithin,'  his  wife  would  break  his  bones  ; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  stones : 
The  'prentices  procured  a  ridhtg  i. 
To  act  his  patience,  and  her  chiding. 

False  patience  and  mistaken  pnde'l 
There  are  ten  thousand  Dicks  beside, 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame.    • 

'  A  wMI-known  humoar6u8  cavalcade,  m  ridicule 
of  a  scolding  wife  and  ben-peck*jd  husband. 


BIRTH  OF  MANLT   VIRTUS. 

msCaiBED  TO  tOKD  CABTEWSTy  1724. 


Gmkior  fc  polchro 


in  oorporji  virtos. 


Okce  on  a  time,  a  righteous  sage» 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  tbe  9ugt, 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer : 

**  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  so  fair 
As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 
By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
Whose  beauties  mortal  eyes  escape^ 
Only  for  want  of  outward  shape  ; 
Make  then  its  real  excellence. 
For  once,  the  theme  of  human  aense : 
So  shall  the  eye,  by  form  confin'd, 
Direct  and  fix  the  wandering  mind. 
And  long-deluded  mortals  see 
With  rapture  what  they  u«»d  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gi%'ei  Virtue  biitfa^ 
And  bifk  him  Mess  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  bloommg  fresh  and  iair, 
Now  made^ye  gods — a  son  and  heir ; 
An  heir ;  and,  stranger  yet  to  hear. 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  a  peer  ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought,  to  prove. 
Nothing  impossible  to  Jove. 

Virtue  was  for  this  sex  design'd 
In  mild  reproof  to  woman-kind; 
In  manly  form  to  let  them  see 
The  loveliness  of  modesty. 
The  thousand  d^encies  that  shone 
With  lessen'd  lustre  in  their  ^n  ; 
Which  few  had  learned  enough  to  prize. 
And  some  thought  modi«h  to  despise. 

To  make  his  merit  more  disoem'd, 
He  goes  to  school— he  reads— is  leaniM ; 
Bais'd  high,  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge. 
He  shines  distinguish'd  in  a  college  ; 
Resolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  estate. 
Himself  alone  should  make  him  graat. 
Here  soon  for  every  art  imown'd, 
His  influence  is  diffused  around  ; 
Th'  inferior  youth,  to- learning  led. 
Less  to  be  fam'd  tlian  to  he  fed. 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won. 
And  blush  to  see  themselves  outdone ; 
And  now,  inflam'd  with  rival  rage. 
In  scientific  strife  engage ; 
Engager— and,  in  the  glorious  tknH, 
The  arts  new-kindle  into  life.   ^ 

Here  would  our  hero  ever  dwell, 
Fix'd  in  a  k>nely  learned  cell ; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great. 
In  virtue's  best-belov'd  retreat ; 
Contented  he—but  fsAe  ordains, 
He  now  shall  shine  in  nobler  soenei 
(Kais'd  high,  like  some  celestial  firs. 
To  shine  the  more,  still  rismg  higher)  ; 
Completely  form'd  in  every  part. 
To  win  the  soul,  aikl  glad  the  heart 
Tbe  powerful  voice,  the  gracefol  mien. 
Lovely  alike,  or  heard  or  seen  j 
Tbe  outward  form  and  inward  vie. 
His  soul  bri^t  beanuAg  fronrhis  eye 
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tnndbGng  every  act  ind  air, 

With  jost,  and  generous,  and  sincere. 

Accompltsh^d  thus,  his  next  resort 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court, 
Where  virtue  is  m  least  repute, 
And  mterest  the  oae  pursuit ; 
Where  riftht  and  wong  are  bouG^ht  and  sold. 
Bartered  fi>r  heantj,  and  for  gold  ; 
Here  manly  virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  the  person  of  a  peer, 
A  peer;  a  scarcely-bearded  yoiitb, 
Who  talk'd  cvf  justice  and  of  truth, 
Ofinnoceoce  the  surest  guard,  •  . 

^  Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard ; 
That  be  alone  deserv'd  esteem. 
Who  was  the  man  he  wished  to  seem ; 
Gall'd  it  unmanly  and  uuwise, 
To  hirk  behind  a  mean  disguise ; 
(Give  frandful  vice  tlie  masic  and  screen, 
Th  virtue's  interest  to  be  seen ; ) 
Caird  want  of  shame  a  want  of  sense. 
And  found,  in  blushes,  eloquence. 

Thus,  acting  what  he  taught  so  well, 
He  drew  dumb  Merit  from  her  cell, 
Led  with  amazing  art  along 
The  bftihful  dame,  and  loos'd  her  tongue; 
And,  whilst  he  made  her  value  known. 
Yet  more  displayed  and  raisM  his  own. 

Thos  yonng,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations. 
He  rises  to  the  highest  stations 
(For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize,  ' 
True  virtue  has  a  rigl  A  to  rise) : 
Let  courtly  slaves  low  bend  the  knee 
To  wealth  and  vice  in  high  degree  : 
Exalted  worth  disdains  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greatest  foe. 

Now  raisM  on  high,  see  Virtue  shows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rose ; 
For  him,  let  proud  ambition  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below. 
Grandeur,  by  goodness  made  complcat  I 
To  bless,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rise» 
IJke  gilded  yapuuis  to  the  skies, 
Which,  howsoever  they  display  / 

Their  glory  from  the  god  oif  day, 
Their  noblest  use  is  to  abate 
His  dangerous  excess  of  heat, 
To  shield  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  genial  showers. 

Now  change  the  scene;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  sphere  > : 
Distress  of  nations  calls  him  hence, 
IPermitled  so  by  Providence ; 
For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 
To  no  one  clime  should  be  confin'd ; 
And  manly  V*^ue,  like  the  Sun, 
His  course  of  glorious  toils  should  run ; 
Alike  diffusing  m  his  flight 
Congenial  joy » and  liie,  and  light 
Pale  Envy  ackenSrJBrrttur  fliea, 
And  Discord  in  his  presence  dies; 
Opprasioo  hides  with  guilty  dread. 
And  Merit  reus  her  drooping  head  2 
The  arU  tevive,  the  vallies  sing» 
And  winter  soAent  into  spring : 

>  Lord  OnrteKt  had  the  honour  of  mediatiQg 
9«Me  for  Swoto  with  J)eiiiiiai|(  aad  wit)itbfi  Cur. 


The  wondering  World,  where'er  he  fnpves. 
With  new  delight  looks  iip  and  loves ; 
One  sex  conienting  to  admire. 
Nor  less  the  other  to  desire; 
Whilst  he,  though  seated  on  a  throne. 
Confines  his  love  to  one  alone ; 
The  rest  condemned,  with  rival  voice 
Repining,  do  applslud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Western  Isle 
Is  made  his  mansion  for  a  while. 
Whose  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  sway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceaseless  prayer. 
To  bless  him,  and  to  keep  him  there  ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fate. 
Too  lately  f(ymd,  to  lose  him  late. 


VERSES 

OV  TRB   UPaiOHT  JUDOS 
WHO  OONDBUNSD  THB  DRAPUR's  PRINTSa, 

The  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reason  ; 
For  there  my  grandsfre  cut  his  weazand : ' 
He  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar; 
I  keep  my  gullet  for  the  halter. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

In  church  your  grandsire  cut  his  throat  2 
To  do  tlie  job,  too  long  he  tarry'd ; 

He  should  have  had  my  hearty  vote. 
To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marry'd. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

(thb  judos  sfsaks.) 

I'm  not  the  grandson  of  that  ass  Quin  > ; 
Nor  can  you  pro^  it,  Mr.  Pasquin. 
My  grand-dame  had  gallants  by  twenties. 
And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 
' '  This  when  my  grandsire  knew,  they  tell  us  ha 
In  Christ-Church  cut  his  throat  for  jealousy. 
And,  since  the  alderman  was  mad  you  say. 
Then  I  must  be  so  too,  ar  traduce. 


RIDDLES, 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  AND  HIS  FRIENDS, 

WRrrrsM  vf  oa  about  tbb  y«ar  17M* 


I.    ON  A  PEN. 


In  youth  exalted  high  in  air. 
Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair. 
Nature  to  form  me  took  delight. 
And  dad  my,  body  all  in  white. 

2  is  alderman. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


u^ 


SWEETS  POEMS* 


My  perion  tall,  and  slender  waist. 

Op  either  side  with  frini^  gTac*d; 

Till  me  that  tyrant,  man,  espy'd, 

JUid  dra^g'd  me  firom  my  mother's  side: 

Ko  wonder  now  I  look  so  thin ; 

The  tyrant  stript  me  to  the  skin : 

My  skin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  crept; 

At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopt;  , 

And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  stone. 

He  pick'd  my  marrow  ftom  the  booe. 

To  vex  me  odore,  he  took  a  freak 

To  slit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  q)eak: 

But,  that  which  wonderftil  tippears, 

I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  eam 

He  oft  employs  me  in  disguise, 

And  makes  me  tell  a  thousand  lies: 

To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trust 

To  please  his  malice  or  fiis  lust : 

^rom  me  no  secret  he  can  hide; 

J  ^  his  vanity  and  pride: 

And.  my  delight  is  to  expose  ' 

2lis  follias  to  his  greatest  foes. 

All  languages  I  can  command. 
Yet  not  a  word  I  understand. 
Without  my  aid,  the  best  divine 
In  learning  would  not  know  a  line : 
The  lawyer  must  forget  bis  pleading  | 
The  scholar  could  not  show  his  reading. 

Nay,  man,  my  master,  is  my  slave  j 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  save; 
Can  grant  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  white  I  thus  my  life  relate, 
I  only  hasten  on  my  &te. 
My  tongue  is  Mack,  my  moath  is  fhrr^d^ 
I  hardly  now  can  Ibroe'a  word. 
t  die  unpitied  and  ftMgot, 
And  on  some  duncfhiU  left  to  rot. 


U.    ON  GOLD. 


ALt^auLiNG  tyrant  of  the  Earth, 
To  jvilest  slaves  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  the  greatest  monarch  blest, 
Whep  In  my  gaudy  livery  drest! 
No  haughty  nymph  has  power  to  nili 
From  me,  or  my  embraces  shun. 
Stabbed  to  the  heart,  condemn'd  to  flame. 
My  constancy  is  still  the  same. 
The  favourite  messenger  of  Jove, 
And  Lemnian  god;  consulting  strove 
To  make  me  glorious  to  the  sight 
Of  mortals,  and  the  gods'  deli^ 
Soon  would  their  altars'  flame  expire. 
If  I  refus'd  to  lend  them  fire. 


m. 

Br  late  txaltsi  Mgh  in  place; 
£o,  here  I  stand  with  dqubief9e$s 
Superior  none  on  Berth  I  find; 
But  see  below  me  all  raankiiid. 
Yet,  as  it  oft  attends  the  great, 
I  almost  sink  with  my  own  weight* 
At  every  motion  undertook, 
Hm  vulgar  aU  cqosolt  mj  look^ 


I  sometimes  give  advice  in  wrUmg^ 
But  never  of  my  own  inditing^ 

I  am  a  courtier  in  my  way; 
For  those  who  rarVd  me,  I  Utnofi 
And  some  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  lust,  and  luxury,  and  dice; 
Who  punisbments  on  me  inflict. 
Because  they  find  their  pockets  pickt. 

By  riding  /tof/,  I  kise  my  health  ; 
And  only  to  get  others  wealtii. 


IV.    ON  THE  POSTERIORY 

BscAUSB  I  am  by  nature  hlind^ 

I  wisely  chuse  to  walk  behind; 

However,  to  avoid  disgrace, 

I  let  no  creature  see  my  face. 

My  vDordt  are  few,  but  spoke  with  tentt  i 

And  yet  my  gpeaking  gives  oflboce : 

Or,  if  to  whitper  I  presume. 

The  company  will  fly  the  room. 

By  all  the  world  I  am  opprett ; 

And  my  opprestion  gives  them  reel. 

Through  me,  thoogfa  sore  against  my  vil^ 
Instructors  every  art  instil. 
By  thousands  I  am  sold  and  bought 
Who  neither  get  nor  lose  a  groat; 
For  none,  alaa !  by  me  can  gain. 
But  those  who  give  me  greatest  pain* 
Shall  man  presume  to  be  nsy  master. 
Who  's  but  my  caterer  aii3  taster  f 
Yet,  though  I  always  httve  feny  wHl, 
I  'm  but  a  mere  depender  stilly 
An  humble  hanged  ifn  at  best. 
Of  whom  all  people  mahe  a  jesL 

In  me  detractors  seek  to  ted' 
Two  vices  of  a  difiierent  kind : 
I  'm  too  profuse,  some  oensurers  074 
And  all  I  get,  lletitjly: 
While  others  give  me  inany  a  cuiWb 
Because  too  close  I  hold  my  ^icrsf  • 
But  this  I  know,  in  either  case 
They  dare  not  chaicge  me  to  my /oat. 
'TIS  true  indeed,  sometimes  I  jom. 
Sometimes  run  ou/  of  all  I  have  ; 
Bat,  when  the  year  is  at  an  end, 
CoinpaAing  what  I  get  and  ^endf 
My  goings-mtt,  and  comings-in, 
I  cannot  find  I  lose  or  win; 
And  therefore  all  that  know  me  8^r» 
I  justly  keep  the  middle  teojf. 
I  'm  always  by  my  betters  led; 
I  last  get  up,  and  first  a-bed  ; 
Thoogfa,  if  t  rise  b^ore  mu  time. 
The  leam'd  in  sciences  tomioia 
Consult  the  stars,  and  thence  fenlal 
Good  Awifc  to  those  with  whooa  I  dwelL 


V.    ONAHORK. 

Tn  joy  of  nrnM,  Ihe  prkleof 
Domestk:  tolgect  fer  diipalM, 
Of  plenty  thou  tho  onbleB  feir, 
Adom'd  by  nymphs  with  aU  their  emi 
I  saw  thee  nisHI  to  higbWiM^ 
8appoi«ii«  Inll^tln  Britiih  cnmf 
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hA  ojkej^  \ixf^  i  teen  thee  gridi 
The  chaste  Diana's  infettt  iace ; 
And  who|i8oe*er  yod  please  to  sbii»r» 
Less  useful  is  her  light  than  thine: 
Thy  nomerous  fingers  know  their  way^ 
And  oft  in  Celia*S  tressek  )>l&y; 

To  place  theSe  in  another  vtew^ 
I  Ml  show  the  wOrld  8tran]ge  things  «nd  trile ) 
What  lords  sAd  darned  of  high  degree 
May  justly  claim  their  birth  fi\>m  thee; 
The  sOul  of  itoan  with  spleen  you  Tex$ 
Of  spleen  you  caire  the  female  sex; 
Tbee  for  a  gift  the  courtier  sends ' 
With  pleasure  to  his  special  friends  : 
He  gives,  and»  with  ^  generoUs  pridi^ 
Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  bidet 
Nor  oft  can  the  receiver  know^ 
Whether  he  has  the  gift  or  na 
On  airy  win]^  you  uke  your  flighty 
And  fly  unseen  both  day  and  night; 
Conceal  yotir  form  with  various  tricks; 
And  few  know  hov  or  where  you  fix: 
Yet  some,  who  ne>r  bestow'd  thee,  boasi 

J  hat  they  to  others  give  thee  most. 
Teaa  tSdae,  the  wi#e  a  <|aeltion  start^ 
If  thoo  a  tta\  being  art ; 
Or  bdt  a  creature  Of  the  brain> 
That  giVes  imaginary  paim 
but  the  sly 'giver  better  knows  thee^ 
Who  feels  tnie  Joys  whien  he  bestows  the« 


4^ 


*  VL    ON  A  CORKSCREW; 

tsouott  I,  alas !  A  priaonbr  be, 
My  trade  is  prisoneirl  to  feet  firee; 
No  slave  his  lord's  commands  obeyi 
With  such  tjutnu^ng  way^. 
yjj  genius  ptertiHg,  iharp,  and  Mgkt, 
Wherein  the  m€n  of  wit  delight; 
The  cTeigy  keep  me  for  their  ease. 
And  turn  aikl  tcind  me  as  they  please; 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  sh<^ 
Of  imising  spirits  frcMn  below  ; 
In  tetrlet  some,  and  some  in  vkite'; 
They  rite^  walk  roUnd,  yet  never  frights 
In  at  each  fnouM  the  ipiriU  pass, 
Distinctly  seen  as  through  a  glass  ^ 
O'er  h0ui  and  body  make  a  rout. 
And  drive  at  last  all  tecreU  ont: 
And  itiU,  the  more  t  show  my  art^ 
The  more  tb^  cpen  evety  kearL 

A  greater  chemist  none  than  I, 
Who  from  materialt  hard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  ixtraci  with  skill  ' 
More  predous  juice  than  firom  a  stilK 

Altboogh  I  'm  often  out  qf  case, 
I  *m  not  asbAmM  to  show  my  /zcn-. 
Though  at  the  tables  oT  th%  great    " 
I  Mar  tii«  sideboaid  take  my  seat  | 
Yet  the  plain  'squire,  when  dini^  *n  done, 
U  never  pleasM  till  I  make  one : 
He  kindly  bids  me  near  him  stand* 
And'oftea  takes  me  by  the  hand, 

I  twice  a  day  n  hunting  go, 
Ifor  ever  iiiV  to  ake  my  foei 
And,  when  I  have  him  by  the  poit, 
I  di^  iijoi  upwards  taiA  his  holts 


lliough  some  are  of  so  imibbom  kbd, 
l''m  forc'd  to  leave  a  Kmb  behind. 

I  hourly  w^t  some  fatal  end  $ 
For  I  can  bf^eak,  but  aoom  tb  bendi 


VIL 
THE  iQULPH  '9F  ALL  HUMAN  POSSElteU[OK0« 

Comb  hither,  and  behold  the  fruits. 
Vain  man  1  of  all  thy  Vain  pursuits; 
Take  wise  advice,  and  took  befund. 
Bring  all  pAst  actions  to  thy  mind. 
Here  you  may  see,  as  in  aglass. 
How  soon  all  human  pleasures  pdss. 
Hdw  will  it  mortify  thy  pride. 
To  turn  the  tioe  impartial  side  I 
How  will  your  eyes  contain  theitr  teari^ 
When  all  the  sad  reverse  appears  I 

This  cave  within  its  womb  confinel 
The  last  result  of  all  designs : 
Here  lie  deposited  the  spoils 
Of  busy  mortals*  endless  toils : 
Here,  with  an  easy  search,  we  find 
The  foul  corruptions  of  mankuid. 
The  wretched  purchase  here  behold 
Of  traitors  who  their  country  sold; 

This  gulph  msatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyer's  fees,  the  statesman'^  bribes* 
Here,  in  their  proper  shape  and  mien. 
Fraud,  peijury,  and  guilt^  ai«  sben. 

Necessity,  the  tyrant's  law, 
AU  human  race  must  hither  draw  ; 
All  prompted  by  the  same  desire. 
The  vigorous  youth,  and  aged  sire. 
Behold,  the  coWard  and  the  bmve. 
The  haughty  prince,  th)e  huihble  slave^ 
Physician,  lawyer,  and  divine^ 
All  make  oblations  at  this  shrine. 
Some  enter  boldly,  sOme  by  stealth. 
And  leave  behind  their  fruitless  wealth. 
For  while  the  bashful  sylvan  maid» 
As  half  asham'd,  and  half  afraid. 
Approaching  finds  it  hard  to  pait 
With  that  wiiich  dwelt  so  ffeor  her  heart ; 
The  oodrtly  dame,  unmovM  by  fear» 
Profusely  poUrs  her  offerings  here. 

A  treasure  here  of  teaming  luiks» 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  works  ; 
Labours  of  many  an  ancient  sage. 
And  millions  of  the  present  *ag6. 

In  at  this  gulph  all  offerings  pas^ 
And  lie  an  undistinguished  mass.  * 
Deucalion,  to  restore  mankind. 
Was  bid  to  throw  the  stones  behind  i 
So  those  whQ  here  their  gifts  conyej 
Are  forc'd  to  hok  another  wsy; 
For  few,  a  chosen  few,  must  knov 
The  mysteries  that  lie  below. 

Sad  charnel-house !  f  diamaldonw. 
For  which  sll  mortals  leave  their  homt} 
The  young,  the  beaiitiftil,  and  bmrb. 
Here  bury'd  in  one  common  grave !  ' 
Where  each  sowly  of  (2eaif  renews    ^ 
Unwholesome  dan^  qffensioe  dam^ 
And  lo  I  the  writing  on  the  walit 
Pointo  ont  wbete  esch  n^v  ptcttn  fU]#| 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


The  food  of  aorms  ani  beasts  oft)flceQ«y 
WlK>  roand  tbfe  vanlt  luxuriant  reign. 

S^e  where  those  mangled  corpses  lift, 
Condeoin'd  by  famale  hands  to  die !   ' 
A  eomely  dame,  once  clad  in  white, 
Lies  there  consigned  to  endless  night ; 
By  cruel  hands  her  blood  was  spilt. 
And  yet  her  tcealih  was  all  her  guilt. 

And  here  six  virgins  in  a  touih, 
All -beauteous  ofispring  of  one  womb. 
Oft  in  the  train  of  Verttis  seen. 
As  fisir  and  lovely  as  their  qnef-n  ; 
In  rojral  garments  each  was  drest. 
Each  with  a  go'd  and  purple  vest : 
I  saw  them  of  their  garments  stript ; 
Their  throats  were  cut,  their  bellies  ript  ; 
Twice  were  they  buryM,  twice  were  bom, 
Twice  from  their  sepulchres  were  torn ; 
But  now  dismeml)er'd  here  are  cast. 
And  find  a  festing-place  at  last. 

Here  oft  the  curious  traveller  finds 
•  The  combat  (A' opposing  winds  ; 
And  seeks  to  learn  the  secret  cause. 
Which  ahen  seems  from  nature's  laws, 
Why  at  this  cacti's  tremendous  moutk 
He  feels  at  once  both  nortk  and  south ; 
Whether  the  wipds,  in  caverns  pent, 
Through  clefts  oppugnant  force  a  vent  j 
Or  whether,  openuig  all  his  stores^ 
Fierce  .£olu8  in  tempest  rdars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingled  mass  of  things. 
In  time  a  new  creation  springs. 
These  crude  materials  once  shall  rise 
To  nil  the  earth,  and  air  and  skies  ^ 
In  various  fonns  appear  again, 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronounced  among  the  gods, 
Olympus  trembling  as  be  nods. 


Vin.      LOUISA  »  TO  STREPHON. 

Ar  !  Strephon,  how  can  you  despise 
Her  who  without  thy  pity  dies  ? 
To  Strephon  I  have  still  been  true, 
And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you ; 
Fair  issue  of  the  genial  bed, 
A  virgin  in  thy  bosom  bred ; 
Embraced  thee  closer  tlian  a  wife ; 
When  thee  I  leave,  I  leave  my  life. 
Why  should  my  shepherd  take  amiss. 
That  oft  I  wake  thee  with  a  kiss }  * 
Yet  you  of  every  kiss  complain ; 
Ah  I  is  not  love  a  pleasing  pam  ?  ' 
A  ]^in  which  eveiy  happy  night 
You  cure  with  ease  and  with  delight; 
With  pleasure,  as  the  poet  sings, 
Too  great  for  mortab^less  than  kings. 

Chloe,  when  on  thy  breast  I  lie, 
Observes  me  with  revengeful  eye : 
If  Chloe  o*er  thy  heart  prevails. 
She  'U  teai'me  with  .her  desperate  nails, 
'  And  with  relentless  hands  destroy 
The  tender  pledges  of  our  joy. 
Nor  have  I  bred  a  spurious  race ;  ( 

They  all  were  bom  fram  thy  eaibnice« 

)  This  riddle  is  solved  by  an  anagram.    ' 


Consider,  Strephon,  what  yon  do  p 
For,  sbopid  I  die  for  love  of  you, 
I  '11  haunt  thy  dreams,  a  bloodless  ghost;  • 
And  all  my  kin  (a  nuosefous  host, 
Who  down  direct  onr  lineage  bring 
From  victors  o*er  tlie  Memphian  Idag  ; 
Henown'd  in  sieges  and  campaigns, 
Who  never  fled  the  bloody  plains. 
Who  in  tempestuous  seas  can  sport, 
And  scorn  the  pleasures  of  a  court, 
From  whom  great  Sylta  found  hi»  doom, 
Who  acoorg'd  to  death  that  scoAr^  of  Room) 
Shall  on  thee  take' a  vengeanee  dire ; 
Thou,  like  Alcides,  shalt  expire, 
"When  his  eovenom'd  shirt  he  wore. 
And  skin  and  flesh  in  pieces  tore. 
Nor  less  that  shirt,  my  rival's  gift. 
Cut  from  the  piece  that  made  her  shift. 
Shall  in  thy  dearest  blood  be  dy»d. 
And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hide. 


IX. 

Deprived  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rind. 

Yet  flowers  1  bear  of  every  kind ; 

And  such  is  my  prolific  power. 

They  bloom  jn  less  than  half  an  hour; 

Yet  standers-by  may  plainly  see 

They  get  no  nourishment  from  me. 

My  head  with  ^giddiness  goes  rooxxi. 

And  yet  1  firmly  stand  my  ground : 

All  over  naked  I  am  seen,  * 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 

No  couple-begfgar  in  the  land 

£^er  join'd  such  numbers  hand  in  band; 

I  join  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  t»n  our  parson  blame  the  thing : 

And,  though  no  marriage  words  are  spoke^ 

They  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke  ; 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  cry, 

I  'm  but  a|i  idol  rais'd  on  high: 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  danm  d  Cromwellian,  knodc'd  me  dona. 

I  lay  a  prisoner  twenty  yean, 

And  then  the  jovial  cavatiere 

To  their  old  post  restored  all  three, 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king,  and  me. 


X.    OKTHEMOOM. 

I  wrra  borrow^  silver  shine. 
What  yoa  see  is  none  of  mine. 
First  I  show  you  hut  a  quarter, 
like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar  | 
Then  the  half,  and  then  the  whole. 
Ever  dancing  round  the  pole  . 
And  what  will  raise  your  admiration, 
I  am  not  one  of  Ood^s  creatioi^ 
But  sprung  (and  I  this  truth  m^ntaia} 
Like  Pallas  firom  my  ftither*s  brain. 
And,  after  all,'  I  chiefly  owe 
My  beauty  to  the  shades  below. 
Most  wondrons  fontis  you  see  me  we^r, 
A  man,  a  woman,  Bqq,  bear, 
A  fish,  a  fowl,  a  cloud,  a^fieM, 
All  figures  ^ikxfia  or  Earth  can  ykM; 
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Like  Dftphne  Mtietimet  in  a  tree  I 
Yet  am  not  one  of  all  you^ee. 


XL    ON  A  CIRCLE. 

T  *o  np  and  down,  and  round  about. 
Yet  bU  the  world  caa^t  And  me  out ; 
Though  hundreds  have  employed  their  leiBure> 
They  nerer  yet  could  find  my  measure. 
I  'n  found  almort  in  every  garden. 
Nay  in  the  compe«  of  a  finthing. 
There  's  neith«?r  chariot}  coach,  nor  mill. 
Can  move  an  inch,  except  1  will. 


XIL  ON  INK. 


1  AM  jet  black,  as  yon  may  see, 

Tlie  son  of  pitch,  ^nd  gloomy  night : 
Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 

I  'm  dead  cxc^  1  live  in  light. 
Sometimes  in  panegyric  high, 

Like  lofty  Prodar,  I  can  soar ; 
And  raise  a  tirgin  to  the  sky,       , 

Or  sink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

My  blood  this  day  is  very  sweet. 

To  morrow  of  a  bitter  juice ; 
Like  milk,  'tis  cry'd  about  thfi  street^ 

And  so  apply^d  to  different  use. 
Vast  wondrous  is  my  magic  power : 

For  wHb  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 
I  '11  make  the  devil  a  saint  this  hour. 

Next  make  a  devil  of  a  saint 
Through  distant  regions  1  can  fly, 

Pnjvide  me  but  with  paper  wings ; 
And  fiurly  show  a  reason,  why 

There  should  be  quarrels  among  kings. 
And,  afker  all,  you  'II  think  it  odd. 

When  learned  doctors  will  dispute. 
That  I  should  point  the  yord  of  God, 

And  show  where  they  can  best  confute. 
Let  lawyers  bawl  and  strain  their  throats : 

Tjs  I  that  must  the  lands  convey, 
And  strip  the  clients  to  their  coats, 

Nay,  give  their  very  souls  away. 


XIIL    ON  THE  FIVE  SENSESL 

All  of  us  in  one  you  '11  find, 
Brethfen  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
We  m  frequent  copncik  are. 
And  our  marks  of  things  declare. 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  clerk 
Sits,  aad  takes  them  in  the  daik. 
He  *s  .the  register  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  small  ^ 
By  us  ^mns  his  laws  and  rales : 
He's  our  matter,  we  liis  tools ; 
Yet  we  con  with  greatest  ease 
Tuin  aaiiwind  him  where  we  plaas^ 


One  of  us  akme  can  sleep, 
Yet  no  watch  the  rest  will  keep^ 
But  the  moment  that  he  closes. 
Every  brother  else  reposes. 

If  wine  's  bought,  or  victuals  drest, 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  rest 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  eteel. 
One  for  alt  of  us  will  feeL 

Tliough  ten  thousand  cannons  roar. 
Add  to  them  ten  thousand  more. 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  sound. 

Do  what  is  not  fit  to  tell, 
There  's  but  one  of  us  can  smell* 


XIV.    FONTINELLA  TO  FLORINDA, 

Whin  on  my  bosom  thy  bright  eyes, 

Florinda,  dart  their  heavenly  beams, 
I  feel  not  the  least  love-surprise,    - 

Yet  endless  tears  flow  down  in  strtems; 
There  's  nought  so  beautifol  in  thee 
But  you  may  find  the  same  in  me. 
The  lilies  of  thy  skin  compare ; 

In  me  you  see  them  full  as  white* 
The  roses  of  your  cheeks,  I  dare 

Affirm,  can't  glow  to  more  delight. 
Then,  since  I  show  as  fine  a  lace. 
Can  you  refuse  a  soft  embrace } 
Ah  1  lovely  nymph,  thou  'rt  in  thy  prime  f 

And  so  am  I  whil^  thou  art  here  ; 
But  soon  will  come  the  fatal  time. 

When  all  we  see  shall  disappear, 
lis  mine  to  make  a  just  reflection. 
And  yours  to  follow  my  direction. 
Then  catqh  admirers  while  you  may  ^ 

TYeat  not  your  lovers  with  disdain ; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away. 

And  there  is  no.  return  agam. 
To  you  the  sad  account  I  bring, 
Life's  autumn  has  no  seoond  sprinf.  . 


XV.    ON  AN  ECHO. 

Nivsa  sleeping,  still  awake. 
Pleasing  most  when  most  I  speak  ; 
The  delight  of  old  and  young. 
Though  I  speak  without  a  tongue, 
l^ught  but  one  thing  can  confound  m«, 
Many  voices  joining  round  me  ;    • 
Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabbl«, 
Like  the  labourers  of  BabeL 
Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  cow ; 
I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low ; 
I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  sing 
like  the  warblers  of  the  spring. 
I^  the  love-sick  bard  complain. 
And  I  mourn  the  cniel  pain  ; 
Let  the  happy,  swain  rtjoice, 
And  1  join  my  helpmg  voice  ; 
Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy« 
I  with  either  sport  and  toy. 
Though  a  lady,  I  am  stout. 
Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  oifl.: 
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llien  t  elasli,  ftnd  roai^  toA  nttk^ 
Join  ID  all  the  din  of  tiattle. 
Jove,  wHh  all  his  loudest  thander, 
Vhen  I  'm  Text,  caA't  keep  me  aadeir  j 
Y^  so  tender  is  my  ear^ 
That  the  lowest  Toice  I  fear. 
Much  I  dread  the  courtier's  iate^ 
When  his  merit  *s  out  of  date  | 
For  I  hate  a  sileiit  breath, 
^Lnd  a  whiiiper  is  my  death. 


SWIFTS  PGtM. 


XVh    ON  A  SHADOW  IN  A  0U3$. 

JBr  something  IbrmM,  I  nothing  ana. 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name 
In  no  plaoe  have  I  ever  been. 
Yet  every  where  I  may  be  seen  ; 
In  all  things  falsei  yet  always  tnie^ 
I  'm  still  the  same—but  ever  new. 
lifeless,  life's  perfect  form  I  wear^ 
Can  show  a  no^,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear. 
Yet  neither  smell,  see,  taste,  or  hean 
All  shapes  and  features  I  can  boast. 
No  flesh,  no  bones,  no  blood— no  ghost ;. 
All  colours,  without  paint,  put  oo^ 
And  change  like  the  camelaoo. 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  enter  there. 
Where  not  a  chink  l6ts  in  the  air ;  * 
like  thought,  I  'm  in  a  moment  gone, 
Kor  can  I  ever  be  alone ; 
All  thmgt  on  Earth  I  imitate, 
Faster  than  Nature  can  create ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear. 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear; 
A  giant  now,  and  straight  an  elf, 
}  'm  every  one,  but  ne'er  myself; 
Ke'er  sad  I  mourn,  ne'er  glad  rejoice  j 
I  move  my  lips,  but  want  a  voice  | 
I  ne'er  was  bom,  nor  e*er  can  die  ; 
Hmd  prythee  tell  me  what  am  L 


XVIL 

Most  thingt  by  me  do  rise  and  fell. 

And  as  I  pleaft  they  're  great  and  small ; 

Invading  fees,  without  resistance, 

With  east  I  make  to  keep  their  distance  ; 

Again,  as  I  'm  dispos'd,  the  foe 

Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go. 

Both  monntafatt,  woods,  and  hills,  end  rocks, 

And  gaming  goats,  and  fleecy  flocks. 

And  lowing  herds,  and  pipmg  swains, 

Oome  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  plains. 

The  latest  whale  that  swims  the  sett 

Does  instantly  my  power  obeyk 

In  vain  from  me  the  sailor  flies  ; 

The  quickest  ship  I  can  surprise 

And  ton  it  as  I  have  a  mind. 

And  move  it  against  tide  and  wind* 

Kav,  bring  me  here  the  tallest  man, 

t  '11  squeeze  him  to  a  little  spatt  ; 

Or  bring  a  tender  child  and  pGant, 

Yon  'II  aee  me  stretch  hhn  to  a  giant| 

Nor  shall  they  in  the  least  con^laii^ 

BaeauM  juy  magic  gives  dq  paini 


XVttli    6llfBl|k. 


E^Et  eating,  never  dnying. 
All  devouring,  all  destroying^ 
Never  finding  full  hepast. 
Till  I  eat  the  world  at  last 


kOL    ON  TH5  OALLOWSi 

THBkE  is  a  gate,  we  know  full  well. 

That  stands  'twixt  Heaven^  and  £arthj  and  Hetl} 

Where  many  for  a  passage  Venture, 

Yet  very  few  are  foild  to  enter ; 

Although  *tis  open  night  and  day^ 

They  for  that  reason  shun  this  way : 

Both  dukes  and  lords  abhor  its  wood) 

They  can't  come  near  it  for  their  Umi 

What  other  way  they  take  to  go^ 

Another  time  I  '11  let  you  kiiow. 

Yet  commoners  with  greatest  ease 

Can  find  an  entrance  when  they  pleassi 

Tbe  poorest  hither  march  m  stite 

(Or  they  can  never  pass  the  gate)^ 

Like  Roman  generals  triumphant, 

And  then  they  take  a  turn  and  jump  on  % 

If  gravest  parsons  here  advance. 

They  cannot  pasd  before  they  dance ; 

There 's  not  a  soul  that  does  resort  her^ 

But  strips  hinmelf  to  pay  the  porter. 


t&.    ONtHfiVOWEla 

Ws  are  little  airy  creatures. 

All  of  difierent  voice  and  features : 

One  of  uft  in  glatt  is  set, 

One  of  kis  you  '11  find  in  jet, 

T*  other  you  may  see  hi  tin. 

And  the  muith  a  box  wilhm  | 

If  the  fifth  you  should  pursue^ 

It  can  never  fly  frooi  yoib  i 


!8XL    ONSNO#» 

Ttou  l!eaven  I  fiill,  though  from  Barfh  1  tegb) 

No  lady  alive  can  show  such  a  skim 

I  'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather; 

But  heavy  and  dark,  whta  y<lu  squeesie  me  tog^how 

Tliough  candour  and  truth  in  my  Aspect  I  bear, 

Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  ensnare^ 

Though  so  much  of  Heaven  appeSrs  hi  my  make^ 

Tbe  foulest  impressions  I  easily  take. 

My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 

The  mother  the  dau^iter,  the  daughter  the  aotho^ 


XXII.    ON  A  CAMNONi 

BsdorrsM,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noisfl^ 
Theterronrof  wmnen,  and  pleasure  of  bo^ 
like  the  fiction  of  poets  oonoemiog  the  wssd^ 
I  'm  chiefly  unnily  when  strongest  confin'd. 
F6r  silver  and  gold  I  don^t  trouble  my  head^ 
Bot  alll  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lend  ; 
Eicept  when  I  trade  with  a  ship  or  a  tomn. 
Why  then  I  malpe  pieoss  of  im  go  i 
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One  property  more  I  iw«M  1wv«  yw  rcniMk, 
No  Udy  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  spark ; 
The  momeDt  I  get  one,  my  soul 's  all  a-fire 
And  I  roar  out  my  joy,  and  in  transport  expire. 


XXIII.    ON  A  PAIR  OF  DICP* 

Wb  are  little  brethren  twain. 
Arbiters  of  Ion  and  gain ; 
Many  to  oar  counters  run. 
Some  ai«  made,  and  some  undone : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  cost, 
Fesr  are  made,  but  numbers  lost 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  for  ever. 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favour. 


XXIV.    ONACANDIX 


TO  LADT  CAETaRET. 


Of  all  inbabitanks  on  Earth, 

To  man  alone  I  owe  my  birt^ ; 

And  yet  the  cow,  the  sheep,  the  bee. 

Are  all  my  parents  more  than  he. 

I,  a  Turtoe  strange  and  rare, 

Kake  the  fisirest  look  more  fisir  ; 

And  myself,  which  yet  is  rarer, 

Oimring  okl,  graw  still  the  fairer. 

like  sols,  alone  I  'm  dull  enough, 

When  dos*d  with  smoke,  and  smeared  with 

But,  in  the  midst  ol  mirth  and  wiae, 

I  with  donble  Instre  shine. 

Emblem  of  the  hk  am  I, 

Polidi'd  neok,  and  radiant  eye; 

In  my  eye  my  greatest  grace, 

Emblem  of  the  Cyclops*  race  ; 

Metals  I  like  them  subdue, 

SlAve  like  them  to  Vulcan  too. 

Emblem  df  a  monarch  old, 

Wise,  and  glorious  to  behold ; 

Wasted  he  appears,  and  pale. 

Watching  for  the  public  weal : 

Emblem  of  the  bashful  dame, 

ThU  in  secret  feeds  her  flame, 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  secrets  of  her  heart 

Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue  ; 

Big  like  Bess,  and  small  like  Sue ; 

Now  brown  and  burnished  as  a  nut. 

At  other  times  a  ▼ery  shit ; 

Often  fshr,  and  soft,  and  tender. 

Taper,  tall,  and  smooth,  and  slender; 

like  Flora  decked  with  various  flowers  | 

like  Phoebos,  guiirdian  of  the  hours : 

Bu^  whatever  be  my  dress, 

Greater  be  my  size  or  less, 

SweUmg  be  my  shape  or  small, 

like  thyself  I  shine  in  all 

Clouded  if  my  face  is  seen. 

My  complexion  wan  aiid  green, 

Lsnguid  like  a  Urm^kik  mud. 

Steel  affords  me  present  aid. 

Soon  or  late,  my  dale  is  done. 

Am  my  thread  of  life  is  spun; 

Yet  to  cot  the  Altai  tiiread 

OCk  Miivcs  my  droopioiE  hand  I 


Yet  I  perish  in  my  primes 
Seldom  by  the  death  of  time  ^     . 
Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaze, 
Die  for  those  I  live  to  please ; 
Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn. 
Nor  warm  the  fair  for  whom  I  bum  j 
Unpitied,  unlamented  too. 
Die  like  all  that  look  on  yon. 


XXV. 

TO  LADY  CABTBEBT.      BY  DB.  rfBlAttt* 

I  BBAca  all  things  near  me,  and  fhr  off  to  boot* 
Without  stretching  a  finger,  or  stirring  a  foot; 
I  take  them  all  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder^ 
Though  many  and  various,  and  large  and  asnnder* 
Without  jostling  or  crowdmg  they  pass  side  by  side^ 
Through  a  wonderful  wicket,  not  half  an  inch  wid*  : 
Then  I  lodge  them»at  ease  in  a  very  large  store. 
Of  no  breadth  or  length,with  a  thousand  things  more. 
All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm; 
Though  sometimes,  Aey  say,  I  bewitch  and  dohamw 
Though  cold,  I  inflame ;  and  though  quiet,  invade; 
And  nothing  can  shield  from  my  spell  but  a  shade. 
A  thief  that  has  robb'd  ydu,  or  done  you  disgrace. 
In  magical  mirror  I  '11  show  yon  his  fiM>e : 
Nay,  if  you  ni  believe  what  the  poets  have  said. 
They  '11  tell  you  I  kill,  and  can  call  back  the  <^ 
like  coijurers  safe  in  my  circle  I  dwell ;  \ 
I  love  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  spell. 
Though  my  magic  is  mighty  in  every  hue. 
Who  see  all  my  power  must  see  it  in  You* 

ANSWERED  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

Wrra  half  an  eye  your  riddle  I  spy. 

I  observe  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket. 

And  whatever  passes  is  strained  through  glaflsea, 

You  say  it  is  quiet :  I  flatly  deny  it 

It  wanders  about,  without  stirring  out ; 

No  passion  so  weak  but  gives  it  a  tveak ; 

I^ve,  joy,  and  devotion,  set  it  always  in  motiovL 

And  as  for  the  tragic  effects  of  its  magic. 

Which  you  say  it  can  kill  or  revive  at  its  will. 

The  dead  are  all  sound,  and  revive  above  ground. 

After  all  yon  have  writ,  it  cannot  be  wit ; 

Which  plainly  does  follow,  since  it  flies  from  ApoUft 

Its  cowardice  such,  it  cries  at  a  touch : 

'Tis  a  perfect  milksop,  grows  drunk  with  a  dropb 

Another  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  salt : 

And  a  hair  can  disarm  it  of  every  chann. 


A  RECEIPT 
TO  BBSTOBI  stzlla's  TOfm.     1724-5« 

Tbb  Scottish  hinds,  too  poor  to  boose 
In  firos^  nights  their  starving  eows, 
While  not  a  blade  of  mss  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michadmas  to  M^, 
Must  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain* 
Meagro  and  lank  with  frttmg  growa. 
And  nothipg  left  bat  4kiB  aad  boM  j 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Expoi'd  to^aat,  and  wind,  and  ynd&if. 
They  just  keep  life  and  sool  ti^her» 
Till  summer-diowers  and  evening*8  dew 
Again  the  Verdant  glebe  tanev; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rise,    < 
The  iamishM  oow  her  want  supplies : 
Without  an  ounce  of  last  yearns  fiesb, 
\^1iaite*er  she  gains  is  young  and  fresh ; 
Grows  plump  and  tound,  and  full  of  mettle. 
As  rising  from  Medea's  kettle, 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  encihant 
Europa^s  counterfeit  gallant 

Why,  Stella,  should  you  knit  your  brow, 
If  I  compare  yon  to  the  cow  > 
n'is  just  the  case ;  for  you  have  fiistad 
So  long,  till  all  your  flesh  is  wasted. 
And  must  against  the  warmer  days 
$e  sent  to  Quika  down  to  graze ; 
.Where  mirth,  and  exercise,  and  air. 
Will  soon  your  appetite  repair : 
The  nutriment  will  from  within, 
fUmod  all  your  body,  pli^p  your  skin ; 
Will  a{fttate  the  lazy  flood. 
And  fill  your  vems  with  sprigMy  blood : 
2^or  flesh  nor  blood  will  be  the  same, 
tfor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  $ 
For  what  was  ever  understood. 
By  human  kind,  but  flesh  and  blood  ? 
And  if  your  flesh  and  blood  be  nJew, 
.You  Ml  be  no  more  the  former  you  ; 
But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pass, 
Jiist  fifteen,  coming  summer's  grass, 
Your  jetty  locks  with  garlands  crown'd : 
^  While  all  the  'squires  for  nine  miles  rouwL 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs, 
With  jocky  boots  and  silver  spurs, 
Ko  less  than  justices  d^quorum. 
Their  cow4K>3rs  bearing  cloaks  before  fem. 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To  kiss  your  steps  at  Quilca  gates. 
But^  lest  you  should  my  skill  disgrace, 
Come  back  before  your  're  out  of  case: 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  stay, 
Tbe  new.bom  flesh  will  melt  away ; 
The  'squire  in  scorn  will  fly  the  house 
For  better  game,  and  look  for  grouse ; 
But  here,  before  the  frost  can  mar  it. 
We  'U  make  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret 


*  STELLA^S  BIRTH'DAT.    1724-5. 

As,  when'a  beauteous  nymph  decays. 
We  say,  she's  past  her  dancing-days  ; 
So  poets  lose  their  fieet  by  time. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chose 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  prose : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance, 
Call  the  old  house-keeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks. 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books, 
TTiat  Stella  may  avoid  disgrace, 
Onne  more  the  dean  supplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and.  wit,  too  sad  a  truth ! 
]lav«^  always  been  coofin'd  to  youth  i 


The  god  of  wit,  and  baaoty*!  qoMtti 

He  twenty-one,  and  she  fifteen. 

Ko  poet  ever  sweetly  snng, 

Unless  he  were,  tike  Phaebas,  yomg  j 

Nor  ever  nymph  inspir'd  to  rhyme, 

Unless,  like  Venus  in  hor  prime* 

At  fifty-six,  if  this  be  true. 

Am  I  a  po^  fit  for  you  } 

Or,  at  the  age  of  forty^ree. 

Are  you  a  subject  fit  for  me  ? 

Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes  L 

You  must  be  grave,  and  I  h6  wise; 

Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppose : 

But  I  '11  be  still  your  firiend  in  prose : 

Esteem  and  frieiidship  to  express. 

Will  not  require  poetic  dress ; 

And,  if  the  Muse  deny  her  aid 

To  have  them  #uag,  they  may  be  smd. 

Bat,  Stella,  say,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young ; 
That  Time  nts,  with  his  scythe,  to  mow 
Where  erst  sat  Cupid  with  his  bow ; 
7*hat  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  grey  } 
I  ^U  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  say. 
'Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known; 
My  eyes  are  somewliat  diminish  grown : 
For  Nature,  always  in  the  rights 
To  youK,  decays  adapts  my  sight ; 
And  wrinkles  undistinguish'd  pass. 
For  I  'm  asham'd  to  use  a  glass ; 
And  till  I  seetheqn  with  these  eyes. 
Whoever  says  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  sense  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may^still  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  hear  than  tee. 
Oh  ne'er ^ay  Fortune  show  her  q^ight. 
To  make  me  deqf,  and  mend  my  dght ! 


AN  EPIGRAM 

OK  wood's  SaASS  M0ME7. 

CAHTsaBT  was  weloom'd  to  the  shore 

First  with  the  htsaea  cannon's  roar; 

To  meet  him  next  the  soldier  comes. 

With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drums  ; 

Approaching  near  the  town  he  hears 

The  brazen  belb  salute  his  ears : 

But,  when  Wood's  brass  began  to  sound. 

Guns,  trumpets,  drums,  and  bells,  were  draim'd. 


A  SIMILE, 
ON  OUR  WANT  OF  SILVER: 

AND  THS  OKLT  WAT  TO  UIOIDT  IT.      1735b 

As  wh^  of  old  some  sorceress  tiirew 
O'er  the  Moon's  (ace  a  sable  hue. 
To  drive  unseen  her  mairic  chair. 
At  midnight,  through  the  darken'd  air| 
Wise  people,  who  be}iev'd  with  rcBtioa 
That  this  eclipse  wa»  out  of  flea>on, 
Afflrm'd  the  Moon  was  sick,  and  felf 
To  cure  her  by  a  coa|iter-^U, 
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Ten  thousand  cymbals  now  begjn 
To  rend  the  skies  with  brazen  din; 
The  crmbals'  rattUng  sooads  dispel 
The  ciocid,  and  drive  the  hag  to  HelU 
The  MooDy  delivered  from  her  pain. 
Displays  her  tiiver  hoe  again 
(Note  here,  that  in  the  chemic  style, 
The  Koon  is  tiiver  ail  this  while). 

So  (if  my  simile  you  minded. 
Which  I  confess  is  too  long-winded) 
When  late  a  feminine  magician  ^, 
Jotn'd  with  a  brazen  politician, 
£xpo8*d,  to  blind  the  nation^s  eyes, 
A  parchment  ^  of  prodigious  size ; 
Coiioeal*d  belund  that  ample  screen. 
There  was  no  silver  to  be  seen* 
But  to  this  parchment  let  the  Orapier 
OppoM  his  counter-charm  of  paper,  ^ 

And  nng  Wood's  copper  in  our  ears 
So  loud  till  all  the  nation  hears  ( 
That  sound  will  make  the  parchment  shrivel^ 
And  drive  the  coryurers  to  the  devil : 
And,  when  the  sky  is  grown  serene, 
Our  silver  will  appear  again* 


WOOD  AN  INSECT.    1725, 

Rr  long  observation  I  have  understood, 
That  two  little  vermin  are  kin  to  Will  Wood« 
The  first  is  an  insect  they  call  a  ceood-lonse. 
That  folds  up  itself  in  itself  for  a  hovse. 
As  round  as  a  ball,  without  head,  without  tail, 
£neloe*d  cap^-pe  in  a  strong  coat  of  mail. 
And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  fancy  appears 
In  fillets  of  brass  roird  up  to  his  ears : 
And  over  these  fillets  he  wisely  has  thrown. 
To  kjeep  out  of  danger,  a  doublet  of  stone  \ 
The  iouse  of  the  wood  for  a  medicine  is  usM, 
Or  swallow^  alive,  or  skilfiiUy  bruised. 
And,  let  but  our  mother  Hibcmia  contrive 
To  swallow  Will  Wood  either  bniisM  or  alive, 
She  need  be  no  more  with  the  jaundice  posaest, 
Or  sick  of  obstruetionSf  and  pains  in  her  chest. 
The  nest  is  an  insect  we  call  a  wood-vrorm^ 
Hiat  Ilea  in  old  tcood  like  a  hare  in  her  form ! 
With  teeth  or  with  claws  it  will  bite  or  will  scratch ; 
And  cbambermaids  christen  this  worm  a  dead  watch. 
Because  like  a  watch  it  always  cries  click: 
Then  woe  be  to  those  in  the  honse  who  are  sick ; 
For,  aa  sure  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghost. 
If  the  maggot  cries  dck  when  it  scratches  the  post 
But  a  kettle  of  scalding  hot  water  injected 
Infallibly  cores  the  timber  affected : 
The  omen  b  broken,  the  'danger  is  over ; 
The  maggot  will  die,  and  the  sick  will  recover. 
8och  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  when  he  scratch'd  at 

the  door 
Of  a  governing  statesman  or  favourite  whore : 
The  death  of  our  nation  he  seemM  to  foretell, 
And  the  aoond  of  his  bvnsa  we  took  lor  our  knell. 
But  now,  ahioe  the  Drapier hath  heartily  mani'd  him, 
J  think  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  scald  him. 

>  A  great  lady  was  said  to  have  been  bribed  by 
Wood. 

s  The  patent  for  coining  half-pence, 
*  Ue  wa9  in  gaol  for  debt. 


For  which  operation  there  -'s  nothing  more  proper 
Than  the  liquor  he  deals  in,  bis  own  melted  copper; 
Unless,  like  the  Dutch,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  raps  ^  in  a  cauldron  of  oil.      [faggot. 
Then  chVise  which  you  please,  and  let  each  brin^  a 
For  our  fear's  at  an  end  with  the  death  of  the  maggot. 


ON  WOOD  THE  IRON^MONGER.    1125. 

Salmonscs,  as  the  Grecian  tale  is. 

Was  a  mad  copper-smith  of  Elis  ; 

Up  at  his  forge  by  moming-peep. 

No  creature  in  the  lane  could  sleep ; 

Among  a  crew  of  roystering  fellows 

Would  sit  whole  evenings  at  the  alehouse  i 

His^wife  and  children  wanted  bread. 

While  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 

This  vapouring  scab  must  needs  devise 

To  ape  the  thunder  of  the  skies : 

With  hrast  two  fiery  steeds  he  shod. 

To  make  a  clattering  as  they  trod^ 

Of  polishM  brass  his  flaming  car 

Like  lightning  dazzled  from  afar; 

And  op  he  mounts  into  the  box. 

And  he  must  thunder,  with  a  po}^ 

Then  furious  he  begins  his  march. 

Drives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch ;  * 

With  squibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  throw 

Among  the  trembling  crowd  below. 

All  ran  to  prayers,  both  priests  and  laity. 

To  pacify  this  angry  deity : 

When  Jove,  in  pity  to  the  town, 

With  real  thunder  knocked  him  down. 

Then  what  a  huge  delight  were  all  in. 

To  see  the  wicked  varlct  sprawling ; 

They  searched  his  pockets  on  the  plaoe. 

And  fbuod  his  copper  all  waj<  base ; 

'lliey  laugh'd  at  such  an  Irish  blunder. 

To  take  the  noise  of  brass  for  thunder. 

The  moral  of  this  tale  is  proper, . 
Apply'd  to  Wood's  adulter*d  copper ; 
Which,  as  he  scattered,  we  like  dolts. 
Mistook  at  Ant  for  thunder-bolts ; 
Before  the  Drapier  shot  a  letter, 
(Nor  Jove  himself  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lighting  on  th'  impostor's  crown^ 
Like  roil  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 


WILL  WOOD'S  PETITION 
TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  IRELAND; 

BBIVO    AM    EXCELLBirr  KBW    SONG,    SUPPOSBO    TO   Bl 
MAOB,  AND   SUMO    IN   THE   STREETS   OP   DUBLIN,    BY 
WILLIAM     WOOD,     IRON-MOMGBB   AND   HALtPlMNY^ 
MOMGER.       1725. 

Mr  dear  Irish  folks. 

Come  leave  off  your  jokes, 
And  buy  up  my  half-pence  so  fine; 

So  fair  and  so  bright. 

They  Ml  give  you  delight; 
Observe  how  they  glisten  and  shine! 

4  Counterfeit  half-pence. 
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SWIFTS  TOIMB, 


Thty  ni  flelU  to  my  grief^ 

As  cheap  as  neck  beef, 
l^or  oouniera  at  cards  to  yoor  wife ; 

And  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
Span-fttithing,  or  toss  on  the  knife. 

Come  hither,  and  try$ 

I  *\\  teach  you  to  buy 
A  pot  of  good  ale  for  a  farthing : 

Come  ;  three-penoe  a  score, 

I  ask  you  no  raore^ 
And  a  fig  for  the  I)rapier  and  Hardinge  i* 

When  tradesmen  have  gold. 

The  thief  will  be  bold, 
By  night  and  by  day  for  to  rob  him : 

My  copper  is  such, 

No  robber  will  touch, 
And  so  yon  may  daintily  bob  him* 

The  little  blackguard. 

Who  gets  very  hard 
Hit  half-pence  for  cleaning  your  shoes; 

When  his  pockets  are  cramm*d 

With  miMTand  be  d— »d. 
He  may  swear  he  has  nothing  to  lose. 

Here  's  half -pence  in  plenty, 

For  one  you  'II  have  twenty, 
llKmgh  thousands  are  not  worth  a  podden: 

Your  neighbours  will  think, 

When  your  pocket  cries  chink, 
Yoo  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  sudden* 

You  Inll  be  my  thankers, 

I  'U  make  you  my  bankers, 
Ai  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fade  <: 

For  nothing  shall  past 

But  ihy  pretty  brass. 
And  then  you  *11  be  all  of  a  tjrade. 

I  *m  a  son  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  more 
To  say  in  this  wretched  oonditioiL 

If  my  oofai  will  not  past, 

I  must  die  like  an  ass;   ' 
And  10  I  conclude  my  petition. 


A  JJEW  SONG 

on  wood's  RALr-PEVCI. 

Ys  people  of  Ireland,  both  country  and  city. 
Come  listen  with  patience,  and  bear  out  my  ditty : 
At  this  tune  I  '11  chose  to  be  wiser  than  witty. 

ffkUk  noifodff  eon  dewf^ 

The  half-pence  are  coining,  the  nation's  undoing. 
There 's  an  end  of  yonr  ploughing,  and  baking,  and 

brewing:  ' 
la  short,  you  mutt  all  go  to  rack  ana  to  mm. 

Which,  &c. 

Both  high  men  and^low  men,  aiidthicil  men  and  tall 

men,  [men. 

And  rich  memaid  poor  men,  and  free  men  and  thraH 

WiUtuffiBr:  and  this  man>  and  that  mm,  and  all  men. 

>  The  Drapier't  printer* 
tTwo  4uBoui  baakoi^ 


Tlie  toldSer  it  rom'd,  poor  nn !  hf  Bli  pcy; 
Hit  fife-penoe  wUl  prowt  but  a  ferthing  a  dayt 
For  meat,  or  for  drmk;  or  he  most  nm  away. 

Whkk^k^ 
Whenhe  polls  out  bit  two-penee,  the  tapttertayiBD^ 
That  ten  times  as  much  be  watt  pay  fer  his  shot; 
And  thut  the  poor  soldier  matt  toea  go  to  pot 

IFAteA,fce. 
If  he  goes  to  the  baker,  the  baker  wUI  huff. 
And  twenty-pence  have  for  a  two-penny  k^f. 
Then,  dog,  rogue,  and  rascal,  and  so  kick  and  enff. 

Wlttch^kAi, 

Again,  to  the  market  whenever  he  goes. 
The  butcher  and  soldier  must  Jbe  mortol  feet ; 
One  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  tUe  Other  a  nose. 

HIM,  Ice, 
The  butcher  is  stout,  and  he  values  no  swaMr  j 
A  cleaver 's  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagger. 
And  ablue sleeve  may  givesochacuffasmaystag^. 

Which,  kc 
The  beggars  themselves  will  be  broke  in  a  triee. 
When  thus  their  poor  ferthings  are  sunk  in  their  piiet; 
When  nothhtg  is  left,  they  must  live  on  their  hoe. 

Wlueh,  &e. 
The  squire  possess'd  of  twelve  thousand  a  year, 

0  lord  !  what  a  mountain  his  rents  would  appear ! 
Should  he  take  them,  he  would  not  have  bouse  room,  I 

fear.  ff'AtcA,  Itc 

Though  at  present  he  hvet  in  a  very  large  house. 
There  would  \Jt^  not  be  room  in  it  left  for  a  mouse; 
But  the  tquire  't  too  wise,  he  will  not  tsto  a  soose. 

Wl^h,  luv 
The  former,  who  comes  with  hit  rent  in  this  cash. 
For  taking  thete  counters,  and  being  so  raA, 
Will  be  kick'd  out  of  doors,  both  himsif  and  fab  tiadk 

WMeh,ku 
For,  in  all  the  leases  that  ever  we  hold. 
We  must  pay  our  rent  in  good  tiWer  and  gold. 
And  not  m  brass  tokens  of  soch  a  bate  mould. 

WHch^kc^ 
The  wisest  of  lawyers  all  sweai^,  they  win  warrant 
No  money  but  silver  and  gold  can  be  current :  [onX 
And,  shiGe  they  will  swear  it,  we  all  may  be  soie 

Whidi,fi^ 
And  I  think,  after  all,  it  would  be  very  ttrti^ 
To  give  current  money  for  base  in  exchange. 
Like  a  fine  lady  twqppingher  molet  for  tiie  manga 

Wlack,  k4U 
But  read  the  king's  patent,  and  there  3rou  will  find, 
Thait  no  man  need  take  them  but  who'bas  a  mini, 
Fbr  which  we  nuist  say  that  his  mi^eaty  's  kind. 

Wnch,  sec. 
Now  God  bless  the  Drapier  who  open'd  our  eyes ! 

1  'm  sure,  by  his  hook,  that  the  writer  b  wise; 
He  shows  ut  the  cheat  Inun  the  end  to  the  rite; 

Nay,  ferther  he  tbows  it  a  very  hard  oase^ 
That  thb  felkiw  Wood,  of  a  very  bad  race, 
ShouU  oT  aU  the  fin^  gentry  of  Ireland  take  pltotd 

WHeh^kc 
Thflft  heandhb  half-penoe  dMnld  odme  to  eelgh 
Our  subjects  so  lojrel  floid  true  to  the  crown ;  [doini 
Bnt  I  ho)^,  idUr  a41»  tha^  Ui^  1^  he  hb  o«& 

Whitht^<^ 
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TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 
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Tbii  book,  I  ^  tell  yov,  is  wrk  tv  your  goods^ 
AjbA  a.Yeiy  good  book  against  Mr,  Wood's ; 
If  yw  stand  tn»B  together,  he  's  left  in  the  8u4s, 

tVkich,  &c. 

Ye  ihopmen  and  tradesmen,  aqd  farmers,  go  read  it, 

fw  1  UttidL  in  my  soul  at  this  time  that  you  need  it ; 

Or  eg«4>  if  yon  dont/.there  's  an  en^  of  your  credit. 

fVhich  noMif  can  dfny. 


Ji  SERIOUS  POEM 

UFon  WILLIAM  vroon, 

Brwier,  Tmker,  Hardwareman,  Goiner,  I\>iiqder, 

and  Ettquire, 

Whin  foes  are  overcome  we  presenre  them  from 

slaughter, 
To  be  hevcen  of  wood  and  dravotrt  of  water, 
Kow,  although  to  draw  uattr  is  not  very  good  ; 
Yet  we  all  should  rejoice  to  be  kevfers  of  H^ood. 
I  osm,  it  has  often  provoked  me  to  mutter, 
That  a  rogne  so  ohtcure  should  make  such  a  clatter ; 
Bat  ancient  philosophers  wisely  remark. 
That  old  rotten  fVood  wUl  shine  in  the  darh 
The  Heathens  we  read,  had  gods  made  of  ffW, 
Who  could  do  them  no  harm,  if  they  did  them  no 
But  this  idol  Wood  may  do  us  great  evil ;     [good : 
Their  gods  were  ni  h^aod  i   but  our  Hood  is  the 

To  cot  down  fine  Wood,  is  a  very  bad  thing ; 
And  yet  we  all  know  much  goid  it  will  bring. 
Then,  if  ciittingdowD  ff'oM^ brings  money  good  store, 
Our  money  to  keep,  let  us  cut  down  one  mor0. 

Now  hear  an  old  Ule.    There  ancienUy  stood 
(I  fiMget  in  what  church)  an  image  of  Hood* 
Concerning  this  imi(ge  there  went  a  prediction. 
It  woukl  bum  a  whole  forest ;  nor  was  it  a  fictwn. 
Twas  cut  into  faggots  and  put  to  the  flame. 
To  bora  an  old  friar,  one  I'oresi  by  name. 
My  tale  is  a,  wise  one,4f  well  undentood : 
Find  yoo  but  the  Friar;  and  I'll  find  the  yToMf.  . 

I  hear,  among  scholars  there  is  a  great  doubt 
From  what  kind  of  tree  this  Wood  was  hewn  out 
Teague  made  a  good  pun  by  a  6rogtf«in  his  speech ; 
And  said.  By  lay  skoul,  he  V  the  tonqf  a  Bsbch. 
Some  call  him  a  Tho^i,  the  cnrse  of  the  nation, 
As  Thonu  were  designed  to  be  from  the  creation. 
Some  think  him  cut  out  from  the  poisonous  Yew, 
Beneath  whose  ill  shade  no  plant  ever  grew. 
Some  say  he 's  a  Bireh,  a  thought  veiy  odd  ; 
For  none  but  a  dunce  would  come  under  his  rod. 
But  I  'U  tell  yoo the  secret;  but  pray  do  not  blab; 
He  is  an  old  stump  cut  out  of  a  Cra6  ; 
And  England  has  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  use. 
To  cudgel  our  bones,  and  (or  drink  give  us  verjuice  ; 
And  therefore  his  »i/iie«er  justly  may  boadM, 
That  none  are  more  properly  knights  of  the  PotL 

I  ne*er  could  endnre  my  talent  to  smother  ; 
I  toU  you  one  tale,  uid  I  '11  tell  you  anothsr. 
A  jofiier,  to  fittten  a  saint  in  a  nitch, 
Bor'd  a  large  auger-hole  in  the  hnage's  breech; 
But,  finding  the  statue  to  make  no  oomplamt, 
He  would  ne'er  be  convinced  it  was  a  true  saint* 
When  the  true  Wood  arrtvet,  as  he  soon  will,  no 

doobt, 
(^that's  but  a  sham  fTootf  they  carry  about  ^) 
what  stufht  M  made  of  yon  quickly  nuy  find. 
If  yott  make  the  same  trial,  and  Aor«  him  MtndL 

iHewi 


I  *ll  hold  you  a  groa^  when  yoa  mmhle  his  hum^ 
He  '11  bellow  as  loud  as  the  Devil  in  a  drum. 
From  me,  I  declare,  you  shall  have  no  denial ; 
And  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial : 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  your  hearts  be  has  roar'd. 
You  may  show  him' about  for  a  new  groaning  board. 

Hear  one  story  more,  and  then  I  will  stop. 
I  dreamt  Wood  was  told  he  should  die  by  a  drops 
So  methought  he  resolved  no  liquor  to  taste, 
Fmt  fear  the^rW  drop  might  as  well  be  his  last 
Batdreamsare  like  oracles ;  'tis  hard  to  eiplain  'ens  | 
For  it  prov'd  that  he  died  of  a  drop  at  KiUnainham  K 
1  wak'd  with  delight ;  and  not  without  hope. 
Very  soon  to  see  Hood  drop  down  from  a  rope. 
How  he !  and  how  we,  At  each  other  should  grin  I 
'Tis  kindness  to  hold  a  friend  up  by  the  chin. 
But  soft  !  says  the  herald ;  I  cannot  agree; 
For  metal  on  metal  is  £slse  heraldry. 
Why  that  may  be  true ;  yet  Wood  upon  Wood^ 
I  '11  maintain  with  my  life^  is  heraldry  good. 


TO  DJL  SHERIDAN. 

Dac;U,  1719^9atnigfaC 
Su, 

h  is  impossible  to  know  by  your  letter  whether  tha 
wine  is  to  bt  bottled  to  morrow,  or  no. 

If  it  be,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  Bngliah* 
tell  us  so  ? 

For  my  part,  it  was  by  mere  chance  I  came  to  sit  with 
the  ladies  *  this  night : 

And  if  they  had  not  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from 
you ;  and  your  man  Aleaander  had  not  gone^ 
and  come  back  from  the  deanry;  and  the  boy 
here  had  not  been  sent  to  let  Alexander  know  I 
was  here  ;  I  should  hava  missed  the  letter  out- 
right 

Truly  I  don't  know  who  's  bound  to  be  sending  for 
corks  to  stop  your  bottles,  with  a  vengeance. 

Make  a  page  of  your  own  age,  and  send  your  man 
Aleicaoder  to  buy  corks  ;  for  Saunders  "already 
has  gone  above  ten  jaunts. 

Mrs.  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Johnson  say,  truly  they  donll 
care  for  your  wife's  company,  though  they  like 
your  wine;  but  they  had  rather  have  it  at  tbdr 
own  house  to  drink  in  quiet. 

However,  they  own  it  is  very  dvil  in  Mr.  Sheridan  tv 
make  the  offer:  and  they  cannot  deny  it 

I  wish  Alexander  safe  at  St  Catharine's  to  night, 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul,  upon  my  word  and 
honour: 

But  I  thmk  it  base  in  you  to  send  a  poor  fellow  out 
so  late  at  this  time  of  year,  when  one  would  not 
turn  out  a  dog  that  one  valued;  I  appeal  to  your 
friend  Mr.  Connor. 

I  would  present  my  homUe  sarvioe  to  my  lady 
Mountcashel ;  but  truly  I  thought  she  wouU  havt 
made  advances  to  have  been  acquainted  with  me^ 
as  she  pretended. 

But  now  I  can  write  no  more,  fbr  yon  see  plainly  ni^ 
paper  is  ended. 

1  P.  S. 

I  wish,  whfon  yon  prated,  your  letter  ytm  'd  datadt 
Much  plague  it  created.    I  scolded  sod  rat^; 


<  Their  place  of  execQtiQn. 

'  Thii^  is  probably  dated  too  early. 

4  MiB,  Dmgley  and  Mn.  Johnson. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS* 


My  soul  ifl  nraeh  grated ;  for  your  roan  1  long  waited. 
I  thinly  you  are  fated,  like  a  bear  to  be  baited : 
Your  man  is  belated ;  the  case  I  have  stated ; 
And  me  you  have  cheated.     My  stable  's  uosJated. 
Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 
X  remember  my  late  hcad'i  and  wish  you  translated, 
For  teasing  me. 

*  2  P.  S. 

Mrs.  Dingley  desires  me  singly  f  jtra ; 

Her  service  to  present  you  j  hopes,  that  will  content 
But  Johnson  madam  is  grown  a  sad  dtatie. 
For  want  of  oonverse,  and  cannot  send  one  vene, 
3  P.  S. 

You  keep  such  a  twattUng  with 'you  and  your  bot- 
tling; 

But  I  see  the  sum  total,  we  shall  neVr  h  are  a  bottle ; 

The  long  and  the  short,  we  shall  pot  hav^  a  quart 

I  wish  you  would  sign  %  that  we  have  a  pint 

For  all  your  colloguing,  I  'd  be  glad  of  a  knoggin  : 

But  I  doubt  'tis  a  sham ;  you  wont  give  us  a  dram. 

Tis  of  shine  a  month  moon-fuU,  you  won't  part  with 
a  spoonful ; 

And  I  must  b^  nimble,  if  I  can  fill  my  thimble. 

You  see  I  wont  stop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop  ? 

Bnt  I  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  supernaculum ; 

TiKmgh  perhaps  you  tell  it,  for  a  grace  if  we  Amell 
it 

5T£LLA» 


If  n^y  wiffe  is  not  wilKng  I  say  she  »s  a  qnesn  ; 
And  my  right  to  the  cellar,  egad,  PU  maintain 
As  bravely  as  any  that  fought  at  Dunblam: 
Go  tell  it  her  over  and  over  again. ' 
I  hope,  as  I  ride  to  the  town,  it  won't  rain ; 
For,  should  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  hot  bram, 
Entirely  ejctmguish  my  poetic  vein  ;  ■ 
And  then  I  should  be  as  stupid  as  Rain,  [bnt  tvain. 
Who  preach'd  on  three  beads,  though  be  roentiooM 
Now  Wardel  's  in  baste,  and  begins  to  complain; 
Your  mo«t  humble  servant,  Dear  Sir,  I  lemaan, 

T  S   M 
Get  Helsham,  Walibstey,  Delany, 
And  some  GrMtans,  if  there'  be  any  > ; 
Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 


a  COOHTKY-HOUSB  OF  DR. 


TO  iUILCA, 

iHiRinav^ 

IN  MO  VEKT  GOOD  aEPAlt.    1725. 

Let  me  thy  propertieff  explain : 
A  rotten  cabbhi  dropping  rain ; 
Chimnies  with  scorn  Ejecting  smoke ; 
Stools,  tables,  chairs,  and  beadsteads  broke. 
Here  elements  have  lost  their  uses. 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces  ; 
In  vain  we  make  poor  Sbeelah  i  toil, 
Hre  will  not  roast  nor  water  boil. 
'  Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains. 
The  goddess  Want  in  triumph  reigns; 
And  her  chief  officers  of  state. 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait 


THE   BtESflXCS   OF  A   COUKTRY   LIFB.    1725. 

FAR  from  our  debtors ;  no  Dublin  letters  j 
Not  seen  by  our  betters. 


THE   PLAGtTIS   OP  A   COUNTRY   LIFE. 

A  companion  with  news  ;  a  great  want  of  shoes ; 
Eat  lean  meat,  or  chuse :  a  church  without  pews. 
Out  horses  astray ;  no  straw,  oats  or  hay ;  [at  play. 
December  in  May ;  our  boys  run  away ;  all  servants 


DR.  StiERIDJN  TO  DR.  SWIFT, 

I  'd  have  you  to  know,  as  sure  as  you  're  dean, 
On  Thursday  my,  cask  of  Obrien  I  '11  drain  ; 
1  The  name  gf  an  Irish  servant 


DR.  SWXIT'S  ANSWER, 

The  verses  you  sent  on  the  bottling  your  wine 
Were,  in  every  one's  judgment,  exceedingly  fine; 
And  I  must  confess,,  as  a  dean  and  divine, 
1  think  you  inspired  by  the  Muses  all  nine. 
I  nicely  examin'd  them  every  fine. 
And  the  worst  of  them  all  like  a  barn-door  did  sftine; 
Oh ,  that  Jove  would  give  me  such  a  talent  as  thins  \ 
With  Delany  or  Dan  I  Would  scorn  to  oombine. 
I  know  they  have  many  a  wicked  design ; 
And,  give  Satan  his  due,  Dan  begins  to  reft 
However,  I  wish,  honest  comrade  of  mine,  * 
You  would  really  on  lliuraday  leave  St  Catharine  \ 
Where  I  hear  you  are  cramm'devery  day  likeasirinef 
With  n>e  you  '11  no  nrare  have  a  stomach  to  dine, 
Nor  after  your  victuals  He  sleeping  supine : 
So  I  wish  you  wene  toothless,  like  lord  Maaerine. 
Bat^  were  you  as  wicked  as  lewd  Aretine, 
I  wish  you  would  tell  me  which  way  you  incline. 
If,  when  you  return,  your  rood  you  doot  line, 
On  Thursday  I  »ll  pay  my  respects  at  yuur  shrine, 
Wherever  ypu  bend,  wherever  you  twine, 
*  In  square,  or  in  opposite  circle,  or  trine. 
Your  beef  will  on  Thursday  be  Salter  than  brine  : 
I  hope  you  have  swiird,  with  new  milk  from  the  kine^ 
As  much  as  the  Lifiee  's  outdone  by  the  Rhine ; 
And  Dan  shall  be  with  us,  with  nose  aquiline. 
Jf  you  do  not  come  back,  ♦e  sfeU  weep  out  oor  eyncc 
Or  may  your  gown  never  be  good  lAitherine. 
The  beef  you  have  got^  I  bear,  is  a  chine : 
But,  if  too  many  come,  your  madam  will  whine; 
And  then  you  may  kiss  the  lotv  end  of  her  spioew 
But  enough  of  this  poetry  Alexandrine : 
1  hope  you  will  not  think  this  a  pa^quine. 


A  PORTRAIT 

FROM  THE  LIFE. 

Comb  sit  by  my  side,  while  this  picture  I  draw: 
In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw; 
A  temper  the  devil  himself  could  not  bridle; 
Impertinent  mixture  of  busy  and  idle ; 
As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  half  so  crabbed ; 
She  swills  like  a  sow,  and  she  breeds  like  a  rabbit! 
A  bouse  wife  in  bed,  at  table  a  slattern; 
For  all  an  example,  for  no  one  a  pattern. 

*  n  e,  in  Dublin,  for  they  were  country  clerxy. ' 
>  The  seat  of  lady  Mountcashel,  near  Dublfik 
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Vov  tdl  hm^  friend  Tbtaq^  \  Fpnl  Sj  Grattan  ^ 

and  meny  Dan  \ 
Baa  this  any  likuieaa  ^  {jood  mad^  Sheridan  ? 


TfHESTQRW. 
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UPON  STEjiLING  A  CROWJi 

WHBII  THE  DBAM   WAS  AflLBBP. 

ar  Dft«  iBBaiDAir. 

DaAa  Dean,  nnoe  you  m  sleepy^vise 
HaTeopMyooniKKitbt  and  cloa'd  your  eyei ; 
like  ghoaty  I  glide  along  your  floor. 
And  aoftiy  ihut  the  pariour-door: 
For,  aboold  I  bieak  your  iveet  repoae, 
Who  knovi  what  money  you  might  hwe  ; 
Saoe  oftentimeB  it  has  heen  Ibund, 
A  dream  has  given  ten  thoonnd  pound  ? 
Then  aleep,  my  fiieiid ;  dear  dean,  sleep  on. 
And  all  you  get  shall  be  your  own  ; 
Prarided  you  to  thia  agree, 
That  all  you  lose  belongs  to  m& 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSITEIL 

So,  about  twelve  at  night,  the  punk 
Steala  from  the  colly  when  he  's  drunk  i 
Nor  18  contented  with  a  treat. 
Without  her  privilege  to  cheat. 
Nor  can  I  the  least  difference  find, 
But  that  you  left  no  clap  behind. 
But,  jest  apart,  restore,  you  capon  ye. 
My  twelve  thirteens  P  and  six-pence  ha'penny. 
To  eat  my  meat,  and  drink  my  medlicot. 
And  then  to  give  me  such  a  deadly  cut- 
But  tis  ohservSd,  that  men  in  gowns 
Are  most  inclin'd  to  plunder  crown*. 
Could  you  but  change  a  crowo  as  easy 
As  you  can  steal  one,  how  'twould  please  ye  I 
1  thought  the  kdy  at  St  Catharine's  « 
Knew  how  to  set  you  better  patterns ; 
For  this  I  will  not  dine  with  Agmondisham  *', 
And  lor  his  vietnab  let  a  ragnian  dish  'em. 


THE  STORM: 

mikekta's  rrnrioN. 

Pallas,  a  goddess  chaste  and  wise, 
Besoending  lately  from  the  skies, 
To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  form 
He  'd  give  his  orders  for  a  storm ; 
A  storm,  to  drown  that  rascal  Hoite, 
And  she  would  khidly  thank  him  for 't : 

*  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan. 

S  Ghailes  Ford  of  Woodpfrk,  Esq. 

*  Reverend  John  Qrattan, 

4  Bererend  Daniel  ^^ckson. 
^  A  shilUng  itss6th  for  thiilef9-psnoa  in  frpl^^. 
c  lady  Mountqasbf  U 

^  Agmcodisham  Vasey,  ea^  ^  f^ry  WMthy  gfpi- 
tkman,  for  whcta  <ii»  |lif»  M  •  ewt  flM^ 
you  XL 


A  wretch !  whom  English  rognes,  to  spite  her. 
Had  lately  honour'd'vdth  a  mitre. 

The  god,  who  favourM  her  request, 
Assur'd  her  he  would  do  his  best : 
But  Venus  had  been  there  before. 
Pleaded  the  bishop  lov'd  a  whore. 
And  had  enlarg'd  her  empire  wide  ; 
He  own'd  no  deity  beside. 
At  sea  or  la^d,  if  e'er  jrou  found  him 
Without  a  mistress,  hang  or  drown  him* 
Smce  Burnet's  death,  the  bishops'  bench* 
Till  Horte  arriv'd,  ne'er  kept  a  wench : 
If  Horte  must  smk,  she  grieves  to  tell  it. 
She  '11  not  have  left  one  single  prelate  » 
For,  to  say  truth,  she  did  intend  him. 
Elect  of  Cyprus  ia  commendanu 
And,  since  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her. 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour. 

Then  Proteus  urg'd  the  same  roques^ 
But  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest ; 
Said  h^»"  Great  sovereign  of  the  main. 
To  drown  him  all  attempts  are  vain; 
Horte  can  assume  more  forms  than  I, 
A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  spy ; 
Can  creep  or  run,  or  fly  or  swim  ; 
All  motions  are  alike  to  him : 
Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  shall  find 
He  knows  to  sail  with  every  wind  ; 
Or,  throw  him  overboard,  he  'II  ride 
As  well  against,  as  with  the  tide. 
But,  Pallas,  you  've  apply'd  too  late; 
For  tis  decreed,  by  Jove  and  fate, 
That  Ireland  must  be  soon  destroy'd. 
And  who  but  Horte  can  be  employ'd  f 
You  need  not  then  have  been  so  p^rt. 
In  sending  Bolton  ^  to  Clonic. 
I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  ; 
Your  b«uiness  is,  to  mind  your  spinning* 
But  how  you  came  to  interpose 
In  making  bishops,  no  one  knows : 
Or  who  regarded  .jrour  report ; 
For  never  were  you  seen  at  court 
And  if  you  must  have  your  petition. 
There  's  Berkeley  '^  in  the  same  condition  I  ^ 

Look,  there  he  stands,  and  'tis  but  just. 
If  one  must  drown,  the  other  most ; 
But,  if  you  'U  leave  us  bishop  Judas, 
We  'U  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudsa. 
Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  spite. 
To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright. 
Although  'tis  hanfly  worth  the  cost. 
You  soon  shall  see  him  soundly  tost. 
You  'II  find  him  swear,  blaspheme,  and  dana 
(And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 
His  ghastly  visage  with  an  air 
Of  reprobation  and  despair : 
Or  else  some  luding-hcte  he  seeks. 
For  fear  the  rest  should  sav  he  squeaks  ; 
Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  3  did  before, 
Rnolve  to  perish  with  his'whoro; 
Or  else  he  raves,  and  roars,  and  sweaia. 
And,  but  for  shaiiie,  would  say  his  prayerk 

1  Afterwards  archjbisbop  of  Cashell. 
s  Dr.  George  Beilceley,  dean  of  D^nry,  and  after* 
wards  bishop  oC  Cloyne. 

9  Brigadier  Fitzpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  Che 
packet-boats  ia  the  bay  of  Dablin^  in  agraat  ftomi 
Ga 
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Or,  woul^  you  see  his  spirits  sink. 
Relaxing  downwards  in  a  stink  ? 
If  such  a  sight  as  this  can  please  ye, 
Good  madam  Pallas,  prey  be  easy, 
To  Neptune  speak,  and  he  Ml  cooseni ; 
But  he  Ml  come  back  the  knave  he  went" 

The  goddeiv  who  conccivM  an  hope 
That  Horte  was  de^tn'd  to  a  rope, 
Believ'd  it  best  to  condescend 
To  spare  a  foe,  to  save  a  friend  : 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  mght  be  scar*d, 
She  left  him  virtue  for  a  guard. 


•     •  ODE  ON  SCIESCE. 

Oh,  heavenly  bom  !  In  deepest  dells 
If  fairest  Science  ever  dwells 

Beneath  the  mossy  cave ; 
Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods ; 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods. 

And  flowery  carpets  lave ; 
For  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  sylvan  scenes 

With  scientific  light ; 
While  Dian,  huntress  of  the  x&\on. 
Seeks  lulling  sounds  and  fanning  gaiety 

Though  wrapt  from  mortal  sight. 
Yet,  goddess,  yet  the  way  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lor* 

Obstructed  uA  depressed ; 
Till  wisdom  give  the  sacred  nine* 
Uutanght,  not  uninspired,  to  shine^ 

By  reason's  power  redress'd. 
When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  bunmn  thought 

Of  mad  opinion^'s  maze, 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  law8« 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  cauM 

That  blends  c-ongenial  rays. 
Bid  bright  Astnea  gild  the  mom. 
Or  bid  a  hundred  suns  be  bom, 

To  hacatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles. 
In  vain  the  zodiac  system  rolls. 

In  vain  the  lunar  s|)here. 
Come,  fiiirest  princess  of  the  throng, 
iring  s^ift  philosophy  along 

In  metitphjsic  dreams; 
While  raptur'd  bards  do  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 

In  Heliconian  streams. 
Drive  thraldom  with  malignant  hand. 
To  curse  some  other  destinM  land 

By  folly  led  astray : 
Jeme  bear  on  azure  wing ; 
Energic  let  her  Roar,  and  sing 

Thy  uniirersal  sway. 
So,  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyre 
To  more  majestic  Boond  asptie. 

Behold  the  madding  throng. 
In  wonder  and  oblivioD  drown'd. 
To  sculptupe  tnro'd  by  magic  sound  ' 

Andjpetrifying  soDg. 


STELLA^S  BIRtH^DAt^ 

MARCH   13,  1726, 

Tnrs  day,  whate*er  the  Fates  decree. 
Shall  still  be  kept  with  joy  by  me: 
This  day  i\\6t\  let  us  not  be  tOld, 
That  yon  are  si(^k,  nnd  I  grown  old  ; 
Nor  think  on  5'Our  approaching  illir 
And  talk  of  s^ieotaclcs  and  pills : 
Tomorrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  such  mortifying  stuflt 
Yet,  since  from  reason  may  be  bronght 
A  better  and  more  pleasing  thought, 
Which  can,  in  spite  of  all  decays, 
Support  a  few.  remaining  days) 
From  not  the  gravest  of  divinea 
Accept  for  (lUce  some  serious  lines/ 

Although  we  now  can  ftinn  no  more 
l/)ng  schemes  of  life,  as  heretofore  ^ 
Vet  ymi,  while  time  is  running  fast* 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  past. 

Were  future  happmess  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain  j 
A»  atheists  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  proselytes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfort  they  propose, 
To  have  companions  in  their  ^w^) : 
Grant  this  the  case ;  yef.  sure  *tis  hard 
That  virtue,  stylM  its  own  reward. 
And  by  all  sages  undefBtooH 
To  be  the  chief  of  hulnan  good, 
Should  acting  die ;  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lasting  pleasure  in  the  mind. 
Which  by  remembrance  will  a<(<«uage 
OrieP,  sickness,  poverty,  and  aije, 
And  strongly  shoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  shine  through  life's  declining  parC 

Say,  Stella,  feel  you  no  content, 
Ke6ecting  on  a  life  well  spent ; 
Your  skilful  hand  employM  to  save 
De8pa'ring'wret''hes  from  the  grave  j 
And  then  supportinj  with  yonr  store 
Tliose  whom^  you  dragg  d  from  death  befim  ? 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits, 
Prescr\'ing  what  it  first  creates. 
Your  g<'nerous  boldness  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  absent  friend  ^ 
Tliat  courage  which  can  make  yon  just 
To  merit  hnmb'ed  in  the  dust} 
The  detestation  you  express 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  drest ; 
That  patience  unoer  tottering  pain. 
Where  stubborn  stoics  would  ooinplaia| 
Must  these  like  empty  shadows  pass. 
Or  forms  refioeted  from  a  glafs  ? 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind, 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  } 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  fbo<of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  had  it  not  beoB  still  suppty'd. 
It  hittst  a  thousand  tiities  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reason  can  maintam 
That  no  effects  of  food  remain  > 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 
The  mitrimeiit  that  fseds  the  iwnd  ^ 
Upheld  hy  each  good  action  past. 
And  still  cODtimied  Iff  the  last? ' 
Then,  who  with  immmb  ean  pM 
That  aU  efiiecta  «C  virtne  ewl  ? 
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HeKeve  ■*,  SteHa»  vhen  yoa  show 
Ybat  tm^  contempt  for  things  below, 
Kor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friendit ; 
Vour  former  actioni  claim  their  pait. 
And  join  to  fortify  your  heart 
For  Yirtue,  in  her  daihr  race, 
Like  Japus,  bears  a  dmible  foce ; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  she  has  gon#y 
And  tbertfere  goes  with  courage  on ; 
She  at  your  sickly  coucb  will  wait. 
And  guides  yon  to  a  better  state, 

O  theni  w)iatcv«r  Ueareu  intends, 
Take  |Hty  on  your  pitying  friends ! 
Kor  let  your  ills  alfect  your  nlind. 
To  fiincy  they  car.  be  unkind. 
Me,  ^rely  me,  you  ought  to  spare, 
Who  gladly  wqukl  your  sufieriug  share  ; 
Or  give  my  sprap  df  life  to  you. 
And  think  it  far  beneath  ynur  cfue  ; 
You,  to  whose  care  so  oft  I  owe 
Thai  1  'm  alive  to  tell  you  so. 


HORACE,  BpOK  J.  ODE  3[&. 

rASAratASBD,  AND  INSCKIBBD  tO  tklUNtl.       1T26. 
THE    INSCSirrlON. 

Poor  toatiDg  Isle,  tost  on  ill>fortune*8  waVeSy 
OrdainM  by  fatv  to  be  tlie  land  of  slkves  | 
ShkH  mtfvitig  Delos  now  deep-rtrnted  stand  j 
Yhou,  fix*d  of  ok),  be  now  the  molring  lapd } 
Althoagb  the  metaphor  be  worn  and  state, 
Betwixt  a  state,  and  vessel  under  sail ; 
Let  me  suppose  thee  for  a  ship  a-while. 
And  thus  addren  thee  in  the  sailor's  style : 

Unba^tt  ship,  thou  art  retum*d  in  vaii) ; 
Iffe#  waves  shall  drive  thee  to  the  deep  again, . 
Look  to  thyself,  and  be  no  more  the  sport 
Of  giddy  w)uds,  hut  ipake  some  friendly  port. 
Lost  a^  thy  oars,  that  usM  thy  course  to  guide, 
like  ftiithfui  counsellors,  on  either  side. 
Thy  mast,  which  like  some  aged  patnot  stood 
The  bingle  pillar  for  his  country*s  good. 
To  lead  thee,  as  a  staff  direcU  the  blind, 
BehoM  it  cracks  by  yon  rough  eastern  wind. 
Yoor  cable  's  burst,  and  you  must  quickJy  i^l 
The  waves  impetuous  enter  at  your  keel. 
Thus  commoawe^ths  receive  a  foreign  yoke. 
When  the  strong  cords  of  union  once  are  l^roke. 
Tom  by  a  ndden  tempest  is  thy  sail. 
Expanded  to  hivitfe  a  milder  gale. 

As  when  ^me  writer  in  the  public  caus^ 
His  p^,  to  save  a  sinking  nation,  draws. 
IVhile  all  is  calm,  his  arguments  prevail ; 
Tlie  people's  voiQe  evpaods  j^is  paper-s^l ; 
Till  po«er»  dischaivng  all  lier  stormy  bagi. 
Flutters  the  feetrfe  pamphlel  into  rags. 
The  natioo  scar'd,  the  author  doom*d  to  deaths 
Who  foMly  pot  liis  tmst  in  popolar  breath. 

A  larger  sacrifice  in  vain  you  vow  i 
Then  >•  not  a  power  above  will  help  you  now  t 
A  natkm  tfaof,  who  oft  Heaven's  call  neglects^ 
In  %am  ham  iajin'd  Heaven  relief  expects. 

IMl  not  avail,  when  thy  strong  sides  are  brokfi 
Tliat  tby  detctnt  it  fr^  the  British  oak  j 


Or,  when  your  name  and  fapnily  you  bpast. 
From  fleets  triumphant  o'er  the  Gallic  coast 
Such  was  leme's  claim,  as  just  as  thine, 
Her  sons  descended  from  the  ^ritidi  line ; 
Her  matchless  sons,  whose  valoiir  sUll  remaini 
On  Fretich  records  for  twenty  long  datllpai^t 
Yet,  from  an  (empress  rtow  a  captive  gro&n, 
She  sav'd  Britannia's  rights,  and  lost  her  oWd. 

In  ships  decay'd  no  mariner  confides, 
Lur'd  by  the  gilded  stem  and  painted  sides  | 
Vet  at  a  ball  unthinking  fools  delight 
In  the  ^y  trappings  of  a  birth-day  night : 
They  on  the  gold  brocades  and  sattins  rav^i 
And  quite  forgpt  their  ctnintry  was  enslav'd. 
Ddar  vessel,  still  bb  tothy  st^aerage  just. 
Nor  chartge  thy  coursfe  wfjh  cycry  siiddeti  ^st  l 
Like  sbpple  patriots  of  tlie  mbdehl  ^Dit; 
Who  turn  with  every  gale  that  blows  fiom  courts 

Weary  and  sea-sick  wh|;n  in  thee  confiii'd, 
Nbw  for  thy  safety  cares  distract  jny  itiiiiu  ; 
As  those  who  long  have  stood  the  storms  of  stati 
Retirp,  ylst  still  l>c  moan  their  country's  fate. 
Reware ;  and  whiin  you  hear  the  surges  roiiri 
Avoid  the  rocks  on  Britaili's  angry  shore; 
They  lie,  alas  !  ioo  ieasy  to  be  found  ; 
For  thee  albne  they  lie  the  island  rotlnd^ 


ow  tHk  lirnoaN  baviNo-up  6v  st.  ^atbick^s  wstL 
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By  holy  a^eal  inspir'd,  ^od  led  bjF  fame. 

To  thee,  jjdcc  fUvoarite  Isle,  with  joy  1  caihc*; 

What  time  thjB  Goth,  the  Vandiil,  and  the  Htii^ 

Had  my  own  na^ve  Itdly  *  o'er-tun. 

leme,  to  the  wcrrld's  remotest  parUi, 

Renown'd  for  valour,  pblicjr,  lihd  aiti^ 

Hither  from  Cfelchos  «,  ^th  the  fleecy  brt^j 
Jason  arriv'd  two  thousand  ^bars  before. 
Thee,  happy  island,  fallal  call'd  her  o^tt^ 
When  haughty  Britain  was  k  land  iinknown  ^i 
From  thee,  with  pride,  the  Caledoniiios  trace 
The  glorious  foutider  of  their  kmgly  race : 
Thy  martial  sops,  whom  tiow  they  dare  tlespiil^ 
Did  omie  their  land  subdue  and  civjlijce : 
Their  dress,  their  language,  and  thfc  Scottish  aamL 
Confess  the  soil  Irom  whcinpe  thp  yiciorft  Came  *i 

>  Italy  was  not  prbpeHy  the  native  place  6fSL 
Patrick,  but  the  place  of  hb  education,  and  wheid 
he  received  his  mission ;  and  because  he  had  hi^ 
new  birth  there,  heiir«,  by  pcMical  licence,  and  by 
^ripture  figure,  our  author  calls  that  country  hif 
hative  Italy.    Jbisb  Ed. 

^  Orpheus,  or  the  ancient  author  of  the  Oreel^ 
poetit  Qti  th0  Affotoautic  expedition,  ^k)ever  he  be. 
says,  that  Jason,  who  tiiaiiiied  thib  }^ip  4fgo|i  a| 
Thenaly,  sailed  to  treland.     iBif^  £0. 

9  Tacitus,  in  the  life  of  Julius  Agricc44,  ^l^s,  tba| 
the  harbours  of  Ireland,  on  acoopnt  of  their  com« 
iherce,  were  better  known  to  the  ifift)fi  ttmh  tboae 
of  Britain.    laisa  Ed. 

*  The  argument  here  toms  on,  it'liat  the  author 
of  course  took  for  granted,  the  present  Scots  being 
the  descendants  of  Irish  emigrants.  This  feet, 
however  true,  wtft  opt  in  t)ti  Swilt'g  tidk*  tfocfs 

Oea 
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Well  may  they  bo«fti  that  ancient  blood  whiGh  rims 
Within  their  veins,  who  are  thy  younger  suns  ^, 
A  conquest  and  a  colony  from  thee. 
The  ousther-kingdom  leift  her  children  free;  , 

From  thee  no  mark  of  slavery  they  felt : 
Not  so  with  thee  thy  base  invaders  dealt ; 
Invited  here  to  vengeful  Morrough's  aid  ^,  * 

Those  whom  they  could  not  conquer  they  betray'd. 
Britain^  by  thee  we  fell,  ungrate^l  isle  I 
Kot  by  thy  valour,  bat  superior  guile : 
Britain,  with  shame,  confess  this  land  of  mine 
Plrst  taught  Uiee  human  knowledge  and  divine  ''; 
My  prelates  and  my  students,  sent  from  hence. 
Made  your  sons  converts  both  to  God  and.  sense : 
Kat  Uke  the  pastors  of  thy  ravenous  breed, 
Wlio  come  to  fleece  the  flocks,  and  not  to  feed. 


tatned  with  any  degree  of  precision.  Ireland,  even 
to  t^  day,  **  remains  superstitiously  devoted  to  her 
ancient  history,"  and  "  wraps  herself  in  the  gloom 
of  her  own  legendary  annals."  Mr.  Whitaker  has 
displayed  an  uncommon  fhnd  of  knowledge  on  this 
very  curious  subject,  both  in  his  History  uf  Man- 
choter,  and  in  The  Genuine  History  of  the  Britons 
asserted.    iV: 

«  "  The  Scots'*  (ays  Dr. Robertson)  "carry  their 
pretensions  to  antiquity  as  high  as  any  of  their 
neighbours.  Relying  upon  uncertain  legends,  and 
the  traditions  of  their  bards,  still  more  uncertain, 
they  reckon  up  a  series  of  kings  several  ages  before 
the  birth  of  Christ,  and  give  a  particular  detail  of 
oocnrreaces  which  happened  in  their  reigns.  In 
the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century,  John  Afajor 
and  Hector  Boethius  published  their  histories  of 
Scotland ;  the  former  a  succinct  and  dr>'  writer,  the 
latter  a  copious  and  florid  one ;  and  both  equally 
credulous.  Not  many  years  after,  Buohanan  un- 
dertook the  same  work ;  and  if  his  accuracy  and 
impartiality  bad  been  in  any  degree  equal  to  the 
elegance  of  his  taste,  and  to  the  purity  and  vii^our 
of  his  style,  his  history  might  be  placrd  on  a  le\el 
withthe  most  admired  compoMtions  of  the  ancients. 
But,  instead  of  rejecting  the  improbahic  talcs  of 
chronicle-writers,  he  was  at  the  utm<i&t  pain^  to 
adom'^em,  and  hath  clothed  with  all  tlie  beauties 
ancf  graces  of  fiction  those  legends  which  formerly 
had  only  its  wildaess  and  extravagance." — Ou  the 
authority  of  Buchanan  and  his  predecessors  the 
historical  part  of  this  poem  seems  founded,  as  well 
as  the  notes  signed  Iri^  Ed.  some  of  which,  1  be- 
lieve, were  written  by  the  dean  himself.     N. 

<  In  the  reijn  of  king  Henry  II.  Dcrmot  M*Mor- 
rongb,  king  of  licinster,  b6ing  deprived  of  his  king- 
dom Vy  Itoidferic  O'Connor,  king  Of  Connaiight,  he 
fnvited  the  English  over  as  auxiliaries,  and  promised 
Richard  Strangbow,  earl  of  Pembroke,  his  daughter 
and  all  his  dotfiinions,  as  a  portion.  By  this  assist- 
ance, M*M6rroi^h  recovered  his  crown,  and  Strang- 
hbir  B^tfkme  possessed  of  all  Lein^r.     Isrsu  Kd. 

f  St.  Patrick  arrived  ih  Ireland  in  the  year  431, 
and  ^ompj^ted  ffie  conv^rsiion  of  thfe  tatives,  which 
Itad  b^h  begiih  tj  ^atladius  and  others.  And,  as 
I»j9h6p  MTcnot^n  ob&erVe^  Ireland  soQn6e<iaine  the 
fountain  of  learning,  to  which  all  the  Western  Chris- 
tians, as  ^el\  as  the  Engfish,  had  recourse,  not  only 
fbr  instructions  in  the  principles  of  reKgpon,  btit  in 
Iftlt  sorts  of  literature,  viz.  Legendi  it  tchoiasdea 
iirU^onU  gratia,     Uiw  fio. 


Wretched  lernef  iHth  iHlift  giffafi  iW 
The  fatal  changes  thne  bath  made  ( 
The  Christian  rites  I  introduc'd  ini>ajii: 
Lo !  infidelity  retnm'd  again ! 
IVeedom  and  virtue  in  thy  sons  I  SoaaAf 
Who  now  in  vice  and  slavery  are  drown'd. 

By  £iith  and  prayer,  this  cMer  m  my  hsa^ 
I  drove  the  venom'd  serpent  from  thy  laiid^; 
The  shepherd  in  his  bower  might  sleep  or  ni^ 
Nor  dread  the  adder's  tooth,  nor  aoocpioB'^  sbag  ^ 

With  omens  oft  I  strove  to  warn  thy  swraii, 
Omens,  the  types  of  thy  impending  chaiofc 
I  sent  the  magpie  firom  the  British  soil. 
With  restless  beak  thy  blooming  fktiit  to  spoil; 
To  din  thine  ears  with  nnharmonioiifl  clack. 
And  haunt  thy  holy  walls  in  white  and  Mack. 
What  else  are  those  tixm  seest  in  bishopiP  geer« 
Who  crop  the  nurseries  of  learning  here ; 
Aspiring,  greedy,  full  of  senseless  prate. 
Devour  the  church,  and  chatter  to  tlie  sti 

As  you  grew  more  degenerate  and  base, 
I  sent  you  millions  of  the  croaking  mee  j 
Emblems  of  insects  vile,  who  spread  their  spava 
Through  all  thy  land,  in  annour,  for,  and  lawn; 
A  nauseous  brood,  that  fills  your  senate  walls, 
And  in  the  chambers  of  your  viceroy  crawls ! 

Sec,  where  that  new  devouring  vermin  mof. 
Sent  in  my  anger  from  the  land  of  Hans ! 
With  harpy-claws  it  undermines  the  ground. 
And  sudden  spreads  a  numerous  of&pring  round. 
Th'  aniphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ra%^eaoas  band* 
Drains  all  thy  lakes  of  fish,  of  fruits  thy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  well  that  bore  my  nune? 
Fled  to  the  fbimtain  back,  from  whence  it  came ! 
Fair  Freedom's  emblem  once,  which  smoollily  iosi, 
And  blessings  equally  on  all  bestows. 
Here,  firom  the  neighbouring  nursery  '  of  arts, 
The  students,  drinking,  lais'd  their  wit  and  paiti; 
Heie,  fur  an  age  and  more,  improved  their  vdo. 
Their  Phofbus  1,  my  spring  their  Hippocren& 
Disconhig'd  youths !  now  all  their  hopes  mwt  IbI, 
Condcmn'd  to  country  Cottages  and  ale ; 
To  foreign  prelates  make  a  slavish  conr^ 
And  by  their  sweat  procure  a  mean  support; 
Or,  for  the  classics,  read  Th'  Attorney's  Guide  | 
Collect  eiccise,  or  wut  upon  the  tMe.    t 

Oh !  that  I  had  been  a^postle  to  the  SviM^ 
Or  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  bot  this; 
Coiubin'd  in  arms,  they  had  their  Ibes  defifld^ 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  brwtdy  died. 
I'hou  still  with  tyranU  in  succeakm  con^ 
The  last  invaders  trampling  on  ihe  fiivl: 
No#  fbndly  hope  for  some  reverts  of  IhlSy 
^Vtrtiie  herself  would  now  return  too  laliu 
Not  half  thy  course  of  misery  is  ran. 
Thy  greatest  evils  yet  are  scarce  b^gm. 
Soon  shall  thy  sons  (the  time  is  just  sft  hnd) 
Be  all  made  captives  hi  their  native  land; 
When,  for  the  use  of  no  HibemiBn  bom. 
Shall  rise  one  blade  of  gratt,  one  ear  «f  «m; 

8  There  aren6  SMOees,  tipan^  ortonA^ttklrtM  f 
and  even  frogs  were  not  kndm  bars  aatii  absst^ 
year  1700.  ITie  magpiM  oame  a  shest  tins  biM; 
and  the  Nonray  rats  since.    Irish  Eb^ 

9  The  unirertity  of  DabHn,  csIM  TrMty  C^ 
Vege,  i>as  ibttDded  by  tfbttni  £MMk  ift  i99U 
laiia  J^ 
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imen  diells  and  IfiflthM*  tball  for  money  pass. 
Nor  thy  oppre68lDg  l^nte  afR>id  thee  braa  w. 
Bat  til  turn  leasers  to  that  moogrel  breed  ", 
Who  from  thee  sprang,  yet  on  thy  vitals  feed  j 
Who  to  yon  ravenous  isle  thy  treasaies  bear. 
And  waste  in  Inzury  thy  harvests  there  ; 
For  pride  and  ignorance  a  proverb  grown. 
The  jest  of  wits,  and  to  the  court  unknown. 
I  sooro  thy  spurioos  ^d  degenerate  line, 
Aal  horn  thia  hour  my  patronage  resign. 


OS  READING  DB.  YOUSG'S  SATIRES 

: CALLin 

THE  UNIVERSAL  PASSION, 

Mt   WBXCB  HE   MBA2I8   PEIOl. 

1726. 

Ip  there  be  truth  in  what  yon  siqg,    . 
Such  cod-like  virtues  in  the  king; 
A  mhuster  ^  sf^fiUM  with  zeal 
And  wisdom  for  the  common-weal : 
If  he  <  who  in  the  chair  presides 
So  steeply  the  senate  guides : 
If  others,  whom  you  make  your  theme. 
Are  seconds  in  the  glorious  scheme : 
If  every  peer  whom  you  commend. 
To  worth  and  leanung  be  a  friend : 
If  this  be  truth,  as  you  attest. 
What  land  was  ever  half  so  blest  ? 
No  ftJsebood  now  among  the  great, 
And  tradennen  now  no  longer  cheat; 
Now  on  the  bench  finr  justice  shines, 
Her  scale  to  neither  side  hMSlines ; 
Now  pride  and  craelty  are  flown, 
And  mercy  here  exalts  her  throne; 
For  such  is  gpood  example^s  power. 
It  does  its  office  every  heur, 
Where  governors  are  good  and  wise  ; 
Or  else  the  traest  maxim  lies : 
For  so  we  find  all  ancient  sages 
Decree,  that,  ad  exempium  regr*. 
Through  all  the  realm  his  virtues  ran, 
Ripening  «md  kindling  Kke  the  Sun. 
If  this  be  Arne,  then  how  much  more 
When  you  have  nam^d  at  least  a  soort 
Of  oourtien,  each  in  their  degree, 
if  possible,  as  good  as  he } 

Or  take  it  in  a  diffsrent  view. 
I  ask  (if  what  you  aay  be  true) 
If  you  affirm  the  prnent  age 
Deserves  ymir  satire's  keenest  rage : 
If  that  same  univertai  pattion 
With  every  vice  hath  fill'd  the  nation : 
If  virtue  dares  not  venture  down 
A  rnigie  step  beneath  the  crown  : 
If  clergymen,  to  show  their  wit. 
Praise  ciattUs  more  than  holy  writ  t 


»  Wood**  ruinous  pnaect  in  1*724.    laisB  En. 
"  The  abaentees,  who  spent  the  income  of  thei^ 
Irish  estates,  places,  Md  pulsions,  in-Eogland. 
laisfl  En. 

J  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  afterwards  earl  of  Oi«Dsd. 
«  Sir  Spencer  Compton/tbea  qpeakgr»  •^•»^— ^ 
•ftrl  of  Wilmiogtoii. 


If  bankrapts,  when  they  ^re  undfloe. 
Into  the  senate-bouse  can  ran. 
And  sell  their  votes  at  such  a  rate 
As  will  retneve  a  lost  estate  : 

If  law  be  such  a  partial  whore,      

To  spare  the  rich,  and  plague  the  poorS 
If  these  be  of  all  crimes  the  worst. 
What  land  was  ever  half  so  curst? 


THE  DOG  AND  THIEF.    1726. 

Quoth  the  thief  to  the  dog, "  let  me  into  yoordoor. 

And  I  *U  give  you  these  deticate  bite.**    [yon  're» 
Quoth  the  £g,  "  I  shall  then  be  moreviUain  w» 

And  besides  must  be  out  of  my  wits. 
"  Your  delicate  bits  will  not  serve  me  a  meal. 

But  my  master  each  day  gives  me  bread ;  , 

You  Ml  fly,  when  you  get  what  you  came  here  to 

And  I  most'b^  hang'd  in  your  stead."       ["tea^ 
The  stock-jobber  thus  from 'Change-alley  goes  down. 

And  tips  you  the  freeman  a  wink ; 
<<  Let  me  have  but  your  vote  to  serve  for  the  t(W% 

And  here  is  a  guinea  to  drink." 
Says  the  freeman,  "  your  guinea  to  night  would^bi 

Your  offiBrs  of  bribery  cease :  [spent! 

I  nivoteftw  my  landkwd,  to  whom  I  pay  rent. 

Or  else  I  may  forfeit  my  lease." 
From  London  they  come,  silly  people  to  chouse» 

Their  lands  and  their  feces  unknown  u 
Who  »d  vote  a  rogue  into  the  parliament-houe. 

That  would  turn  a  man  out  of  his  own  } 


ADVICE 
TO  THE  GKUB-STREBT  VHRSB-WBITBML 

1726. 

Yb  poets  rag^ged  and  forlorn, 

Down  from  your  garrets  haste ; 
Ye  rhymers  dead  as  soon  as  born. 

Not  yet  cohsign'd  to  paste; 
I  know  a  trick  to  make  jovi  thrive; 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  device : 
Your  still-born  poems  shall  revive. 

And  scora  to  wrap  up  spice. 
Get  all  your  verses  printed  fair. 

Then  let  them  well  be  dried  ; 
And  Curil  must  have  a  special  cars 

To  leave  the  margin  wide. 
Lend  these  to  paijer-sparing  »  Pope ; 

And  when  he  sits  to  write,. 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  him  more  delight 
When  Pope  has  flU'd  the  roargm^  pftvod^ 

Why  then  recall  your  loan  ; 
Sell  them  to  Curil  for  fifty  pound. 

And  swear  they  are  your  own. 


1  The  original  copy  of  .Mr.  Pope's  oelebrat#d 
transUtion  &i  Homer  (preserved  in  .the  British  Mu- 
seum) is  almost  entirely  written  on  tt>?^covprs  of 
letters,  and  sometimes  b($veei).);b^.AQ^^Ct^Q  U^ 
tert  themselves.    N. 
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$WlP*rS  t»OEMl 


A  LADY, 

^UO  iSBSItBD  THB  AUTHOR  TO  WRITS  90MI  TBRSBfl 
UPON  HBR  IN  TBB  HEROIC  STYLB. 

ininTBM  AT  LUMOON  IN  l\26^ 

<^FTBR  Tenting  all  my  spite, 
ell  me,  what  haf e  r  to  write  } 
Every  erroor  I  couU  find 
tThrongh  the  mazes  of  your  mind. 
Have  m^  tMisy  Muse  employ '4 
Till  the  dbmpaiiy  was'cloy'd. 
Are  you  positive  and  fVHful, 
Heedless,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 

fbose,  and  twenty  follies  more« 
have  often  told  before. 
Hearken  wh^t  my  lady  says : 
Have'  I  nothing  Uien  to  praise  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty. 
Where  a  fault  should  move  your  pity* 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited, 
Or  to  passion  quickly  heated  ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  less 
tet  on  Heading  than  on  dress ; 
If  1  always  seem  too'  dull  t'  y* ; 
I  can  solve  the  diffl — cultyj 
.    You  would  teach  me  to  be  wise  | 
Truth  and  honour  how  tu  prize ; 
|iow  to  shine  in  conversation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  station  ; 
How  to  re^sh  notions  high  ; 
IIow  ($^  live,  and  how  to  die. 

But  It  w^  decreed  by  fate-^ 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Well  I  know,  you  can  discer^, 

1am  now  too  old  td  learn : 
bllies,  from  my  youth  instiU*d| 
Jlav^  my  soul  entirely  fiU'd  ; 
|a  mt  htod  biki  heart  they  centi«,^ 
flor  wUI  let  your  lessons  enter. 

Brecl  A  fondling  and  an  heiress, 
t>re8(  like  any  lady  m^press, 
Cocker'd  by  tb^  servants  round,  / 
Was  toa.  goiD4  to\  tothch  the  gix>und  j 
Thought  the  life  bf  every  lady 
{Should  be  one  continual  play-day- 
Balls,  and  masquerades,  and  shows. 
Visits,  plays,  and  powderM  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  case  at  large, 
And  may  now  perfortb  your  charge. 
Those  ibaterials  I  hsve  fumish'd 
When  by  yi>u  r^fin'd  and  burotsh  d. 
Must,  that  all  the  work!  qiay  kop^r  'enu 
Be  reduc'd  mto  a  poem. 

But,  I  beg,  susj^nid  i^  while 
That  same  paliry,  burlesque  style  } 
Drop  for  once  your  constant  rule, 
Turning  all  to  ridicule  j 
Teaching  others  how  to  ape  yoii ; 
Court  nor  parliament  can  'scape  yoo  & 
Treat  the  public  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  ndther  mends. 

Sing  my  praise  In  strain  sublime : 
Treat  me  not  with  dog^n^l  rhjrme. 
nis  but  just  you  should  produce. 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  < 
Not  to  publish  every  trifle, 
And  my  few  perfectioaB  stifle. 


With  some  gifts  at  least  endow  n^ 

Which  my  very  foes  alfow  me. 

Am  I  spiteful,  pivud,  unjast } 

Did  I  ever  bres^  my  trust  i 

Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 

Censures  less,  or  leas  defames? 

In  good  manners  am  1  fitulty  } 

Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 

Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 

From  the  nnpotent  and  old } 

When  did  ever  I  omit 

Due  i^gard  for  men  of  wit ) 

Wheu  have  I  esteem  eacpress'd 

For  a  coxcomb  gaily  dress'd  f 

Do  I,  like  the  female  tribe. 

Think  it  wit  1 1  fleer  and  gibe } 

Who  with  less  designing  ends 

Kindlier  entertains  their  friends  ; 

With  guod  iitords,  and  ooontenariee  apffghtly, 

Strivt  s  to  treat  them  more  politely  ? 

Think  not  cards  my  chief  diversion : 
*Tis  a  wrong,  uiyust  aspersioii: 
Never  knew  I  any  (pood  ii|  'em. 
But  to  dose  my  head  like  luudanum. 
We  by  play,  as  liien  by  drinking. 
Pass  our  mgbts,  to  drive  out  thinking. 
From  my  ailments  eive  me  leisure, 
1  shall  read  and  think  with  pleasure  j^ 
Conversation  learn  to  relish. 
And  with  books  my  mind  embellisiu 

Now,  methinks,  1  hear  you  ^ry, 
Mr.  Dean,  you  must  reply. 

Madam,  I  allow  'tis  true : 
All  these  praises  are  your  d^& 
You,  like  some  acute  phJk)6C#ief, 
Every  fisiult  have  drawn  ^  glotis  ove. 
Placing  in  the  strongest  light 
All  your  virtues  to  my  sighit. 

Though  you  kead  %  blameless  lifie^ 
Are  an  humble  pendent  wife. 
Answer  all  domestic  ends  ; 
What  IS  this  tp  us  your  friends  } 
Though  your  children  by  a  nod 
Stand  in  awe  without  a  rod ; 
Though,  by  your  obliging  sway^ 
Servants  lov^  you,  and  obey ; 
TlMMigh  you  treat  us  with  a  smile^; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  smooth  your  style  | 
Load  our  plates  from  every  dish  $ 
lliis  is  not  the  thing  we  wish. 

Colonel may  be  your  dditor  ; 

We  expect  employpient  better. 

You  must  learn,  if  you  would  gain  mi. 

With  good  sense  to  entertnin  us. 

ScholazB,  when  good  sense  deacribis^ 
Call  it  taaing  and  imbibing: 
Motaphoric  meat  and  drii& 
Is  to  understand  and  think  i 
We  may  carve  for  others  thos  |^ 
And  let  others  carve  for  us : 
To  discourse  a^d  to  attend. 
Is  to  help  yoursielf  and  finend. 
CoBversatibn  is  but  carving; 
Carve  for  all,  yonnelf  is  starving  \ 
Give  no  more  to  evefy  gueit. 
Than  he  's  able  to  digest^ 
Give  him  always  of  the  pcidia^ 
Aodbtttli^lettttiai^ 
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Ctrvtf  to  mil  but  just  enough  ; 
Lei  tbem  ueitbir  Btarre  nor  stofT: 
And,  that  yoo  may  have  your  due, 
Xiet  your  neighbours  carve  for  you* 
Tlib  oompariioo  wilt  hold. 
Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
How  convening,  liAening,  thinking. 
Justly  may  resemble  drinking; 
For  a  fnend  a  glass  you  fill. 
What  is  this  but  to  imtiJI  ? 

To  oonclude  this  long  essay  { 
Pardon,  if  1  diiobey ) 
Nor,  against  my  natur%l  ireioa 
IVeat  you  in  heroic  straiot 
1,  as  aJl  the  parish  knows. 
Hardly  can  be  giave  in  prose : 
8tiU  to  lash,  and  lashing  smile, 
111  befito  a  lofty  style. 
From  the  planet  of  my  birth 
I  encounter  vice  with  mirth. 
Wicked  ministers  of  state 
1  can  easier  toom  than  hate : 
And  I  find  it  aasweia  right : 
Scorn  torments  them  more  than  spite. 
AH  the  rices  of  a  conrt 
Do  but  serve  to  make  me  spoit. 
Were  I  IB  some  foreign  realm, 
Which  all  vices  overwhelm ; 
Should  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 
Mttflt  I  tremble  at  his  frown? 
OooU  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine. 
Spy  the  strutting,  chattering  vermin^ 
Safely  write  a  smart  lampoon, 
To  caqKMC  the  brisk  baboon  >? 

When  my  Muse  of&cious  ventom 
On  the  natkm's  representors  : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules 
Into  knaves  they  turn  thdr  lools : 
How  the  hebn  is  ruPd  by  Walpole, 
At  whose  oars,  like  slaves,  they  all  puU^ 
Jjet  the  vessel  split  on  shelves ; 
With  the  freight  enrich  thenvelvea: 
Safe  within  my  little  wherry. 
All  their  madness  makes  me  merry  \ 
like  thd  watermen  of  Thames, 
I  row  by,  and  call  them  names  ; 
Like  the  ever-laoghing  sage, 
In  a  jest  I  spend  my  rage 
(Though  it  must  be  imderstood, 
I  would  hang  them,  if  I  could).: 
If  I  can  bat  fill  my  niteh, 
I  attempt  no  higher  pitch ; 
Leave  to  D'Anv^rs  and  his  mate 
Maxims  wise  to  rule  the  stated 
Pttlteney  deep,  aoooraplish'd  St,  Johna, 
Soonige  the  villains  with  a  vengeance : 
Let  me,  though  the  smell  be  noisome. 
Strip  their  boms ;  let  Caleb  *  hoise  'em  ^ 
Hien  apply  Alecto's  whip. 
Till  they  wriggle,  howl,  and  skip« 

Deuce  it  in  you,  Mr.  Dean  : 
What  can  all  this  passkm  mean  ? 

>  This  poem,  for  an  obvious  reason,  has  been 
■nitilated  in  many  editions.  N, 

*  Oakb  I>*Anven  was  the  name  assumed  by 
Amhnr^  the  ostaMitfle  writer  of  the  Craftsman. 
This  unfortunate  man  was  neglected  by  his  noble 
pntronsi  «nd  died  m  want  and  oUcurity.    N. 


Mention  courts  ?  you  *11  n'sV  be  quiel 
On  corruptious  running  riot. 
And  a«  it  befits  yonr  station  | 
Come  to  use  and  application) 
Nor  with  senates  keep  a  fuss. 
I  submit ,  and  answer  thus : 

If  tlie  machinations  brewing. 
To  complete  the  public  ruin. 
Never  once  could  have  the  poweic 
To  afTcHSt  me  half  an  hour ; 
Sooner  would  1  'write  m  buskins, 
Motimful  elegies  on  Bliieskins  \ 
If  1  laugh  at  Whig  and  Tory, 
1  conclude,  n  fortiori, 
All  yoiu"  eloquence  will  scarce 
Drive  me  from  my  fevourite  fercOi 
This  I  must  Insist  on :  for,  as 
It  is  well  observ'd  by  Horace  *, 
Ridicule  bath  greater  power 
To  reform  the  world,  than  sour. 
Horses  thus,  let  joekies  judge  else, 
Switches  better  guide  than  cudgels. 
Bastings  heavy,  dry,  obtuse, 
Only  dulness  can  produce; 
While  a  little  gentle  jerking 
Sets  the  spirits  all  a-workii^. 

llius,  1  find  it  by  ekperiment. 
Scolding  moves  you  leas  than  merriment 
I  may  storm  and  rage  in  vain ; 
It  but  stupifies  your  bnun. 
But  with  raillery  to  nettle, 
Sets  your  thoughts  upon  their  mettle  ; 
Gives  imagination  scope ; 
Never  lets  the  mind  elope; 
Drives  out  brangling  and  oontentioii, 
Beings  in  reason  and  invention, 
For  your  sake,  as  well  a^  mine, 
I  the  lofty  style  decline. 
[  should  make  a  figure  scurvy. 
And  your  head  turn  topsy-turvy. 

I,  who  love  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  senate-house  and  king ; 
That  they  might  some  better  way  tread. 
To  avoid  the  public  hatred  ; 
Tliought  no  method  more  commodious. 
Than  to  show  their  vices  odious; 
Which  I  chose  to  make  appear. 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  sneer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming 
Is  by  laughing,  not  by  storming 
(For  pny  friends  have  always  thought 
Tenderness  my  greatest  fault)  ; 
Would  you  have  n^  change  my  style  i 
On  your  foults  no  longer  smile; 
But,  to  patoh  up  all  our  quarreb, 
Quote  you  texts  fitNn  Plutarch's  Morals  | 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  wisdom'k  use  ? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown*d-head, 
Yoo  have  cheap  enough  compounded  ; 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claima, 
Than  the  owners  of  St  James  ? 
You  are  not  so  great  a  grievanoa. 
Ai  the  hirelings  of  St  Stepbm's 

^Thefemous  thM**  who^  wbiMon  his  trial  nk 
the  Old  Bailey,  BtabbedjQiHithailWild^    K 
«  mdiculuiA  acri^  fco. 
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S^FTS  FdEUS. 


Yoa  are  of  a  lower  clan 

Than  my  friend  sir  Robert  Brass,  - 

Kone  of  these  have  mercy  {band ; 

I  have  laugh'd,  and  lash'd  them  round. 

Have  you  seen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  wotdd  swear  it  piero'd  the  sky : 
It  but  reach'd  the  middle  air, 
Bursting  into  pieces  there : 
Thousand  sparkles  falling  down 
Ught  on  many  a  ooxcomb^s  crown : 
See  what  mirth  the  sport  creates  ; 
Singes  hair,  but  breaks  no  pates. 
Thus,  should  1  attempt  to  climb, 
Treax  you  in  a  style  sublime 
Such  a  rocket  is  my  Muse : 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  choose, 
£re  I  reach*d  Parnassus'  top, 
I  should  burst,  and  bursting  drop  $ 
All  my  Jire  would  fall  in  scraps ; 
Otre  your  head  some  gentle  rapt; 
Only  make  it  smart  awhile  : 
Then  could  I  foril)ear  to  smile. 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain  ; 
Sfike  you  able  upon  sight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Talk  with  sense  whate'er  you  please  i»$ 
Ijeam  to  relish  truth  and  reason } 

Thus  we  both  shall  gain  our  prize : 
f  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  ^  ' 


A  yovHq  ladtps  complaint 

FOE 
TB£  STAT  OF  THB  PXAV   IN  XHGLANn.      1786. 

Blow,  ye  Zeph3nr8,  gentle  gales ; 
C^ently  fill  the  swelling  sails. 
Keptune.  with  thy  tndent  long, 
Trident  three-fork'd,  trident  strong  ; 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  gay, 
7airer  than  the  rose  in  May, 
Kereids  living  in  deep  oaves, 
ijently  wash'd  with  gentle  waves : 
Kereids,  Neptune,  lull  asleep 
Buffltng  storms,  and  ruffled  deep ! 
All  around  in  pompous  ^te, 
On  this  richer  Argo  wait : 
Aigo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece  j 
Aigo,  bring  him  to  his  Greece. 
Will  Cadenus  longer  stay  ? 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  away  ; 
Come  with  all  the  haste  of  licyve. 
Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 
The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 
Hangs,  and  only  hangs  finr  thee ; 
Iaiscious  peaches,  mellow  pean, 
Ceies  with  her  yeltow  eats, 
And  the  grape,  both  red  and  white, 
Oiape  faupiring  just  defigfat; 
All  are  ripe,  and  courting  sue 
To  be  plock'd  and  press'd  by  you. 
'^Ptnks  have'  lost  their  blooming^  r^, 
Moufning  tiding  ^SmIoc  diooping  h^ui  j 
Every  flower  limgaid  seeiqs; 
Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beam^ 


Beams  of  wondrooi  force  and  power. 
Beams  reviving  ^ery  flower. 
Come,  Cadenus,  Uess  once  mon^ 
Bless  agam  thy  native  shore; 
Bless  again  this  drooping  isl^ 
Make  its  weeping  beauties  smiley 
Beauties  that  thine  absence  moam^ 
Beauties  wishing  thy  return. 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  haste. 
Come  before  the  wii^ter^s  blast  | 
Swifter  than  the  lightning  fly; 
Or  I,  like  Vanessa,  dia 


A  LETTER  TO  THE  DEAN, 

WBEN  m  iiroiAKn.    17S6. 

You  will  eicose  me,  I  suppose. 
For  sending  rhyme  instead  of  prose. 
Because  hot  weather  makes  me  lazy  ; 
To  write  in  metre  is  more  easy. 

While  you' are  trudging  looilon'town, 
I  'm  strolling  Dublin  up  and  down  ^ 
"^liile  you  converse  with  lords  and  diike^ 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  books ; 
FixM  in  an  elbow-chair  at  ease, 
I  choose  companions  as  I  please. 
I  'd  rather  have  one  single  shdl 
Than  all  my  fnends,  except  yourself; 
For  after  all  that  can  be'  said. 
Our  best  acquaintanos  are  the  dead. 
While  you  're  in  raptiues  with  Faustmar  >  ; 
1  'm  cbarm'd  at  home  with  our  Shee&na. 
While  you  are  starving  there  in  state,  ^ 
I  'm.  cranuning  her^.with  bu^hers  meiEL 
You  say,  when  with  those  lords  yoo  &ie. 
They  treat  you  wkh  the  best  of  wine, 
Bidrgundy,  Cyprus,  and  Tokay  ; 
Why  so  can  we,  as  well  as  ^ey  • 
No  reason  then,  my  dear  good  dean. 
But  you  should  travel'  home  ^gain. 
What  though  you  may  n*t  in^Lnelandlbdpa 
To  find  such  fc^  as  Gay  axid  Pope; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  would  share 
But  half  the  wit  that  you  can  spar^ 
I M  lay  twelve  eggs,  that  in  twelve  days. 
You  *d  make  a  dozen  of  Popes  puad  Gays. 

Our  weather 's  good,  our  sky  is  clears 
We  've  every  joy,  if  you  were  here; 
So  lofty  and  so  bright  a  sky 
Was  never  seen  by  Ireland's  eye ! 
I  think  it  fit  to  let  yiou  know. 
This  week  I  s^iaUf  to  Quilca  gp  j 
To  see  MTayde^'s  horny,  brothers 
First  sock,  and  altei^  bull  their  mothm; 
To  see,  alas  I  my  withered  trees  ! 
To  see  what  all  the  countr3r  s^ ! 
My  stunted  quicks,  iny  £smiah^d*6eevei^ 
My  servants  snch  a  pack  o^  thieves  ; 
My  8hatier*d  firs,  my  blattod  oaks. 
My  house  in  conmum  to  all  folks  ; 
No  cabbage  fbr  a  single  iinall, 
^^y  turnips,  carrots,  parships,  Ifiul^ 
^My  no  green  p^  my  few.gifefei/spitefl ^ 
Mf 'mother  amys'  in  t2ie  pouts ; 

1  Signon^aoitlDa^  9L^£iiovi\tiSSiim^ 
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lly  tnna  rid,  or  sobe  astray ; 
My  fish  all  ttol*!!,'  or  nm  away ; 
My  muttoa  lean,  my  pallets  old, 
My  poolfary  starred,  ibe  com  all  sold. 

A  man,  oome  now  from  Qnilca,  says, 
«7»^  »ve  «  8tol»n  the  locks  from  all  yonr  keys :» 
Bat,  what  mtut  fret  and  vex  me  more, 
Hesays,  "  7%«y  stole  the  keys  before. 
Thof  *ve  stolen  the  knifes  from  all  the  forks ; 
And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  sturks." 
Nay  moie,  the  fellow  swears  and  vows, 
•«  Tkeff  've  stol'n  the  sturks  from  half  the  cows: " 
With  many  more  accoonts  of  woe. 
Yet,  though  the  devil  be  there,  VM  go: 
nvixt  yon  and  me  the  reason  's  ckar, 
1 1  *ye  more  vexation  here. 


PjiLINODIA. 

.BOaACB,  BOOK  I.  ODB  XVI. 

GiiAT  sir,  than  Pbcebus  more  divine. 
Whose  verses  far  his  rays  out-shine, 

Look  down  upon  your  quondam  foe  ; 
Oh!  let  me  never  write  again. 
If  I  e'er  disoblige  you,  dean. 

Should  you  compassion  show. 
Take  those  Iambics  which  I  wrote. 
When  anger  made  me  piping  hot. 

And  give  them  to  your  cocik. 
To  singe  yunr  fowl,  or  save  your  paste. 
Hie  next  time  when  you  have  a  feast ; 

They  'U  save  you' many  a  book. 
To  bntn  tbem«  yon  are  not  coiAent  { 
I  give  you  then  my  free  consent. 

To  sink  them  in  the  harbour ; 
If  not  they  '11  serve  to  set  off  blocks, 
To  roll  on  pipes,  and  twist  in  locks  j 

So  give  them  to  your  bai1>er. 
Or,  when  you  next  yonr  physic  tiJte, 
I  must  entreat  you  then  to  make 

A  proper  application ; 
Tis  what  I  've  dftne  myself  before. 
With  Dan's  fine  thoughts,  and  many  more» 

Who  gave  me  provocation. 
What  cannot  mighty  angcr'do  ? 
It  makes  the  weak  the  strong  pursue, 

A  gooae  attack  a  swan ; 
It  m^es  a  Woman,  tooth  and  nail. 
Her  ha8baiid*s  hands  and  face  assail. 

While  lie  '8  no  longer  man. 
Though  some,  we  find,  are  morediscreety 
Before  the  world  are  vrondrous  sweet. 

And  let  Cheif  husbands  hector : 
But,  when  the  world  *s  asleep  they  woke. 
That  is  the  time  they  choose  toftpeak; 

Witnen  the  curtam-lectore. 
Such  was  the  case  with  you,  I  find : 
All  day  yoa  could  conceal  your  mind  ; 

Bat  wlien  SL  Patrick's  chimes  i 

Awak'd  yoar  Muse  (my  midnight  curse. 
When  I  engs^'d  for  better  for  worse),  ; 

You  scolded  with  your  rhymes. 

s  They  h  the  gtaiid  fhieTof^heObntity'of  CiMta; 
lor  whatever  is  stolen,  if  you  inquire  of  a  servant 
about  it,  the  'aniwartf,  '*  7*A«jf  have  stolen  it'| 


Have  done!  have  done!  I  quitthefief3( 
To  you,  as  to  my  wife,  I  yield : 

As  she  must  wear  the  breeches  ; 
So  shall  you  wear  the  laurel -crown, 
Win  it,  and  wear  it,  *tis  your  own; 

The  poet*s  only  riches. 


BEOS  BIRTH'DAY. 

NOVBMBsa  8,  1726. 

This  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity ; 
Had  ^ate  a  luckier  one,  she  'd  give  it  ye  : 
She  chose  a  thread  of  greatest  length. 
And  doubly  twisted  it  for  strength  $ 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  shears 
To  cut  it  off  these  forty  years. 
Then  who  says  care  will  kill  a  cat  r 
Rebecca  shows  they  're  out  in  thati 
For  she,  though  over-run  with  care^ 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  friir. 

As,  if  the  gout  should  seize  the  he^ 
Doctors  pronounce  the  patient  dead^ 
But,  if  they  can,'by  all  their  arts. 
Eject  it  to  th'  extremest  parts. 
They  give  the  ack  man  joy,  and  praSe 
The  guut,  that  will  prolong  his  days; 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet, 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  fbet: 
For,  though  philomphers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain. 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca  's  led. 
Her  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  head» 
By  artntrary  power  convey  her  ; 
She  ne'er  coUsideis  why,  or  #n«r^ : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander. 
Her  head  is  but  a  mete  by^^tiinder  j 
And  all  her  bustling  but  8«iEp{rtles 
The  part  of  wholsome  exercise. 
Thus  nature  hath  resoWdto-pAylitor 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  she  live,  and  help  her  fnendi 
Whene'er  it  suits  her  private  ends  i 
Domestic  business  never  mind 
Till  coffee  has  her  stomach  lin'd; 
But,  when  her  breakfsst  f^es  her  xiam^is^ 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken^porrid^  f 
I  mean  when  Tiger  '  has  been  serv'd. 
Or  else  poor  Stella  may  be  starv'd. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  v^enhij^p^ 
With  Tiger  slabbering  in  her  lap  ; 
But  always  take  a  special  care 
She  does  not  overset  the  chair ! 
Still  be  she  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  speech  but  Tiger's  barking ! 

And  when  she  's  in  another  Scene, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  first  the' dean. 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  ^et  her 
Companions  that  may  please  her  better ! 
Whole  afternoons  will  sit  beside  her. 
Nor  for  neglects  or  blunders  chide  her, 
A  goodly  set  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  gossips  prating  round ; 
Fresh  from  a  wedding  or  a^  christening. 
To  teach  her  ears  4he  artof  listeniag. 
And  please  her  more  to  hear 'them  tattle^ 
Than  the  dean  storm,  or  Stella  rattle* 

^  Mfi,  Dingley's  fiivourit^  lap-dof . 
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Late  be  |ier  de^tb,  0116  gentle  iKy!, 
When  Hertttes,  waiting  with  his  ixmJ, 
Shall  to  Elysian  fields  bvite  her ! 
Where  there  shi^i  be  no  cares  to  fright  her  I 


ON  TBI 

COLLAR  OF  TIGER, 

ms.  DjHCt^EV'H   LAP-DOG. 

ffLAY  Steal  me  liqt  {  1  'm  Mrs,  Dmglcy's, 
Whose  heart  id  this  four-footed  thii^  liea, 


EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS, 

MOST  OF.  TBEM  WtlTrEH    TO    1726, 
I.  OI^  A   WIKDOW  AT  AN   IMN. 

Wb  Hy  from  luxury  i^nd  wealth. 
To  hardships,  in  pursuit  of  health ; 
Vmm  generous  wines  and  costly  fore, 
And  dosing  in  an  ca^y  chair ; 
Pursue  the  goddess  Health  in  vain« 
To  find  her  in  a  country  scene, 
And  every  where  her  footsteps  trace. 
And  see  her  marks  in  ex'^ery  foce ; 
And  still  her  fovourites  «e  meet. 
Crowding  the  roads  with  naked  feet 
But,  oh  I  so  fointly  we  pursue, 
We  ne'er  can  hftve  he^  ip  A^J  view* 


SWirirS  VOEMB, 


IL    AT  AN  INN  IN  £NGLAVI>, 

Tbe  glass,  by  lovers  nonsense  blurr'd. 

Dims  and  obscures  our  sight : 
80  when  our  passions  love  hath  stirrVU 

It  darkens  reason's  1'  *  ^ 


HI.    ANOTHER. 

Thb  church  and  clergy  here,  no  doubt| 

Are  very  near  a-kin ; 
Bolh  weather-beaten  are  without. 

And  eippty  both  within. 


IV,    AT  CHESTER,, 


Mt  landlord  is  civil. 
But  dear  as  the  d— 1 : 
Vour  pockets  grow  empty» 
With  nothing  to  tempt  ye^ 
The  wine  is  so  sour^ 
nvill  give  you  a  scour  ; 
The  beer  and  the  ale. 
Are  mingled  with  stale  i 
The  veal  Is  such  carrion, 
A  dog  woukl  be  weary  oilt 
All  this  I  have  felt. 
For  I  live  on  a  smelt. 


V.  ANOTHER,  IN  CHBS^I^S^ 

Thb  walls  of  this  town 
ArefoUofrenov^D, 


And  strangers  delight  to  walk  round  *em  4 

But  as  for  the  dwellers. 

Both  buyers  and  sellers. 
For  me  you  may  haug  *em,  or  drown  'em. 


VL    ANOTHER,  AT  HOLYHEAD  «. 

O  Neptune  '  Neptune!  most  I  still 

Be  hei^  d^In'd  against  itiy  will  ? 

Is  this  your  justice,  when  1  *m  come 

Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home  f 

O'er  mountains  steep,  o'er  dqsty  plains, 

Half  cbokM  with  dust,  half  drawn'd  with  rains | 

Only  your  ^qdship  to  implore. 

To  let  me  kiss  your  other  shore  > 

A  boon  so  sm^ll  f  but  I  may  weep, 

While  yon  're,  like  Paal,  M  asleepw 


VII.    ANOTHER  wmttreK  omx  a  winnow  wnM 

THtfBB  WAS  MO  WamMG  |£rfMlB. 

Thanks  to  my  stars,  I  once  can  see 
A  window  here  from  scribbling  fi^ : 
Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pass. 
To  scratch  their  paltry  drabs  on  glass  ; 
Nor  party-fool  is  calling  names. 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  Jamea* 


VIII.    q»  sEEtNG  vsasBs  waiTTEic  oroa  viitdovi 

AT  IMIIS« 

The  sage  who  said  he  rhould  be  paon^ 

Of  windows  in  his  breast. 
Because  he  ne^er  a  thought  allow*d 

That  might  not  be  confest  j 
His  window  scvawl'd  by  every  rake^ 

His  breast  again  would  cover  | 
And  fairly  bid  tbe  devil  take 

The  diamopd  and  the  lover, 


IX.    ANOraER. 

Bv  SatAn  taught,  all  conjurers  knost 
Your  mistress  in  a  glass  to  show. 

And  you  can  do  as  much  : 
In  this  the  devil  and  you  agree : 
None  e'er  made  verses  worse  than  he^ 

And  thine  I  «« ear  are  such. 


X    ANOTHER^ 

That  love  is  the  devil,  1  Ml  prove  when  ieqnir*d$ 
Those  rhymers  abundantly  show  it : « 

They  swear  that  they  all  by  kyve  are  inapii'd. 
And  the  devil 's  a  damnable  poet. 


TO  JANUS,  ON  NEW^YEARS^DAT. 
Two-foc*d  Janns,  god  of  tmie  1 
Be  my  Phoebus  while  I  rhyme ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Swift, 
Bring  our  dame  a  new^yearVgift : 

*  These  verses  are  signed  J — ^K— ,  but  wiitta^ll 
^  iy.pratnmed^  in  Dr.  Swift's  hand. 
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lb*  bu  got  Im^  half  ft  iWse : 
Janus,  since  twn}  hast  a  brace. 
To  my  lady  once  be  kind ; 
Gife  ber  half  thy  laoe  behind. 

God  of  time,  if  you  be  wise. 
Look  not  With  your  future  eyes  j; 
What  imports  thy  forward  sjght  I 
Weil,  if  jTOU  could  lose  it  quite. 
Cn  you  take  delight  in  viewing 
This  po&r  isle's  ^  appruachtog  ruii^, 
XVben  thy  reCrsapectioo  vast 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  past  ? 
Happy  nation,  weryi  we  blii«di 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind  I 

"  Drown  your  morals,'*  madam  cries, 
"  I  '11  have  none  but  forward  eyes  -, 
Pnides  decay'd  about  may  tack. 
Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back. 
Give  me  time  when  coming  on  : 
Who  regards  him  when  be  *s  gone  ? 
By  the  dean  though  gravely  told, 
New  years  help  to  make  me  old; 
Yet  1  find  a  new  year's  lace 
Burnishes  an  old  year's  face : 
Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille. 
I  '11  have  yptitk  and  beauty  stilL" 


J  PASTORAt  lirAlOOVB, 
WtrrrBH  Arraa  tbb  hiws  of  the  kino's  dbath  '. 

RicflMOND-LODCi  IS  a  housc  with  a  small  park  be- 
kmging  to  the  crown.  It  was  usually  granted 
fay  the  crown  for  a  lease  oif  years.  The  duke  of 
Ormond  was  the  last  who  had  it.  After  bin  exile, 
it  waa  given  to  the  prince  of  Wales  by  the  king. 
The  prince  and  princess  usually  passed  their 
sumnier' there.    It  is  within  a  mile  <^  Richmond. 

llAtBLB-HiLL  !«  a  housc  built  by  Mrs.  Howard, 
then  of  the  bedr^bamber,  now  countess  of  Suffolk, 
and  groom  of  the  stole  to  the  qUeen,  It  is  on 
the  Mkldl^eex  skle,  near  IVickenham,  nhere  Mr. 
Pope  lived,  and  Uwut  two  miles  frani  RiChrnQod- 
lodge.  Mr.  Pope  was  the  contriver  of  the  gar- 
dens, lord  Herbert  the  architect,  the  dean  of 
St  Patrick's  chief  butler  and  keeper  of  the  ice- 
liouse.  Upqn  kiqg  George's  death,  these  two 
houses  met,  and  had  the  following  dialo^e* 

Iir  SfHte  of  Pope,  in  spite  of  Oay^ 
And  all  that  he  or  they  can  say, 
8iDg  on  I  must,  and  sing  I  will 
Of  Rkhmoiid.lodge  and  Marble-hill. 

Last  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  use, 
lliis  couple  inet  tq  talk  of  news  : 
For  by  old  woveriis  it  appears, 
Tbat  wall^  b^ve  tomgues,  l^)d  bedges  t9fi^ 

MAtBLB-RlLL. 

Quoth  llaib]e-hiU,  right  well  I  ween^ 
Yow  mistreas  iiQ#  tp.  growi^  a  <^uee^ ; 

>  Maud. 

*  George  L  who  died  after  a  short  Bickness  by 
eating  a  mekxiy  at  Onaboiip,  in  bis  way  to  Han- 
over, June  11,  1737.— The  poem  was  carried  to 
pcMut,  ao^  |eed  ta  Ung  George  JL  and  queen  Ca- 


.1 


You  'll  find  it  soon  by  woeful  proof; 
She  '11  come  no  moiie  be^ie^t^  your  roo(^ 

aiCHBlOND-LODOB. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces. 
That  we  should  put  no  trust  in  pnnces ; 
My  royal  mai»ter  prouii^'d  me 
To  raise  me  to  a  high  degree ; 
But  he  's  now  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
I  fear  I  shall  be  soon  forgot 
You  see,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends. 
How  quickly  they  neglect  their  friends  ; 
Yet  1  may  say,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true  I 

MABBLB-HILL. 

My  house  was  built  but  for  a  show. 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know ; 
And  now  she  will  not  ln^ve  a  shilling. 
To  raiiie  the  stairs,  or  bi)iM  the  cieling( 
For  all  the  courtly  ni^danls  round 
Now  pay  four  shillings  in  the  poUud : 
'Tis  come  to  what  1  always  thought: 
My  dame  is  hardly  wortli  a  groat 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  bom. 
We  should  not  thus  have  lain  foriom  t 
For  those  we  dextrous  courtiers  call^ 
Cten  rise  upon  their  masters' /otf;^ 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwige. 
Must/a^  because  our  masters  tisiy 

aiCBMOI^D-ftODOe. 

My  master,  scarce  ^  (irtnight  since,^ 
Was  grown  as  Wbaltby  tifi  il  prince; 
But  now  it  will  be  np  sudh  thing. 
For  he  'II  be  poor  fts  any  king  ; 
And  by  his.  crown  will  nothing  get, 
But  like  a  king  U>  run  in  debt 

KAtBLB-HILt. 

No  more  the  dean,  that  grave  divine^ 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no— wine; 
My  ice-house  rob,  as  heretofore. 
And  steal  my  artichokes  no  morei 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  more  be  seen 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  so  green : 
Plump  Johnny  Qsif  will  now  elope ; 
And  here  no  i|iore  will  dangle  Pop& 

aiCHMOMD-LODOB. 

Here  went  the  dean,  when  he 's  toseel^ 
To  qnu^  a  breakfast  once  a  week  ^ 
To  cry  the  bread  was  stale^  and  mutter 
Complaints  agaipst  tbe  royal  butter. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  said. 
No  butter  sticks  upon  his  brnd^ 
We  soon  shall  find  him  full  of  spleen. 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  qneen ; 
Stunning  her  it>yal  ears  with  talking  ; 
His  reverence  and  her  kighneit  walking  $ 
Whilst  lady  ChaHotte  3,  like  a  stroller. 
Sits  moonted  on  the  garden-roller. 
A  goodly  sight  to  see  her  ride 
With  ancient  Mirmont  *  at  her  side. 
In  velvet  cap  his  head  lies  warm  ; 
Hifl  hat  for  ihaw  beneath  his  ann. 

s  Lady  Chailotte  de  Roussy,  a  Flreneh  bdy. 
4  Ifai^nifi  de  MirmoDt,  a  Fifepch  man  of  quali^« 
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swifts  POBHS. 


MAlttU-HILU 


Some  Sootli-fiea  broker  from  the  city 
'Will  purchase  me,  the  more 's  the  pity; 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  waste^ 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  taste : 
Changed  for  the  worse  m  eveiy  part. 
My  master  Pope  will  break  his  heatt. 

aiCHMOMD-lODOS. 

In  my  own  Thames  may  I  be  drxMoM, 
If  e^er  I  stoop  beneath  a  crown'd-head : 
Except  her  miyesty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  prince  of  Wales  ; 
And  then  shall  I  be  fieee  from  fears. 
For  he '11  be  prince  these  fifty  years.  - 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too, 
And  serve  the  times,  as  others  da 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  contriver,  Pope : 
None  loves  his  kmg  and  country  better. 
Yet  none  was  ever  less  their  debtor. 

lBAlBU*«tLL. 

Then  let  him  come  and  take  a  ittp 
In  summer  on  my  verdant  lap ; 
Prefer  our  villas,  were  the  Thanes  is. 
To  Kensington,  or  hot  St  James's : 
Kor  shall  I  dull  in  silence  sit; 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  bird^ 
Have  taught  him  hb  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wildernesses. 
Assist  all  poets  in  distresses. 
Him  twice  a  week  I  here  expect. 
To  rattle  Moody  ^  for  neglect; 
An  idle  rogue,  who  spends  bis  quartrld|;e 
In  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  partridge  ; 
And  I  can  hardly  get  him  dovii 
Three  times  a  week  to  brush  my  gown. 

miCHMOKD-LODGE. 

I  pity  3roQ,  dearMaible>hill ; 
But  hope  to  see  you  flourish  «tUL 
AH  happiness— «ad  so  adieu. 

MAKBLB-HILL. 

Kind  RiehmoDiklodge,  the  same  to  you. 


Ol^IRE  AKD  POSSESSION. 

1727/ 

*Ti8  strange,  what  different  thoughts  inspire 
In  men.  Possession  «nd  Desire ! 
Think  what  they  wish  so  great  a  bleanng  ; 
So  disappointed  wh%n  possessing  1 

A  moralist  profoundly  sage 
(1  know  not  in  what  book  or  page. 
Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 
Related  thus  the  following  tale. 

Possession,  and  Desire  his  brother. 
But  still  at  variance  with  each  othi^. 
Were  seen  contending  in  a  race ; 
And  kept  at  first  an  equal  pace : 
^is  said  their  course  continued  long ; 
For  tkinm»«olive,  that  was  strong : 


t'the  gardeqer. 


i\ 


Till  Envy,  Slander,  Slotti,  and  9mA^ 
Misled  them  many  a  league  about 
Seduc'd  by  some  deceiving  light. 
They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  fight ; 
Through  slippery  by-roads  daik  and  de^ 
Ihey  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Desire,  the  swifter  of  the  ti»o, 
Along  the  plain  like  lightnrag  #ew  ; 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  hi^-way. 
Where  power  and  titles  scatter'd  lay. 
He  strove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excursions  lost  his  pound : 
No  sooner  got,  than  with  disdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again; 
And  hasted  forward  to  pursue 
Fresh  dgects  foirer  to  his  view. 
In  hope  to  spring  some  nobler  game; 
But  all  he  took  was  just  the  same : 
Too  scornful  now  to  stop  his  pace. 
He  spum'd  them  in  his  rival's  face. 

Possession  kept  the  beaten  road. 
And  gather*d  all  his  brother  strow*d  ; 
But  overcharg'd,  and  out  of  wind 
Though  strong  in  limbs,  be  lagged  bebidd. 

Desire  had  now  the  goal  in  sight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monstrous  height. 
Where  on  the  summit  Fortune  stands, 
A  crown  and  sceptre  in  her  hands ; 
Beneath,  a  chasm  as  deep  as  Hell, 
Where  many  a  bold  adventurer  folL 
Desire  hk  npture  gaa'd  awfaile. 
And  saw  the  treacherous  goddess  smile  ; 
But,  as  he  climbM  to  grasp  the  crown. 
She  knoek'd  bhn  with  the  sceptre  down. 
He  tumbled  in  the  guiph  profound, 
There  doom'd  to  whiri  an  endless  round. 

Possession's  load  was  grown  so  great. 
He  sunk  beneath  the  cumberous  weight: 
And,  as  he  now  expiring  lay, 
Ffcwks  every  omiiiotts  bird  of  pray  ; 
The  raven,  vuteaie,  awl,  and  kite. 
At  once  upon  his  carcase  light. 
And  atrip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  boaasL 
Regardless  <if  hia  dyvg^groaBs. 


ON  &BmUKE.    n«T. 

Yb  wise,  instruct  me  to  endure 

An  evil  which  adasits  no  cure  ; 

Or  how  this  evil  can  be  borne. 

Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  scon. 

Bare  innocence  is  no  support. 

When  you  are  try'd  in  Scandal's  court. 

Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit : 

All  others  who  inferior  sit, 

Conceivethemselves  in  consdeoee  booAd 

To  join,  and  drag  you  ta  th«  ground* 

Your  altitude  offends  the  eyes 

Of  those  who  want  the  power  to  rise. 

The  worM,  a  "willing  stande(«4)y. 

Inclines  to  aid  a  specious  lye ; 

Aias !  they  would  not  do  you  wroQg ; 

But  all  appearances  are  strong  I 

Vet  whence  proceeds  tbl^  weight  we.  fay 
On  what  detracting  people  say  ? 
For  let  matakind^disdiarge  their  tMiguei 
In  vemni,  till  they  bnist  their  hmfH 
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Their  ntnuMt  BudiM  onmor  BMkfi 
Your  heaa,  or  tookh»  or  finger  aks ; 
Nor  ipoU  your  sbape»  distoit  your  face,. 
Or  pot  one  feature  ooiol  plaoe ; 
Nor  will  you  find  yoar  feitune  sink 
By  what  they  speak  or  what  they  tbiiik  ; 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thousand  lyes 
liske  yoo  less  virtnous,  leamM,  or  wise. 

The  most  effectual  way  to  baulk 
llieir  maUce^  ii-*>to  let  tiiem  talk. 


THE  FURNITURE 
OF  A  WOMAN'8  MINDt     IW?, 

A  iiT  of  phrases  learnt  by  rote;. 

A  passion  for  a  scarlet<K»at; 

When  at  a  play,  to  laugh,  or  cry. 

Yet  cannot  tell  the  reason  why ; 

Ncrer  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute,     , 

While  all  she  prates  has  nothing  in  it  $ 

Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  sit. 

And  take  his  nonsense  all  for  wit; 

Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  song, 

But  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong; 

Hath  every  repartee  in  store 

She  spoke  ten  thousand  times  before^ 

Csn  ready  compliments  supply 

On  all  occasions,  cot  and  dry  ; 

Such  hatred  to  a  parson's  gown. 

The  sight  will  put  her  in  a  swoon; 

For  conversation  well  endued. 

She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude ; 

And,  placing  raillery  in  railing. 

Will  tell  aloud  your  greatest  failing; 

Nor  make  a  scruple  to  expose 

Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nose  ; 

Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o*er 

The  scandal  of  the  day  before; 

Improving  hourly  in  her  skill 

To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille. 

In  choosing  lace,  a  critic  nice, 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  lowest  price  ; 

Can  in  her  female  clubs  dispate, 
What  linen  best  the  silk  will  suit, 
What  colours  eacft  corap?«rion  match. 
And  wlKre  witb  art  to  place  a  patch. 

If  chanoe  a  taouse  creeps  iu  he^sight. 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright ; 
So  sweetly  screams,  if  it  comes  near  her. 
She  ravishes  afl  hearts  tc>  bear  her. 
On  dextroosly  her  hosbiMid  tesuie, 
By  taking  fits  whenever  she  please ; 
By  frequent  jiractice  learns  the  trick 
>    At  prayer  seasons  to  be  cick ; 

Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  so  pretty. 

At  oDoe  creating  love  and  pity. 

If  Molly  happens  to  be  oardess. 

And  but  n^lecU  to  warm  her  taair-lae^ 

She  gets  a  cold  as  sure  as  death. 

And  vows  she  soaroe  era  feich  bar  Itnilli^ 

.  Admires  how  modest  women  can 
Be  so  robutt'tomt  liba  a  man. 

hi  pprty,  Hsfieus  to  her  pcMPef^) 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  sour  ; 
■er  avgaOMttCa  difect^  iMd 
«|tuoal«l6  HieAtf  ^iMMdcifMA; 


Will  prove  herself  arTovy  plaia^ 
From  principles  the  Whigs  maintaia;, 
And,  to  defend  the  Whis^tsh  cause,, 
Her  topics  from  the  Tories  draws* 

Oyes!  if  any  man  can  find 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind. 
Let  them  be  sent  to  Mrs.  Harding  >; 
She  '11  pay  the  charges  to  a  ferthing; 
Take  notice,  she  has  my  commissioD 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition ; 
They  may  outsell  a  better  thing : 
So,  halloo^  boys;  Qod  save  the  king  f 


CLEVER  TOM  CLDfCH 

OOINO  TO  BB  HAMCBOt  1797. 

As  clever  Tom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  bawling. 
Rode  stately  through  Holboum  to  die  in  his  calUng, 
He  stopt  at  The  George  for  a  bottle  of  sack. 
And  promis'd  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waistcoat,  and  stockings,  and  breeches,  wem 
His  cap  had  a  neir  cherry  ribband  to  tye  'tfwhite  % 
The  maids  to  the  doors  ami  the  baleonies  ran. 
And  said,  >"  IjM:k-a-day  I    ha  *8  a  proper  yoaag 

man!" 
But,  as  from  the  wfaidows  the  ladies  he  spyM 
like  a  beau  in  the  box,  he  bow'd  low  on  eachsade  | 
And,  when  his  last  speech  the  loud  hawkers  did  cry^ 
He  swore  from  his  cart,  "  It  was  all  a  damn'd  lya  t*^ 
The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  on  his  knee  ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  in  the  guts  for  his  fee : 
Then  said,  "  I  must  speak  to  the  people  a  little; 
But  I  m  see  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  whiUk  «• 
My  honest  friend  Wild  ^  may  he  long  hold  bis  placa^ 
He  lengthened  my  life  with  a  whole  year  of  graoOb 
Take  courage,  diar  comrades,  and  be  not  afraid^ 
Nor  slip  this  occasion  to  follow  your  trade ; 
My  conscience  is  clear,  and  my  spirits  are  oahtt^ 
.•Vnd  thus  I  go  off  without  prayer-book  or  psalna; 
'Ilien  folIow*^tbe  practice  of  clever  Tom  Cliocb, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  woold  flinoh.*' 


DR.  SJriFT  TO  MR.  POPE, 

WHILB    RB  WAS  WBITIVO  TMt  BOHCian. 

Pope  has  the  talent  well  to  speak. 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear ; 
His  loudest  voice  is  low  and  week. 

The  dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 
Awhile  they  on  each  other  look. 

Then  different  studies  chuse ; 
llie  dean  sits  plodding  on  a  book ; 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  Muse. 
Now  backs  of  letters  \  though  designed 

For  those  who  more  will  need  'em. 
Are  fiU'd  with  hints,  and  interlin'd. 

Himself  can  hardly  read  'am.* 

>  Widow  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapier's  !»]»• 
ter.    2V.       • 

s  A  cant  word  fbr  ooofessing  al*  the  gaUoWL 

3  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under^caepcr  of  N«ir. 
gate,  who  was  hangad  for  receiviag  stolen  goods.   . 

«  An  allusk>n  t«  the  sJnflaiaaity  mentianaA  p. 
453.    N. 
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Each  atom  by  some  other  strncl 

AH  tun»  aod  motions  tries : 
Til),  in  a  lump  together  stuck 

Behold  a  poem  rise ! 
Yet  to  the  dean  bis  ^haie  allot ; 

He  claims  it  )3y  a  canon ; 
Thai  witkaui  which  a  thing  is  noif 

Is,  cauta  sine  qua  non. 
Thus,  Pope,  in  vain  you  boast  your  wit  | 

For,  had  our  deaf  divine 
Been  for  your  conversation  fit^ 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 
Of  Sherlock  *  thus,  for  preaching  &m'd. 

The  sexton  reason'd  well ; 
And  justly  half  the  uierit  claiin'd^ 

B^use  be  rang  the  beU% 


A  LOVE  POEM 

niOM   A   PHYSICIAN   TO   HIS    MI8TKR8S. 

warrTBK  at  lonoon  in  the  tear  1727. 

By  poets  we  are  well  assured 

That  love,  alas !  can  ne'er  be  cur^d: 

A  complicated  heap  of  ills, 

Despisfaig  holmes  and  pills* 

Ah !  Chloe,  this  I  find  is  true^ 

Since  first  I  gave  my  heart  to  yom 

Now,  1^  your  cruelty  hard-bound, 

I  strain  my  g»te,  my  colon  wound. 

Now  jealousy  my  grumbling  trpes 

Aflsaiilts  with  grating,  grinding  gripeii 

Whta  pity  in  thoee  eyes  I  view, 

My  hoiasels  wambling  make  me  j^ir. 

When  I  an  amorous  kiss  designed, 

I  belched  a  hurricane  of  trt'iuf. 

Once  you  a  gentle  sigh  let  (all ; 

Remember  bow  I  suel^d  it  all : 

What  colic  pangs  from  thence  I  felt« 

Had  yoo  but  known*  your  heart  would  melt» 

tike  rufiUng  winds  in  caverns  pent, 

Till  nature  pointed  out  a  vent 

How  have  joa  torn  my  heart  to  pieces 

With  maggots,  humours,  and  caprices  1 

By  which  I  got  the  hemorrhoids ; 

And  loathsome  worms  my  anus  voidji. 

Whene'er  I  hear  a  rival  nam'd, 

I  feel  my  body  all  inflam'd ; 

Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  bianeSf 

With  yellow  Jtlik  my  linen  stains ; 

Or,  parch'd  with  miextinguish'd  ihirsi, 

toall-beer  I  guzzle  tilt  I  burst : " 

And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  cvrpus, 

Sweird  with  a  <lrapiy,  like  a  porpoise  \ 

When,  if  I  cannot  purge  or  stale, 

I  m«at  be  tapp'd  to  fill  a  /Kit/. 


JD£WJV  SIVIBT 
AT  SIR  ARTHUR  ACHESON*S« 

IN  THI  NOaTH  OP  nSLAND. 

Tm  dem  would  Visit  Market-bUI  j 

Oar  iavitation  was  but  slight : 
I  said-^<  Why  let  him,  if  he  will  |" 

Aad  io  1  bade  ar  Arthur  write* 

•  Tl«  tan  of  at.  PauPs,  father  to  th.Q  bi^op. 


SWtFTS  P0£M8i 


His  manners  would  not  let  bhn  watt, 

Lest  we  should  think  ourselves  nc^ectejl  \ 
And  80  we  saw  him  at  our  gate 

Three  days  before  he  was  expected* 
After  a  week,  a  mont)),  a  quarter. 

And  day  succeeding  After  day. 
Says  not  a  word  bf  ht$  denartbre. 

Though  not  a  soul  wotild  have  him  stayj 
I  >ve  said  enough  to  inake  him  blush, 

Methinks,  or  else  the  devil  *s  ib  \\ 
But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  tm^. 

Nor  for  my  life  will  take  the  lunt; 
But  yon,  my  dear,  may  let  him  know» 

In  civil  language,  if  .he  stays. 
How  deep  and  fbttl  the  roads  may  grow^ 

And  thtt  he  may  command  the  chaise. 
Or  yoo  may  say—"  My  wife  intends. 

Though  I  should  be  exceeding  proud. 
This  winter  to  invite  some  friends ; 

And,  nr,  I  know,  you  hato  a  crowds** 
Or.  "  Mr.  dean-^I  shoukl' with  Joy 

Y^%  you  wtuld  liere  ctintiflue  stili ; 
But  we  must  gO  to  Aghnacloy  », 

Or  Mr.  Moore  wtlftake  it  ill." 
The  house  accounts  are  daily  rising  ; 

So  much  his  stay  doth  swell  the  bills  ; 
My  dearest  life,  it  is  surprising 

How  much  he  eats,  how  much  he  swillsi 
His  brace  of  puppies  how  they  stuff! 

And  they  must  have  three  meals  a  day| 
Yrt  never  think  they  get  enough ; 

His  horses  too  eat  all  our  hay. 
Oh  I  if  I  could,  how  I  would  maul 

His  tallow-face,  and  wainscot-pawi. 
His  beetle-brows,  and  eyes  of  wall. 

And  make  him  soon  give  up  the  cause  \ 
Must  I  be  every  moment  chid 

With  Skinny  bonia,  Snipe,  and  Lean  *  \ 
Ob  !  that  I  could  but  once  be  rid 

Of  this  insulting  tyrant  dean  I 


Oy  A  VERY  OLD  GUAS$ 

At  maAkkt-bilu 

FtAiL  glass !  thou  beai'st  that  name  as  well  as  t^ 
Though  none  can  tell,  which  of  us  first  shMU  die. 

AVSWEtfo  BtTBIlK>aB  BY  Ot.  SWlff. 

Mb  only  chance  can  kill ;  thou,  firailer  crealnra, 
May'st  die,  like  n»e,  by  chtfoce ;  but  must  by  qatarb 


ON  CUTTIIfC^  DOrVN  THE  OLD  THOKf 

At  MARKET- HILL  »i 

At  Market-hill,  ^s  well  appears^ 

By  chrooiele  of  ancient  date. 
There  stood  for  many  hundred  jtaat 

A  sp^vfiious  thorn  before  the  gate»- 

1  The  seat  of  Achesop  Mpore,  esq^ 

aHie  dean  uaod  to  call  lady Acteoo igr ttoafe 


3  A  village  near  the  seat  of  sir  Aithor  i , 

I  where  the  dean  ^pttMftiiiies  made  a  long  vBit#    Tfat 
2V.  I  tree,  whic^  a«s  a  remarkable  one,  itaa  ipA  ^^ 
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ftid)«r  eanke  every  vitlage-mai^, 

And  on  the  boughs  her  garland  hung ; 
Atad  here,  beneath  the  spreading  shade, 

Secure  from  satyrs  sate  and  sung. 
Sir  Archibald  *,  that  valoroas  knight. 

The  lord  of  all  the  fruitful  plain, 
Would  come  and  listen  with  delight ; 

For  he  was  fond  of  rural  strain. 
(Sir  Archibald,  whose  favourite  namt 

Shall  stand  for  ages  on  record, 
By  Scottish  bards  of  highest  finmc^ 

Wise  Hawthomden  and  Stirling's  lord  \ 
Bat  Time  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween,  ' 

Has  oanker'd  all  its  branches  round ; 
Jfb  fruit  or  Wossom  to  be  seen. 

Its  bead  reclining  towards  the  ground* 
Tbit  aged,  sickly,  .«apless  thorn, 

Which  must,  alas  !  no  longer  MAnd« 
Behold  the  cruel  deld  in  scoril 

CutB  down  with  sacrilegious  hand. 
Dame  Nature,  when  ahe  saw  the  bloiv, 

Astonish*d,  gave  a  dreadful  shriek  : 
And  mother  Tellns  trembled  so. 

She  scarce  recovered  in  a  week. 
The  ?y1ran  powers,  with  fear  perple^M, 

In  prudence  and  compassion,  sent 
(For  none  could  t«ll  whose  turn  was  neat) 

Sad  omens  of  the  dire  event 
n^c  magpie,  lighting  on  the  stock, 

Stood  chattering  with  incessant  did  ( 
And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock. 

To  rouse  and  warn  the  nyinph  within. 
The  owl  foresaw,  in  pdnsive  mood, 

The  ruin  of  her  ancient  seat ; 
iDd  fled  in  baste,  with  all  her  brood. 

To  seek  a  more  secure  retreat 
Last  trolled  forth  the  gentle  swine. 

To  pane  her  itch  against  the  stump* 
And  dismally  was  heard  to  whme. 

All  as  she  scrubbM  her  measly  rumpb 
The  oymph  who  dwells  in  every  tree, 

(If  all  be  true  that  poets  chant) 
CondemnM  by  fote's  supreme  deeree* 

Must  die  with  her  e^iring  plant. 
Thus,  wlien  the  gentle  Spina  found 

The  thorn  committed  to  her  care 
R«c«iv'd  its  last  and  deadly  wound. 

She  fled,  and  vanished  into  air. 
But  fmm  the  root  a  dismal  groan 

Fhst  isBoiog  strack  the  murderer's  ears ;. 
And,  in  a  shrill  revengful  tone. 

This  prophecy  he  trembling  hears : 

mired  by  the  koight  Yet  the  dean,  In  ono  of  ht$ 
onaccountable  humours,  gave  directions  for  tuning 
it  down  in  the  absence  of  sir  Arthur,  who  was  of 
ttmrse  highly  iocensed,  nor  would  see  Swift  for 
wme  time  after.  By  way  of  making  his  peace,  the 
^an  wrote  this  poemj  which  hnd  the  desir«] 
efEBCt    iV. 

*  Sir  Aichibeld  Achefcvu  secretary  of  state  ibr 
Icutland. 

t  Onimmoiid  of  Hanvthomden,  and  sir  Willitm 
Alexander  eurl  of  Stirling,  who  were  both  friends 
t»  «r  AnUbMt  etod  foiaoua  for  t^cir  poetry. 


"  Thou  chief  contriver  of  my  lalt. 

Relentless  dean,  to  mischief  bom  ; 
My  kindred  oft  thine  hide  shall  gall. 

Thy  gown  and  cassoc  oit  be  torn. 
'<  And  thy  confederate  dame,  who  braga 

I1)at  she  condemnM  me  to  the  fire. 
Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  r&gs. 

And  wound  hetr  legs  with  every  brier, 
'*  Nor  thou,  lord  Arthur  ^,  shalt  escape; 

To  thee  I  often  cali'd  in  vain. 
Against  that  assassin  in  crape : 

Yet  thou  could*st  tamely  see  me  slain  t 
'*  Nor,  when  (  felt  the  dreadful  blow. 

Or  chid  the  dean,  or  pinched  thy  spousd; 
Since  you  could  see  me  treated  so 

(An  old  retainer  to  your  house) : 
*'  May  that  fell  dean,  by  whose  command 

Was  furm'd  this  Machiavilian  plut. 
Not  leave  a  thistle  on  thy  land ; 

Then  who  will  own  thee  for  a  Scot  ^ 
"  Pigs  and  fanatics,  oows  and  teagues, 

Through  all  thy  empire  I  foresee. 
To  tear  thy  hedges,  join  in  leagues, 

Sworn  to  revenge  my  thorn  and  me. 
"  And  thou,  the  wretclf  ord»in*4  by  fote, 

Neal  Gahagan,  Hibetlaian  clown. 
With  hatchet  blunter  thap  thy  pate. 

To  back  my  hallow'd  timber  down  ^ 
"  When  thou,  suspended  high  in  air, 

Dy'st  on  a  more  ignoble  tree 
(For  thon  shalt  steal  thy  landlord's  mare). 

Then,  bloody  raitif  1  think  on  me." 


CANTATA  U 

In  harmony  would  you  excel. 
Suit  your  words  to  your  music  well; 
For  Pegasus  runs  every  race 
By  galloping  high,  or  level  pace. 
Or  ambling,  or  sweet  Canterbury, 
Or  with  a  down,  a  high  down  derry. 
No  victory  he  ever  got 
By  joggling,  joggling,  joggling  trot;. 
No  rouse  harmonious  entertains 
RuQgh,  roistering,  rustic,  roaring  strains. 
Nor  shall  you  twine  the  crackling  bays 
By  sneaking,  sniveling  roundelays. 

Now  slowly  move  your  fkldle-stick  ; 
Now,  tai^tao,  tantantivi,  quick; 

^  Sir  Arthur  Acheson. 

>  This  cantata  is  printed  with  the  music  h  att 
the  London  editions  of  Swift.  I)r.  Beattie,  after 
censuring  the  practise  of  what  he  calls  « illicit 
imitation,*'  obeervesb  that  <*  tbis  abuse  of  a  noble 
art  did  not  escafw  the  satire  of  Swift ;  who  tbough 
deaf  to  the  charms  of  music,  was  not  blind  to  the 
absurdity  of  musiciaos.  He  reconunended  it  to 
Or.  Echlio,  an  ing^eoioiis  gentleman  of  Ireland,  to 
compose  a  cantata  hi  ridicule  of  this  puerile 
mimicry.  Here  we  have  moHont  imitated,  which 
aiw  the  most  inharmofUons,  «nd  wundt  the  moft 
uinmusicaL— In  a  word,  Swift*s  cantata  may  con- 
vmee  any  persoo,  that  music,  if  only  imitatiTe, 
wpold  be  ridionloui*"    V* 
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Houp  trwwhlin^i 

Set  hopingrhearts  of  lovan  aching, 
Fly,  fly,  above  the  sky; 
Rambliog,  gambling^  tioUopiqg,  loUiVui^  g9^<Wg. 
Now  Bwsepf  sweep  tbe  deep. 
See  Cetia,  Getia  dies. 
While  true  loven'  eyes 
WeepiD^  de^,  rieepuig  weep. 
Weeping  sleep,  bo  peep,  bo  peep. ' 


EPiTAPH 

AT  BStKEL^r,   GLOUCBSTSKSHIKK. 

Hiai  lias  the  earl  of  Saflblk*8  fool. 
Men  calPd  him  Dicky  Pearoe ; 

Bis  folly  sferr*d  to  make  folks  lai^. 
When  wit  aqd  mirth  where  scarce. 

Poor  Dick,  alast  is  dead  and  gone. 

What  signifies  to  cry  } 
Dickys  enongh  are  still  behind^ 

To  laugh  at  by  and  by. 

Buried  June  18,  17S8,  aged  63. 


MYLADrS« 

LAMENTATION  AND  COMPLAINT 

AOAINOT  THE  DEAN.  - 

JULY  S8,  17^28. 


Tbe  wmg  of  a  ehkk  i'H  sl|p(jr.x9p  <|«LWq;: 

I  hardly  can.pick  j  Read  she  bouTS  a  day.' 

But  trathwithottt  measore  The  wits  will  frequent  jt, 
I  swallow  with  pleasure.    Andthinkyoubuttwenty.* 
Next  for  his  diversion.      Thus  was  I  drawn  in ; 
He  rails  at  my  person :     Foigive  me  my  sin. 
What  Court-breeding  this  At  breakfast  he  'M  ask 


Suti  never  did  man  see 
A  wretch  like  poor  Nancy, 
So  teas'd  day  and  night 
By  a  dean  and  a  knight 
To  punish  my  sins. 
Sir  Arthur  bq^ns, 
And  gives  me  a  ?ripe 
With  Skinny  and  Snipe  <  : 
His  malice  is  plain. 
Hallooing  the  dean. 
The  dean  never  stops 
When  he  opens  his  chops; 
I  'm  quite  over-run 
With  rebus  and  pun. 

Before  he  came  here 
To  spunge  for  good  cheer, 
I  sate  with  delight. 
From  morning  till  night. 
With  two  bony  thumbs 
^uld  rub  my  old  gums, 
pr  scratching  my  nose. 
And  jogging  my  toes  j 

fut  at  present,  forsooth, 
must  not  rub  a  tooth, 
tl^hen  my  elbows  he  sees 
Held  up  by  my  knees, 
My  arms,  like  two  props 
SunpoTting  my  chops. 
And  just  as  I  handle  'em 
Itfoving^all  like  a  pendu- 
lum; 
'^e  trips  up  my  jj^HfOps, 
Aitf  0o^ni  my  ciundrqps^ 

1  Lady  AcheaoOi 


From  mybead  to  iftyheels; 
Like    a    clock    without 

wheels; 
I  smk  in  the  spleen. 
An  useless  machine. 

If  he  had  his  will, 
I  should  never  sit  still : 
He  comes  with  his  whims, 
I  must  move  my  limbs ; 
I  cannot  be  sweet 
Without  using  my  feet ; 
To  lengthen  my  breath. 
He  tires  me  to  death. 
By  the  worst  of  all  squires, 
Through  bogs  and  through 

briers, 
Where  a  cow  would  be 

startled,'  [led, 

Vm  in  spite  of  my  heart 
And,  say  what  I  will, 
Haul'd  up  everv  hill ; 
Tilt,  daggled  and  Utter'd, 
My  spirits  quite  shattered, 
I  return  home  at  night. 
And  fost,  out  of  spite : 
For  I  M  rather  be  dead, 
Than  it  e*er  should  be  sail, 
I  was  better  for  him 
In  stomach  or  limb. 

But  now  Xp  my  diet ; 
No  eating  in  quiet, 
He  '8  still  flndlng  fouH, 
Too  sour  or  |oo  salt:       , 

sSeep.4(KL 


An  account  of  my  taiL 
Put  a  word  oat  of  joint, 
Or  mias  but  a  point. 
He  rages  and  frets. 
His  manners  focgeti ; 


He  takes  me  to  peices : 
From  shoulder  to  flank 
I  'm  lean  and  am  lank ; 

My  nose,  long  and  thin, ^ , 

(rrows  down  to  my  chin ;  Aqd,  a«  I  am  serioas^ 
My  chin  will  not  st»y.      Is  very  imperious. 
But  meets  it  half  way ; 
My  fingers,  prolix. 
Are  ten  croocked  sticks  ; 
He  swears  my  el— «bows 
Are  two  iron  crows. 
Or  sharp-pointed  rocks. 


No  book  for  delight 
Must  come  in  my  nf/bi; 
But,  instead  of  new  p^TS» 
Dull  Bacon's  Essays, 
And  pore  every  day  on 
That  nasty  Pantheon. 


And  wear  out  my  smocks:  If  I  be  not  a  dnufge, 
To'scape  them,  sir  Arthar  Let  all  the  world  judge. 
Is  forc'd  to  lie  for(her,      'Tweie  better  be  Mind, 
Orhis  sides  theywottldgoie  Than  thus  be  ooDfin'd. 
like  the  tusk  of  a  boar.        But,  whilein  an  ill  ton^ 
I^ow,  changing thesoene,  I  murder  poor  Mikon, 
But  still  to  tbe  deap :        Tbe  dean,  yon  will  swou 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at     Is  at  study  or  prayer. 
A  lady  illiterate ;  He  's  alitibe  day  saunter- 

If  he  sees  her  but  once,        jug. 
He  '11  swear  she  *s  a  dunce;  With  iabooigers  banfteriog; 
Caxi  tell  by  her  looks        Among  his  colleagues, 
A  hater  of  books ;     [face  A  parcel  of  Teagues, 
Tlirough  each  line  of  her  (Whom  he  brings  in  a« 
1  Her  folly  can  trace ;  mong  us,         [gus). 

''  Which  spoils  every  feature  And  bribn  with  mv^m- 
Bestow'd  her  by  nature  ;  Hail  fellow,  well  met, 
'  But  sense  gives  a  grace     All  dirty  and  wet ; 
To  the  homeliest  fiice  :     Rnd  out,  if  you  can. 
With  books  hndr^floction  Wbo'smMter,w;ho'inMB; 
Will  mend  th^  compiex-  IMio  makesthe  Ugftf gurp, 
(A  civil  divine !         [ion :  The  dean  or  the  digger  ; 
I  mippoAe,  meaning  mine!)  And  which  is  the  beK 
No  lady  who  wants  them  At  cracking  a  jesL 
Can  ever  be  handsome.      How  proudly  he  taQcf 

I  gueas  well  enough      Of  zigzags  and  wa!k9 ; 
What  he  means  by  this  And  all  the  day  rave9 

stuff:  Of  cradles  and  cavea  ; 

He  haws  and  he  hums.     And  boasts  of  hk  fcnta. 
At  last  out  it  comes :  [ing,  His  grottos  and  aeats  ; 
''What!  madam!  nowalk-  Shows  all  his  gew-^gaw^ 
No  reading,  nor  talking  ?  And  gapes  for  applanse  ; 
You'renowinyonrprime,  A  fine  occnpatkm 
Make  use  of  your  time.    For  one  m  Us  slalioo ! 
Consider,  before  A  hole  where  a  rahbit 

Yuu  come  to  three  sonw,  Would  soom  to  inhafaitv 
How  the  hussies  will  fleer  Dug  out  in  an  boor; 
Wherever,  you  appear :      |Ie  cfjls  it  a  bower. 
'  That  silly  old  puss  But,  oh !  bow  we  lau^ 

Would  foin  be  like  us.      To  see  a  wild  calf 
What  a  figure  she  made  Come,  driven  fay  beat. 
In h^rtftmifib'd brocade!"  And  foul  the  greeo  seat} 

And  then  he  grows  mild:  Or  run  heHer-skdter 
"Come,  be  a  good  child:  Tohisarboor,  for  tbeltfrt 
If  you  9X9  inclined  Whcare  nil  goes  to  min 

To  polish  your  mind.        The  ^ean  hatf  befn  Aaagt 
Be  ador'd  by  the  men.     The  giHs  of  the  vilhse 
Till  threescore  apd  ten.    Corns  flocking  for  pi&s^ 
And  kill  with  the  ^1^  Pull  down  tbe  fine  hrieca 
Hie  jades  of  nxteen;        And  tbonis^  to  makie  fires; 
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But  yet  fltre  so  kmd 
To  leave  something  be- 
hind : 
No  more  need  be  ^id  on  *t 
I  smell  when  I  tread  on 't. 
Dear     friend,    doctor 
,     Jenny, 
If  I  could  but  win  ye,    . 
Or  WalmaleyorWhaley, 
To  come  hither  daily. 
Since  fnrtnne,  my  foe,' 
Will  needs  have  it  so. 
That  I  »m,  by  her  frowns, 
Condemned     to     black 

gowns  ; 
No  Hqnire  to  be  found 
Hie  neighbourhood  round 


(Tor,  under  the  roBC. 
I    would   rather   choose 

Oiose)  5  [ye, 

If  your  wives  will  permit 
Come  here,  out  of  pity. 
To  ease  a  poor  lady, 
Anl  beg  her  a' play-day. 
So  may  you  be  seen 
No  more  in  the  spleen ! 
May  Walmsley  give  wine, 
Like  a  hearty  divine  ! 
May  Whalcy  disgrace 
Dull  paniers  whey-face ! 
And    may    your    three 

spouses 
Let  you  lie    at  friends' 

houses  *. 


A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE.  1728. 

DEKMOT.      IBBELAH. 

A  irrMTH  and  swam,  Sheelah  and  Permot  hight. 
Who  wont  to  weed  the  dburt  of  »  Gosford  knight; 
While  each  with  stubbed  knife  remov'd  the  roots, 
That  rais'd  betwen  the  stones  their  daily  shoots ; 
As  at  their  work  they  sate  in  counterview, 
With  mutual  beauty  smit,  their  passion  grew. 
Sing,  heavenly  Muse,  in  sweetly-flowing  strain 
The  soft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  swain. 

Dbrmot. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  firmly  ftxt. 
Than  strongest  weeds  that  grow  these  stones  betwixt : 
My  9[nid  these  nettles  from  the  stones  can  part ; 
No  knife  so  keen  to  weed  thee  from  my  heart. 

Smbblah. 
My  love  for  gentle  Oermot  fwter  grows, 
Than  yon  tall  dock  that  rise?  to  thy  nose. 
Ciit  dovn  the  dock,  'twill  8|W)ot  again :  bttt,  oh ! 
Love  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

Dermot. 
No  more  that  brier  thy  tender  leg  shall  rake 
(I  spare  the  thictles  for  Sir  Arthnr^s  <  Bake) 
Sharp  are  th«  sto  tes ;  take  thou  this  rushy  mat ; 
The  hardest  bum  will  bruise  with  sitting  squat 

Smbslar. 
Thy  breeches,  torn  befahid.  stand  gaping  wide ; 
This  petticoat  shall  sa:vethy  dear  backVide : 
Nor  need  I  blush  ;  althoogh  you  feel  it  wet, 
Uermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  else  but  sweat. 

DSKMOT. 

At  «n  old  stubborn  root  I  chanc'd  to  tug. 
When  the  dean  threw  me  this  tobaoco-plug : 
A  'ooger  ha'p'orth  never  did  I  see ; 
This,  dearest  Sheelah ,  thoa  shalt  share  with  «m. 

Sheelah. 
In  at  the  pantry-door  this  mom  I  slipt. 
And  from  the  shelf  a  charming  crust  I  whipt : 
DenniB  3  was  out,  and  I  got  hither  safe ; 
And  thou,  my  dear,  shalt  have  the  bigfar  half. 

'SirAftfaar  Achmon 

•  Who  was  a  great  k>Ter  of  Scotkaa. 

^  Sir  Arthur's  hutliv. 

YOL.  XI. 


DBRMCVr. 

When  you  saw  Tady  at  long -bullets  play. 
You  sate  and  loiisM  him  all  a  sun-shine  «-.ay. 
How  could  you,  Sheelah,  listen  to  his  talesj 
Or  crack  such  lice  as  his  betwixt  your  naib  } 

Sheelah. 
Wlien  yon  with  Onah  stuod  behind  a  dil^h, 
T  peep'd,  and  saw  you  kiss  the  dirty  bitch. 
Dermot,  how  could  ypo  touch  these  nasty  ahits  ? 
1  almoit  wish'd  this  spud  were  in  your  guts. 

•  Dermot. 
If  Onah  once  I  kiss'd,  forbear  to  chide  ;  ' 

Her  aunt  *s  my  gossip  by  my  father's  side : 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again,  ' 

May  I  be  doom'd  for  lifeto  weed  in  rain  I  ^ 

SUBSLAH. 

Dermot,  I  swear,  though  Tady 'slocks  oonld  hol4 
Ten  thousand  lice,  and  every  louse  was  gold  I  . 
Him  on  my  lap  you  never  more  shall  see ; 
Or  may  I  lose  my  weeding  knife— and  thee  ; 

Dbrmot. 
Oh,  could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lass, 
A  pair  of  brogues  «  to  bear  thee  dry  to  mass  ! 
But  see,  where  Norah  with  the  sowins  comes— 
Then  let  us  riae,  and  rest  our  weary  bums. 


OM  TRB 

FIVE  LADIES  AT  SOT'S-HOLE  » 

WITH  THE  DOCTOR  «  AT  THEIE  HEAIX  , 

N.  B.  TRB  LADIES  TRBATBD  THE  DOCTOR. 
BENT  AS  FROM  AN  OmCER  IN  THE  ARMY.    1728. 

Fair  ladies,  number  five. 

Who,  in  your  merry  freaks. 
With  little  Tom  contrive 

To  feast  on  ale  and  steaks; 

While  he  sits  by  a-grinning. 

To  see  you  safe  in  Sot's-hole, 
Set  up  with  greasy  linen, 

And  neither  mugs  nor  pota  whole : 
Alas!  I  never  thought 

A  priest  would  please  your  palate^ 
Besides  1 11  hold  a  groat. 

He  *ll  put  you  in  a. ballad; 
Where  I  shall  see  your  feces 

On  paper  daub'd  so  foul. 
They  '11  be  no  more  like  Graces^ 

Than  Venus  like  an  owl. 
And  we  shall  take  you  rather 

To  be  a  midnight  pack  ■ 
Of  witches  met  together, 

With  Beelzebub  in  black. 
It  fills  my  heart  with  woe, 

To  think,  such  ladies  fine 
Shall  he  raduc'd  so  low 

To  treat  a  dull  divine,  ■ 

«  Shoes  with  flat  low  heels. 
1  An  alehouse  in  Dublin,  Ihmouf  for  bee^tfaici. 
a  Dn  ThoiBM  Slicridai^ 
Bib 
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Be  by  a  panon  oheatoi  ! 

Had  you  been  cunniog  stagtn^ 
You  might  youTselveR  be  tinted 

By  captains  aud  by  majoiSi 
See  how  oorruption  grovBy 

While  mothers,  daughters,  amits. 
Instead  of  powder'd  beaux, 

From  pulpits  ciioose  gallanti  I    ' 
If  we,  who  wear  our  wigs 

With  fan-tail  and  with  snake, 
Are  bubbled  thus  by  prigs ; 

Z— dsf  who  would  be  a  ny^) 
Had  I  a  heart  to  %ht, 

I  'd  knock  the  doctor  down  s 
Or  could  I  read  or  wnte, 

^gad!  I'dwenragQWQ. 
Then  leave  him  to  his  birph  '  ; 

And  at  The  Rose  on  Sunday, 
9hc  panoB  safe  at  chvrch, 

1  '11  trwi  you  with  burgundy. 


THE  FIVE  LADIES'  ANSfTER 

TO  THE  BEAU 

HITB  TBS  WIQ  ANO  WlKGJi  AX  HU  igUUH 

Yov  little  scribbling  beau, 

What  demon  made  you  wnte  ^^ 
Because  to  write  you  know 

As  much  as  you  caJd  fight, 
,  For  oompOment  so  scurvy, 

I  with  we  had  you  here; 
WfeM  turn  you  tc^-turvy 

Into  a  mug  of  be^. 
You  thought  to  make  a  ^ree  on 

The  maq  and  place  we  chose  j 
We  're  sure  a  single  parsos 

Is  worth  an  hundred  beau«« 
And  you  would  make  us  vassaiii 

Good  Mr.  wig  and  win^B, 
1*0  silTcr-clocks  and  tassels.: 

You  would,  you  thing  of  t)ii«|&  1 
Because  around  your  cane 

A  ling  of  dianMods  if  art^ 
And  you,  in  some  by  lane. 

Have  gainUapaltrygriz^tUi 
Shall  we,  of  sense  refiu'd, 

YouT  trifling  nonsenpebeaf^ 
As  noisy  as  the  wind. 

As  empty  as  the  air? 

We  hate  your  empty  prattk; 

And  vow  and  swear  'tis  trua, 
There  's  more  in  one  child^  fltUt     • 

J^rnn  twenty  ^ps  like  y^m.. 


SWDTS  FOSMS. 


THE  BEAirs  mSBJ;T 

TO  ni» 

nVE  LADIE?  ANSWER. 

VifCTo  how  now,  dapiicr  blaoki 
I  smell  your  gown  and  cmooc*. 
9  Dr.  SkMrida^  wm  a  icjwoWniattnr» 


As  ttlMg  UpOD  \ 

AsTisdfiU^wieUaofasoalu 
To  write  such  scurvy  stuff! 

Fine  ladies  never  do  H ; 
I  know  you  well  enough, 

AikI  ^e  your  doven  foofc* 
Fine  ladies,  when  they  write. 

Nor  scold,  nor  keep  a  gutter) 
Their  verses  give  delight^ 

Aa  soft  and  sweet  as  batter* 
But  Sataa  never  saw 

Such  haggiard  Unas  as  these; 
They  stick  athwart  my  maw« 

As  had  as  Suii4b<lVBeae. 


TB&  JOURHAIm 

or  A  MODSIUI  XAim 

IV  A  usma  TO  a  ivisoii  or  ^oa&rt.    nSi» 
S«, 

It  was  a  most  unfriendly  part 
In  you,  who  oujght  to  know  my  heaxt. 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 
For  all  the  female  commonweal— 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me,  df  all  mankind. 
Against  the  sex  to  write  a  satire. 
And  brand  mefor a womajvhater ^ 
On  me,  who  think  them  all  so  fiur, 
Tliey  rival  Venus  to  a  hair ; 
Their  virtues  never  eea6*d  to  sing, 
Since  first  I  learned  to  tone  a  string  f 
Methinks  1  hear  the  ladies  cry. 
Will  he  hi»  clwuacier  bcAia  ? 
Must  never  OMr  miii^UBes  end  ^ 
And  have  we  leat  our  only  friend  ^ 
Ah,  lovely  nymphs^  ra«Mve  your  $mi^ 
No  mote  let  fall  those  precknis  tetur*. 
Sooner  shall,  &c. 

The  hoopd  ba  hunted  by  the  hare. 
Than  I  tarn  rahal  te  the  fUr. 

Tns  jom  eafag'd  ma  fivat  to  .writa. 
Then  gave  the  sulgect.out  of  spite : 
The  j&uraa/  QJTa  mo(Um  dame 
Is  fay  tey  Vtomkm  what  you  Ohim, 
My  woidls  pa#,  1  BMui  a4faaut ; 
And  yet,  perhaips  yon  may  he  bit. 
I  but  traiMcrihe;  for  aat  aline 
Of  all  the  satire  shall  be  mine. 
Compdl'd  by  you  to  tag  m  itymea 
The  common  ilanders  of  the  tteaea. 
Of  raod«ni  timaa^  the  guiHIa  yorna. 
And  me  my  innoaenoeeeeons. 
UnwiNing  Mtte^  bafm  thy  iay» 
The  annals  of  a  female  d«y. 

By  nature  tqniM  to  play  the  nke  v^« 
(As  wo  shall  shew  you  m  the  sequel) 
The  modem  dame  b  wakM  by  neon 
(Soo^.  mXtian  aay,  not  quite  aooooa) 
Becaoae,  lfaan|»  aoie  against  her  wHl^ 
She  sate  all  nigfat  up  at  qnaAtiUflk 

>  A  clevgyman  in  the  Noiikof<  Mba^  wte  W 
oMdo  piop«Mdi  oC  n»rp*ce  te  SteUtt 
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She  ilrtUhM^  P|K%  v*8^  l>«r  <y^ 
And  adks  if  it  be  time  to  rise; 
Of  head-acfa  and  like  spleen  oomplaiut ; 
And  then,  to  oool  her  heated  brains, 
Her  night-gown  and  her  slippers  br(Nig}tt  her» 
Tskes  a  laq^e  dnm  of  citron-water. 
Then  to  her  glass ;  and,  "  Betty,  praf 
Don't  I  look  firigfatfnlly  te  day  ? 
But  WIS  it  not  oonfenaded  haxd  ? 
Well,  if  I  ever  tonch  a  card ! 
Four  maUadores^  and  lose  codUle! 
Ikpttid  upon  %  I  never  wilL 
Bat  ran  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 
The  ladies  here  to-night  by  six." 
"  Bladan,  the  goldsmith  waits  bekw ; " 
He  sajrs,  '*  His  business  is  to  know 
If  you  *11  redeem  the  silver  cnp 
He  keeps  in  pawn  ?^ — "  Hrst,  show  him  upi" 
"  Your  dreanng-plate  he  'U  be  content 
To  take,  ibr  interest  cent  ftr  cent 
And  madam,  there 's  ray  lady  Spade, 
Hath  sent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 
'*  Weil,  I  remember  what  she  won  ; 
And  hath  she  sent  so  soon  to  dun  ?. 
Here,  carry  down  those  ten  pistoles. 
My  bnsfaand  left  to  pay  ibr  coals: 
I  thank  my  start,  they  all  are  light ; 
And  I  may  have  revengo4o-night  ** 
Now,  loiteriiig  o*er  ber  tea  and  creaoH 
fihe  enters  on  her  usoal  theme; 
Her  fattt  night's  ill  success  repeats, 
OJls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats : 
"  She  dipt  ipmdiUo  in  her  brnst, 
nen  thought  to  torn  it  to  •  jest : 
There 's  Mrs.  Cut  and  sh^  combine^ 
And  to  each  other  givn  the  sign." 
ThrcNigh  every  game  poisues  her  tale. 
Like  bnoters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 
Now  to  another  scene  give  place « 
bier  the  folks  with  silks  and  laoe : 
Fresh  mstter  for  a  world  of  chat. 
Right  Indian  this,  ri|^t  MecUin  that : 
''  Obsenvthis  pattern;  there  's  a  stuffy 
I  can  have  enstemers  enough. 
Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  so  hard — 
This  lace  is  worth  twelve  fiowids  a  yard  s 
Madam,  if  there  be  troth  in  man, 
I  never  sold  so  cheap  a  fka.*' 
This  business  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  nlmost  drags'd  by  four  ;. 
The  fqtflmna,  in  hie  ueual  phrase. 
Gomes  op  with,  '*  Madam,  djnuer  stay&'* 
She  answers  in  her  usual  style, 
"  The  cook  most  keep  it  hack  awhile : 
I  never  can  have  time  to  dress 
No  woman  bmathing  takes  up  less)  ; 
I  'ra  harried  so  it  makes  me  sick; 
I  wish  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  she  acts  her  part. 
Has  all  the  dinner-cajnt  by  heart : 
*'  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  akme, 
My  dMT ;  for  sure,  if  I  had  ktowa 
TUs  eottpany  would  eome  to  day-* 
But  reaOy  tis  my  spouse^s  way  1 
He 's  10  onkhid,  he  nevtr  sendk 
To  tdl  when  he  im^ites  his  friends^ 
I  widi  ye  may  but  hate  enough  V 
Aad  iduin^fiitlf  idV  thi«  pahnj^  stuff. 
She  sits  tonnentinf^^firy,  fg/m^ 
M«gif«g  her  toBfot  <m  noHiaVt  t^ 


\ 


In  phrases  batter*d,  stale,  andtrito^ 
Which  modern  ladies  call  polite  ; 
Yon  see  the  booby  l^i^Mmi}  sit 
In  admiration^  ber  wit* 

But  let  me  now  awhile  sunnqr. 
Our  madam  o'er  ber  ev«ning-tea; 
Surrounded  with  her  noisy  dans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crew. 
Away  the  god  of  Silence  flew. 
And  fur  Discretion  left  the  place. 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  fitce : 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride> 
And  Scandal  ever  gaping  wkle ; 
Hypocrisy  with  frown  severe. 
Scurrility  with  gibing  jair ; 
Rude  Laughter  seeming  like  to  bur^     ' 
And  Malice  always  judging,  wosst; 
And  Vanity  with  pocket-glass, 
And  Impudence  with  front  of  brasf  | 
And  study*d  Affectation  came, 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame  ; 
While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead. 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  should  I  ask  of  thee^  my  Muse^ 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  use. 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due. 
An  hundred  thousand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  shall  I*  ahu ,  relate 
The  sum  of  all  their  senseless  prate. 
Their  innnendos,  hints,  and  slanders^ 
Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entendm  } 
Now  comes  the  general  scaadal-chaxge  i 
What  some  invent,  the  rest  enlaise  i 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lie. 
You  have  the  tale-i^  cheiqp  as  I : 
I  must  conceal  my  author's  name; 
But  now  'tis  known  to  common  fome.* 

Say,  foolish  females,  bold  and  blind^ 
Say,  by  what  fotal  tarn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe. 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  shared 
Thus  every  fool  herself  del udea-; 
The  pmdet  condeom  the-  ahsent  pradetc 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  deaths 
Accuses  Cbloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hircioa,  rank  with  sweat,  presumes 
To  censure  Phyllis  for  perfumes ; . 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneetiiig,  saya 
That  FloriracI  wears  iron  stays  r 
Chloj.  of  every  coxcomi^  jealous^ 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellowg  j 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets, 
That  woipeii>sh|^kl  b»  such  coquettes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  nptorioua, 
Cries,  "  Lordi  t|K> world  is  so  oensorkws !" 
And  Rttfa,  wiMi:  her  combs  pf  lead. 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  ie  red ; 
Aura,  whoi^tofqtim  you  hear  a  mile  hinov,. 
Talks  half  a  day«in  praise  of  sileaoe : 
And  Sylvia,  foil  of  inward  gnilt» 
Calls  Amoret  an.aivapt  jitU 

Now  voices  oiser  voices  rise^ 
While  each  to  be  the  l(Midest  vies. : 
They  contradict,  amnn,  dieputa. 
No  single  tongue  one  moment -mute;    . 
All  mad  to  spisak,  aadnou^to  hearfc(ff» 
They  set  the.  very  lafHiegrhaikiQfrj 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
,  Than  fiiii*mtis  o*«  a  ciqp  of  gin: 
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Not  »chnol-|)oyR  at  a  barrin^-out 
BaisM  cvrr  such  incpssant  rout  • 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  sti^h  a  clatter  ; 
Far  less  the  rabble  roar  and  niil, 
When  drunk  witJi  sour  eirction-ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  atone, 
"Rut  speak  a  langnaffe  of  their  own  ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrit-x  a  look, 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book ; 
Convey  a  libi'l  in  a  frown, 
And  wink  a  reputation  down ; 
Or,  by  the  tossinp  of  the  fim, 
Describe  the  lady  and  the  hfian. 

But  see,  the  female  cinb  disbands, 
Each  twenty  visits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  mad^m  sits 
^n  vapours  and  hysteric  fits: 
"  And  was  no*-  Tom  this  morning  sent  ? 
I  M  lay  my  Iif«  he  never  went : 
Past  six,  and  not  a  living  soul ! 
I  might  by  this  hare  won  a  vole," 
A  dreadful  interval  of  spleen  ! 
How'  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
•*  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  dtops ; 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops : 
This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  swims' 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs !" 
"  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap.''— 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap : 
"  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  np : 
It  mu*t  be  one  before  we  sup." 
•     The  table,  cards,  and  coimters,  set, 
Abd  all  the  gamester-ladies  met, 
Her  spleen  and  fits  recover'd  qnite, 
Our  madam  can  fit  up  all  night : 
"  Whoever  comes,  I  'm  not  within. '*-r 
Qnadrille  's  thewprd,  and  so  begm. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
UnskilPd  in  all  the  terms  of  art  ? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 
The  deal,  the  shuffle,  and  the  cut  ? 
The  superstitious  whims  relate, 
That  fill  a  female  gamester's  pate } 
Wliat  agony  of  soul  she  feels 
To  see  a  knave's  inverted  beets  ! 
She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 
Good  fortune  peeping  froitt  behind  ; 
With  panting  heart,  and  earnest  eyes^ 
In  hope  to  see  spadiUo  rise : 
In  vain,  alas !  her  hope  is  fod ; 
She  draws  an  ace,  and  sees  it  red ; 
In  ready  counters  never  pays, 
But  fMiwns  her  snuff-box,  rings,  and  keys; 
Kver  with  some  new  fency  struck, 
Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  lock, 
**  This  morning,  when  the  parson  came, 
I  said  I  should  not  win  a  game. 
This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  studc  in 't } 
I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  t. 
I  'm  so  uneasy  in  my  stays ; 
Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  please. 
Stand  further,  girl,  or  get  you  goiiei 
I  always  lose  when  you  look  on." 
''Lord  !  madam,  you  have  lost  cMtiile  i 
I  never  saw  y6u  play  so  ill." 
«•  Nay,  UMlam,  give  me  leave  to  say, 
TwM  you  that  threw  the  gUM  away : 


T^Tien  lady  Trieksey  play'd  a  fimr. 

You  took  it  with  a  mattadore ; 

I  saw  you  ioueh  your  weddmg-ring 

Before  my  lady  callM  a  kin*  j 

You  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

And  I  know  whom  yoii  meant  to  teach, 

Because  you  hold  the  king  of  hearts ; 

Fie,  madnm,  leave  these  little  art^." 

"  That 's  not  so  bad  as  one  that  nibs 

ITer  chair,  to  call  the  king  of  clubs ; 

.And  makes  her  pnrtner  understand 

A  moHndore  is  in  her  hand." 

"  MndaiTi,  yon  have  no  cause  to  flmm<^, 

f  swear  I  saw  you  thrice  renonnce.*' 

"  And  tnilv.  madam,  !  know  when, 

Instead'of  five,  you  scor'd  me  ten. 

S^jMidiUo  here  has  got  a  mark ; 

A  child  may  knf»w  it  in  the  dark  r 

1  guest  the  hand  :  it  seldom  fails : 

I  wish  some  folks  would  pare  their  nails." 

While  thns  they  rail,  and  scoM,  and  storm, 
It  passe?4  but  for  common  form  : 
But,  conscious  that  they  all  speak  true. 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due. 
It  never  inteniipts  the  game, 
Or  makes  them  semibte  of  shame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  waste. 
The  supper  gobbled  up  in*haste ; 
Again  afnrsh  to  canls  they  run^ 
As  if  they  had  but  just  begim. 
But  I  shall  not  again  repeat,  ' 

How  oft  they  squabble,  snari,  and  cheat. 
At  last  they  hear  the  watchman  knock, 
"A  frosty  room^-past  four  o'clock." 
Tlic  chairmen  are  not  to  be  fonnd, 
*'  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round.* 

Now  all  in  haste  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gout ; 
But,  first,  the  winner  must  invite 
The  company  to  morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tesrs 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forswears)^ 
With  empty  purse,  and  aching  heed. 
Steals  to  her  sleeping  spouse  to  bed. 


A  DTAJLOOUE 

BSTWBBI« 

MAD  MULUNIX  «  AND  TIMOTHY, 

1728. 

M.  I  OWN,  *tis  not  my  bread  and  butter ; 

But  prythee,  Tim,  why  all  this  clutter  ? 

Why  ever  in  these  raging  fits, 

Daoaning  to  hell  the  Jacobites  ? 

When,  if  you  search  the  kingdom  round. 

There  's  hardly  twenty  to  be  found ; 

No,  not  among  the  priegU  and/rtar>— 
T.  Twixt  you  and  me,  G—  d— n  the  liaisf 
M.  The  Tories  are  gone  every  man  over 

To  our  illustrious  house  of  Hanover ; 

From  all  their  conduct  this  is  plain  j 

And  then— 
T.  G— d-~n  the  fiats  agam  * 

1  A^fictitbus  mane.    See  the  hhlonr  ^  ^ 
poem  in  the  Intelligenoor,  Na  tSii.    N* 
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Did  Dot  an  eftrl  bttt  lately  rate. 
To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  liis  thraat) 
Our  whole  accounts  of  public  dcbls  ? 

M.  Lord*  how  thiafrothy  coxcomb  frets!  [a^fde.] 

T.  Did  not  an  able  stateaman  bishop ' 
"this  dangerous  horrid  motion  dish-up 
As  popish  craft  Mid  he  not  rail  on  't  ? 
Show  fire  and  faggot  in  the  uil  on  *t  ? 
Proving  the  earl  a  gmnd  offender, 
And  in  a  plot  for.  the  piYstcnder; 
Whose  fleet,  tis  jiU  our  friends*  opinion. 
Was  tlien  embarking  at  Avign>n  ?    . 

[^few  duUJines  are  heie  purposely  omitted,1 

M.  These  wrangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tory 
Are  stale  and  worn  as  Troy-tf»wn  story  : 
The  wrung,  'tis  certain,  you  w%rc  both  in, 
And  now  you  find  you  fought  fur  nothing. 
Your  fac*tiun,  when  Uieir  gtime  was  new. 
Might  want  sucii  nuisy  foots  as  you ; 
Btit  yov,  when  all  thu  sliow  is  past, 
Renolve  to  stand  it  out  the  last ; 
Like  Martin  Marrall  ^,  gaping  un, 
Kot  minding  when  the  sutig  is  done. 
When  all  the  beet  are  gone  to  settle, 
You  clatter  stili  your  bi^uen  kettle. 
The  leaders  whom  you  listed  under 
Have  dropt  their  anna,  and  seiz'd  the  plund^ ; 
And  when  the  war  is  past,  you  come 
To  rattle  in  their  ears  your  drum  : 
And  as  that  hateful  hideous  Grecian 
Thersites  (he  was  your  relation) 
Was  more  abhorred  and  soorn'd  by  those 
With  whom  be  serv'd,  tiian  by  his  foes; 
80  thou  art  grown  the  detestation 
Of  all  thy  party  through  the  nation : 
Thy  peevish  and  perpetual  teasing 
With  plots,  and  Jacobite,  and  treason. 
Thy  busy,  ne>'er-metining  face. 
Thy  screw*d-up  front,  thy  statc^grimaoe, 
l*by  fonnal  nods,  important  sneers, 
I'hy  whisperiui^  foisted  in  all  ears 
(Which  are,  whatever  you  may  tliink, 
But  uonsense  wrapt  up  in  a  stink), 
flave  made  thy  presence,  in  a  true  sense. 
To  thy  oun  side  so  d— p'd  a  nuisance. 
That,  when  they  have  you  in  tlieir  eye. 
As  if  the  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

T.  My  good  friend  MuUmix,  forbear; 
I  vow  to  G — ,  you  're  too  severe. 
If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
1  took  advice,  except  my  own, 
It  should  be  youni :  but,  d — n  my  blood  1 
1  must  punue  the  public  good.  • 

The  faction  (is  it  not  notorious  ?). 
Keck  at  the  memory  of;  Glorions  ^ : 
Tis  true ;  nor  need  I  to  be  luld. 
My  quondam  friends  are  grown  so  cold. 
That  scatrce  a  creatiire  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  the  statue  round. 
The  public  safety  1  foresee, 
Henoeforfh  depeiuft  alducf  on  me  ; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  1  blow. 
Or  from  above,  or  firom  below, 
I 'II  sputter,  nrasfer»  oune,.  and  imil. 
The  Tories*  terrour,  ^urge,  and  iail. 

Bf.  Tim,  you  mistake  the  matter  <pute  s 
The  Tories!  yen  ttn  their  delight ; 

*  A  character  in  one  ot  Dnrdta'g  eemediesr . 
a  K«g  William  OL 


I  And  should  you  act  a  dtfTercnt  part, 
Be  grave  and  wise,  'twoald  break  their  heart* 
Why,  Tim,  you  have  a  taste  I  know. 
And  often  see  a  puppet-siujve  : 
Observe,  the  audience  is  in  pain, 
While  Punch  is  hid  behind  the  scene; 
But,  when  they  hear  his  rusty  voice, 
With  what  impatience  tliey  rujoice  ! 
And  then  they  value  not  two  straws. 
How  Solomon  decides  the  cause. 
Which  the  true  motlier,  which  pretender ; 
Nor  listen  to  the  witch  of  Eiidor. 
Shjuld  Faustus,  with  the  devil  behind  liirn, 
Enter  the  stage,  they  never  mind  him :     . 
If  Punchy  to  stir  their  fancy,  shows 
In  at  the  djor  bis  monstrous  nose, 
Th«>n  sudden  draws  it  back  again  ; 

0  what  a  pleasure  mixt  with  pain  ! 
You  every  moment  thiuk  an  age, 
Till  he  appears  upon  tlie  stage : 
And  first  his  bum  you  see  him  clap 
Upou  the  quc(m  of  Sbeba's  lap : 

The  duke  of  Lorraine  drew  lijs  sword ; 
Punch  roaring  ran,  and  running  roar'd, 
Rc\ilcs  all  people  in  his  jargon^ 
And  sells  the  king  uf  Spain  a  bargain ; 
St.  George  himself  he  plays  the  wag  oo. 
And  i^ounts  astride  upon  the  dragon  ; 
He  gets  a  thousand  thumps  and  kicks. 
Yet  cannot  leave  liis  roguish  tricks; 
In  every  action  thrusts  his  nose ; 
The  reason  why,  no  mortal  knows : 
In  doleful  scenes  that  break  our  heart. 
Punch  comes,  like  you,  and  lets  a  fart, 
Tliere  's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wwxl, 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  could  ; 
While,  teasing  all,  by  all  he  's  teasM, 
How  well  are  the  s|>ectator8  plcas'd ! 
Who  in  the  motion  have  no  share. 
But  purely  come  to  hear  and  stare  ; 
Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  sake, 
Whii'h  gets  the  better,  saint  or  snake, 
Provitled  Punch  (for  there  's  the  jest) 
Be  soundly  mauPd,  and  plague  the  rest. 

Thus,  Tim,  philosopbers  suppose, 
'Pie  world  consists  0/ puppet  sJtovts  ; 
Where  petulant  conceited  fellows 
Perform  the  part  of  Punchinelloes  : 
So  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 
Tim,  thou  'rt  the  Punch  to  stir  up  trouble  in  j 
You  riggle,  lid^e,  and  make  a  rout, 
Put  all  your  brother  puppets  out; 
Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round. 
To  tease,  perplex,  disturb,  confound ; 
Intrude  with  monkey-grin  and  clatter. 
To  interrupt  all  Prions  matter  ; 
Are  grown  the  nuisance  of  your  clan. 
Who  hate  and  scorn  you  to  a  man : 
But  then  the  lookers-on,  the  Tories, 
You  still  divert  with  merry  stories  ; 
They  would  'consent  that  all  the  crew 
Were  hanged,  befor6  they  *d  part  with  you. 

But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  vpoX, 
By  all  this  toil  wliat  Last  thou  got  ?  ' 
If  Tories  must  havb'all  the  sport, 

1  fear  you  Ml  be  disgrabM  at  court,   ' 

T.  Got  f  D— n  my  Wood  !  J  frank  my  letfir 
Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters; 
And,  simple  as  I  now.  stfmd  here^ 
Expect  in  tim^  to  be  a  t>^t-* . 
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Got  fj>^n  vat !  uliy  I  goC.nay  will ! 

Ne'er  hold  my  peabe,  nor  ne'er  tfcud  itiH : 

I  fut  with  twenty  ladies  by ; 

They  call  me  beast;  and  what  care  I  } 

I  bravely  call  the  Tories,  Jacks, 

And  sobs  of  whores— behind  their  badcs. 

But,  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think, 

That,  when  I  strut,  and  stare,  and  stink. 

Revile  and  slander,  fume  and  stonn, 

letray,  make  oath,  impeach,  inform. 

With  such  a  constant  loyal  zeal 

To  serve  mjraelf  ai»d  commonweal. 

And  fret  the  Tories'  soul  to  death, 

I  did  but  lose  my  precious  breath ; 

Jlnd,  when  I  damn  my  soul  to  plague  'cm, 

Am,  as  yon  may  tell  me,. but  their  may-game; 

Consume  my  vitals  !  they  shall  know, 

I  am  not  to  be  treated  so  : 

I  'd  rather  hang  myself  by  half, 
Th^  give  those  ntscals  cause  tb  laugh. 

But  how,  my  friend,  can  I  endure. 
Once  so  lenown'd,  to  live  obscure  ? 
Ko  little  boys  and  gprls  to  cry, 
**  There  's  nhnble  Tim  a-passtng  by  ?»* 
Ko  more  my  dear  delightful  way  tread 
Of  keeping  up  a  partu  hatred  f 
Will  none  the  Tory  dogs  pursue. 
When  through  the  streets  I  cry  halloo  t 
Must  all  my  d — ^n  me's  t  bloods  and  wonnds ! 
Pass  only  now  for  empty  sounds  ? 
Shall  Tory  rascals  be  elected. 
Although  I  swear  them  disafi^ted  ? 
And,  when  1  roar,  "  A  plot,  a  plot !»' 
Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not  ? 
So  qualify'd  to  swear  and  lie. 
Will  they  not  trust  me  for  a  j^  f 

Bear  Mullinix,  your  good  adWca 
I  beg;  you  see  the  case  is  nice : 
Oh  !  were  I  equal  in  renown, 
Aike  thee  to  please  this  thankless  town ! 
Or  bless'd  with  such  engaging  parts 
To  win  the  truant  school-boys'  hearts  \ 
Thy  virtues  meet  their  just  reward. 
Attended  by  the  ioble  guard, 
Charm'd  by  thy  voice,  the  'pfentice  drops 
The  snow-ball  destined  at  thy  chops : 
Thy  graceful  steps,  and  colonel's  air. 
Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more— in  mark  of  true  affoction^ 
I  tak^  thee  dnder  my  protection : 
Your  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny'd  ^ 
I  wish  they  had  been  well  apply'd. 
But  now  observe  my  council,  fvh,} 
Adapt  yonr  habit  to  your  phiz  i 
You  must  no  longer  thus  equip  ye. 
As  Horace  says,  cpttit  eptttppia ; 
(There 's  Latin  too,  tha^  yov  may  see 
How  much  improv'd  byDr.  — — ). 
I  have  a  coat  at  home,  that  you  may  tiy  ; 
Tis  just  like  this,  that  hang)  by  geometi^. 
My  hat  h99  much  the  nicer  air ; 
Your  bloik  will  fit  it  to  a  hair. 
That  wig,  I  woalU  not  for  tife  worid 
Have  it  so  fbnnal,  and  so  CQffd  i 
Twill  be  80  oily  and  90  sieek, 
I^Tben  I  have  lain  in  It  a  we?k 
You  'ir  find  it  well  prn»%r'd  to  ta^ 
like  figure  of  ttoupee  and  snake. 
Thus  dress'd  alike  f^m  top  to  toe. 
That  whiah  is  which  'tis  hard  tolu^V; 


When  first  in  puUici 
I  '11  lead  the  van,  you  keep  the  nmrjt 
Be  cai?eful,  as  yon  walk  bdiind  ; 
Use  all  the  talents  of  your  mind; 
Be  studious  well  to  imitate 
•My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  ^ski 
Mark  my  address,  and  kara  ny  style 
When  to  look  soosnlbl,  when  to  snilt  > 
Nor  sputter  out  yoor  oaths  so  frst. 
But  keep  your  swearing  to  the  last. 
Then  at  our  leisure  we  '11  be  v^tty. 
And  in  the  streets  divert  the  city; 
The  ladies  from  the  windows  gspRig^ 
The  children  all  oar  motions  aping.    * 
Your  conversation  to  refine, 
I  '11  take  you  to  some  firiends  of  min«f 
Choice  tpiriie,  who  employ  thshr  paiti 
To  mend  the  world  by  useful  arts  $ 
Some  cleansing  hollow  tabes,  to  s|iy 
Direct  the  zenith  of  the  sky ; 
Some  have  the  city  in  their  care. 
From  noicious  steams  to  puige  the  air; 
Some  teach  us  in  these  dam^mns  day* 
How  to  walk  upright  in  owr  w^s  ; 
Some  whose  reformhig  hawds  eogaga . 
To  lash  the  lewdness  of  tl^  age; 
Some  for  the  public  service  go 
Perp^ual  envoys  to  and  fro. 
Whose  able  heads  support  the  wvigkfc 
Of  twenty  ministera  of  state. 
We  scorn,  for  want  of  Ulk,  to  jabb«r 
Of  parties  o'er  our  honny-clMer: 
Nor  are  we  studioos  to  inqvin). 
Who  votes  for  manors,  who  for  hive  e 
Our  care  is,  to  improve  the  aMsd 
With  what  concerns  all  }Miman4dDi  ^ 
rhe  various  scenes  of  mortal  life ; 
Who  beats  her  husband,  who  his  wife  ^ 
Or  how  the  bnUy  at  a  strake 
Kuock'd  down  the  boy,  tlie  Inaitam  bfokifc. 
One  tells  the  rise  of  cheese  and  oataseal  f 
Another  when  be  got  a  hot  m«ai ; 
One  gives  advice  in  proverbs  old, 
Instructs  as  how  to  tame  a  acold  ; 
One  shows  how  (nwrely  Aodonhn  dyV, 
And  at  the  gallowe  alt  deay'd ; 
How  by  the  almanae  lis  ctoar. 
That  herrings  will  be  cheap  tikis  3FSar» 

T.  Dear  Mullinix  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  so  long  mis-«pedty 
By  nature  meant  for  nobler  ends : 
Oh,  mtroduoe  me  to  yoor  frhwds  t 
For  whom  by  birth  I  was  desi^sM,. 
mi  politics  debas'd  my  mnid  ; 
I  gii^  myself  entire  to  yon ; 
G^d—n  the  Whigs  snldTeciai  too  t 


Trar  >  4Kd  toe  vjimusa. 

My  meaning  toill  he  hmt  ^mmnM^ 
When  JpremUeiktU  Tm  Mm  (MvtNL 
In  Lucas's  by  «faaaoe'-theni  itf 
The  fohlsa  «ii(b  by  Mr.  Okiy. 
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Vim  Ml  llii  ^Ptttatoft  <A  4  tttiii^ 

Reed  over  here  and  there  a  fable  ; 

And  fboDd,  at  he  the  pages  twiri'd. 

Hie  moDktf  who  hed  Men  the  world : 

(For  TonWD  bad,  to  help  the  gale, 

Prefiz'd  a  cot  to  every  tale.) 

The  monkey  was  completely  drest^ 

The  beau  hi  all  his  airs  exprest 

Tfan»  with  sorprise  and  pleasare  stanDg> 

Ran  to  the  glass,  and  then  comparing 

His  osm  sweet  flgnt-e  wj^  the  prints 

DistinguiBh'd  every  feature  in  % 

The  twisty  the  sqoeeae,  the  romp,  the  fidf^  i 

Jnst  as  they  lookM  m  the  original, 

^  By—,"  says  Tim,  and  let  a  foil, 

**  This  graver  nndarsiood  bis  art 

Tis  a  true  oopy,  1  llsay  that  !brt| 

I  well  remember  when  I  sat  for  t 

My  very  fiuse,  as-first  I  knew  it; 

Just  in  this  dre»  the  painter  ^nw  it'* 

Tim,  with  his  likeness  deeply  smitten. 

Would  read  what  underneath  was  written. 

The  merry  tale,  with  moral  grave. 

He  now  began  t(i  storm  and  rave  : 

"  The  cursed  tillam !  now  I  see 

This  was  a  libel  meant  at  me: 

Tbeae  scribblers  grow  so  bold  of  late 

Against  us  ministers  of  state ! 

Such  Jacobites  as  he  deserve— 

B 1 1  say,  they  ought  to  starve." 


TOM  MVLLnnX  AND  DICK. 

Tom  and  Dick  had  equal -ftne, 
And  both  had  eqoal  knowledge ; 

Tom  could  write  and  spell  his  name. 
But  Dick  had  seen  the  college. 

Dick  a  coxcomb,  Tom  was  mad. 

And  both  alike  divertug ; 
Tom  was  held  the  merrier  lad. 

But  Dick  the  best  at  fiuting; 

Dick  would  cock  his  nose  m  stem, 
But  Tom  was  kind  and  loving ; 

Tom  a  loot-boy  bred  and  bom« 
But  Dick  was  from  an  oven. 

Dick  could  neatly  danoe  a  jig, 

But  Tom  was  best  at  borees  ; 
Tom  would  pray  for  every  Whig, 

And  Dick  cucse  aU  tlw  Toriesi 

JDick  would  make  a  woefal  noise. 

And  scold  at  an  election  ! 
Tom'  hnzsa'd  tbe  blackguard  boys. 

And  held  Ihem  m  sutjeolidn. 

Tom  could  move  with  lordly  grace, 

Dick  nhnblvekipt  the  gutter; 
Tom  ooukl  talk  with  solemn  face, 

%it  Dick  co^lM  hfttter  sp^ter. 


lall. 


Dick  teas  coase  to  high  I 

8iMe  he  eoBOMne^  pbysleuttf 
Tom  was  held  by  aU  the  tMm 

The  deeper  pohlittaB* 

iPotti  nSn  tne  gcoBeoier  vwiBg, 
tti  hit  eoiild  nietly  pot  eni 


Diek  knew  better  bow  to  swmg 
His.  cane  upon  a  biittoiv 

Dick  for  repartee  was  fit. 
And  Tom  for  deep  discerning  ^ 

Dick  was  thought  tlie  brighter  wi^ 
But  Tom  had  better  learning. 

Didc  with  zealous  no's  iand  ay's 
Gould  roar  as  loud  as  Stentor, 

In  the  house  'tis  all  he  says  ; 
But  Tom  is  eloquehter. 


DICK.    A  MAGGOT.; 

As  when,  from  rooting  in  a  bin. 
All  powder'd  o'er  from  tail  to  chin* 
A  lively  maggot  sallies  out. 
You  know  him  by  his  hazel  snout : 
So  when  the  grandson  of  his  grandsire 
Forth  issues  wriggling,  Dick  Drawcaosir, 
With  powder'd  rump  and  back  and  side. 
You  cannot  blanch  his  tawny  hide  i 
For  'tis  beyond  tbe  power  of  meal 
The  gipsy  vissge  to  conceal: 
For,  as  he  shakes  his  wainscot  chppt, 
Down  evei^  mealy  atom  drops,  ^ 

And  leaves  the  tartar  phiz,  in  show 
Like  a  fresh  t— d  just  dropt  on  snow. 


CLAD  ALL  IN  BROtVN. 
TO  DICK. 

IMXTATBO  SBOM  COWLSY, 

FouLssT  brute  that  stinks  below. 
Why  in  this  brown  dost  thou  appear  ? 

For,  wouldst  thou  make  a  fouler  show. 
Thou  must  go  naked  all  the  year. 

Fresh  fropi  the  mud  a  wallowing  sow,, 

Would  then  be  not  so  brown  as  thou« 

>Tis  not  the  coat  that  looks  so  dnn^ 

His  hide  emits  a  fouhiess  out ; 
Not  one  jot  better  looks  the  Sun 
Seen  from  behind  a  dirty  clout : 
So  t— ds  i^thin  a  glass  enclose^ 
The  glass  will  seem  as  brown  as  tfa08%' 

Thou  now  one  heap  of  foulness  art. 

All  outward  and  within  is  foul, 
Goudensed  flhh  in  every  part. 
Thy  body  's  cleaHhed  like  thy  soul ; 
Thy  soul,  which  through  thy  hide  of  buff 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  suufi; 

Old  carted  bawds  such  garments  wear,' 
When  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  shibe^ 
Soeh  their  exalted  bodies  are, 
At  shritrel'd  and  at  black  as  Mob^ 
If  thou  wevt  in  a  cart,  I  four 
Thou  wouklst  be  pelted  wone  than  they  ^* 

Yet,  when  we  see  thee  thus  army'd. 

The  neighbours  think  it  is  but  just. 
That  thou  shonldst  take  a  ■  homat  tnd% 
And  weekly  carry  out  the  dust 
Of  cleanly  houses  who  will  djubc. 
When  Diefci  eriw  *<  Jtat  to  eany  4«t  ?; 
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SWIFTS  P0£MS. 


DICK'S  VARIBTY. 


J&TJtt  aiuformity  in  fools  • 

I  hate,  who  gape  an."!  sneer  by  rntei, 

You,  Muilinix,  dnd  slobbering  C— , 

Who  eveiy  day  anrf  hour  the  same  are; 

That  valgar  talent  I  despise 

Of  pissing  in  the  rabble's  eyes.  * 

And  when  I  listen  to  the  noise 

Of  ideots  roaring  to  tli'e  boys ; 

*To  better  judgments  still  submitting, 

t  own  [  see  but  littk  wit  in :      • 

Ssuch  pastimes,  when  our  taste  is  nice, 

Can  please  at  most  but  ooce  pr  twice. 

But  then  consider  Dick,  you  Ml  find 
His  genius  of  superior  kitnd ; 
He  never  mudiiiiAi  in  the  dirt, 
Kor  scower?  the  street  without  a  shirt  ^ 
Though  Dick,  I  dare  presume  to  say> 
Coald  do  such  feats  as  well  as  they. 
Dick  I  could  venture  ev^ry  where, 
JLet  the  boys  pelt  hirti  if  they  dare  ; 
He  'd  have  thcrti  tryVl  at  tite  aFst;!es 
For  priests  and  je$rott8  in  disguibes ; 
Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at  Bender, 
And  listing  tro€il|)9  for  the  pveteiider. 

But  Dick  can  fart>  and  dance,  and  frisk, 
Ko  other  monkey  half  so  brisk ; 
Now  has  the  sp^iker  by  the  ear% 
Next  moment  in  the  house  of  peers ; 
Kow  scohling  at  my' lady  Euste^c, 
Or  thrashing  baby  in  her  new  stays. 
Presto!  be -gone;  with  t' other  bbp    '  ' 
He  's  powdering  in  a  barber'a  shop ; 
Now  at  the  anti -chamber  thrusting 
His  not«e  ti>  get  the  circle  just  in, 
And  d — ns  his  blood,  that  in  tlie  roar 
He  sees  one. single  Tory  there ;    "         ' 
Then,  woe  be  to  my  lord  lieutenant, 
Afain  he  '11  tall  him,  and  again  ont. 


^iV  EPITAPH 


.GENERAL  GORGES  »  AND  I.ADY  MEATH  «. 

Under  this  stone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly. 
Doll  dying  first,  Dick  grew  melanclioly ; 
For  Dick  without  DoU  thought  living  a  folly. 
Dick  lost  in  D9II  a  wife  tender  and  dear  : 
But  Dick  lost  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a  year ; 
A  loss  that  pick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  sighM  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms 
crost;  • 
Thought  much  of  bis  Doll,  and  the  jomtAire  he  lost : 
The  first  FO^'d  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  most. 

Thus  -loaded  with  grief,  Dick  sighM  and  he  cry*d* 
Tor  live  without  both  full  three  days  he  try'd  j 
But  lik*d  neither  loss,  and  so  quietly  dy*d. 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after  3 
Then,  reader,  pray  shed  some  tears  of  salt-water ; 
For  so  sad  a  tale  is  no  subject  of  laughter. 

1  Of  Ifflbraeyhi  the  county  of  Meath.    N, 
s  Dorothy  dowager  of  Edward  earl  of  Meath.    She 
was  married  to  thegeneral  in  1716;  and  died  April 
10,1738:  her  husband  sunrtved  but  two  days.    H, 


Meath  smiles  for  the  joifttme,  thoagh   gotten  M 

late  J 
The  son  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  estate) 
And  Cuffe  ^  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plaia. 
Here  quiet  they  lie,  in  hopes  to  rise  one  day. 
Both  solemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
And  here  rest — iic  trantit  gioria  mundi ! 


VERSES  ON  I  KNOW  NOT  WHAT. 


My  latest  tribute  here  I  send. 
With  this  let  your  collection  end. 
Thus  I  consign  you  down  to  fame 
A  character  to  praise  or  blame : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pass  for  true. 
Contented  rert^  yon  hf  ve  your  dne. 
Give  future  times  the  satisfaction. 
To  leave  one-iumdle  for  detraction. 


DR.  SfTlFT'S  COMPLAiW 
ON  KlS  OWN  DEAFNESSl 

WITH   AN   ANSWeS. 
nOCTOB. 

Dbaf,  giddy,  helpless,  left  alone; 

ANSWEK. 

Except  the  first,  the  fault  's  your  own, 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  Inirthen  grown  s 

ANSWER. 

Because  to  few  yon  will  be  shown. 

Give  thfcm  giwd  wine,  and  meat  to  ^tniT, 

You  may  have  compaoj-  (*nough. 

6ocTuit. 
No  more  I  hear  my  church's  bell. 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

'asswer. 
Then  write  and  read,  'twiti  do  as  well. 

DOcrnH. 
At  thunder  now  no  more  I  start, 
Tltau  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWUC. 

Think  then  of  thimder  whtai  you  fert. 

DOCTOR. 

And,  what 's  incredible,  alack  ! 
No  UiOPe  i  hear  a  woman's  clack* 

ANSWER. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  have  skill, 
SoundM  somewhat  like  a  throwster's  milf  ; 
But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thunder  ,* 
That  does,  1  own,  increase  my  wonder. 


DR.  SfTlFT  TO  HIMSELF, 

ON 

SAINT  CECILU«S  DAY. 

Gravs  dean  of  St'  Patrick^  how  comes  it  to  posi 
That  you,  who  knQw  musk;  no  more  than  an  ass, 
Tliat  you,  who  so  lately  wme  writing  of  Dnpieis, 
Should  lend  yourdatbedral  to  playetaaad  scnpeis } 
To  act  such  an  opera  oioe  in  a  year^ 
So  offensive  to  every  true  protwtint  ear, 

3  John  Cuffe  of  DesartyCiq.  married  the  genenJ'f 
eldest  daughter.    ^«  « 
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With  tninpMi»  «iidfiddTe%  and  organs,  and  sifigteg. 
Will  sure  the  pretender  and  popery  bring  in.  ' 
No  proteslaiit  prelate,  his  lordship  or  girace,  - 
Durst  there  show.hit  right  or  roost  reverend  ia6e : 
Uuw  would  it  pollute  Uietr  crosiers  and  rochets 
To  listen  to^minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotdieu  ! 
{The  resits  wanting,'] 


PADDY'S  CHARAC  7E  R 

OF  THE  INTELLIGENCER  *.    ' 

As  a  thorn-bush,  or  oaken^hougfa, 
Stuck  in  an  Irish  cabin's  brow, 
Above  the  door,  at  oountry-fiiir, 
Betokens  entertainment  there ; 
So  bmjfs  on  poels^  brows  have  been 
Set,  for  a  sign  of  wit  within. 
And,  as  ill  neigbtoiirs  in  the  night 
Pull  down  an  tfle-house  bush  for  spite  t 
The  laurel  so,  by  poets  worn. 
Is  by  the  teeth  of  Knvy  ton ; 
Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tears 
Those  sacred  leaves  that  Ufrktm  **  spares* 

And  DOW  t'  exemplify  this  moral : 
Tom  having  eamM  a  twig  of  laurel 
(Which,  measnr'd  on  his  head,  was  found 
Not  foog  enough  to  reach  half  round. 
But,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty*d, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple-side) ; 
Faddy  repin'd  to  see  him  wear 
This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair ; 
And,  thknkmg  this  cockade  of  wit 
Woald  his  own  temples  better  fit, 
Forming  h'ls  Muse  by  Hmedley's  i  model, 
LeU  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle. 
Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verse  and  pruse. 
Hums  like  an  hornet  4it  his  nose, 
At  length  presumes  to  vent  his  satire  on 
Tlie  dean,  Tom's  honour*d  friend  and  patron. 
The  eagle  m  the  tale,  ye  know, 
Tras*d  by  a  buzsingwaap  below. 
Took  wmg  to  Jove,  and  hop*d  to  rest 
Stfcoieiy  in  the  thnnderer's  breast : 
In  vain  f  ev*n  there,  to  spoil  his  nod, 
The  sfH^ul  insect  stung  the  god. 


PARODY 

ON   A 

CHARACTER  OF  DEAN  SMEHLKV  \ 

WailTSM   IN    LATIN   BY    UIMSELF. 

Taa  vrry  reverend  dean  Smedley, 
Of  dstUness,  pride,  conceit,  a  medley, 

I  Dr.  Sheridan  was  publisher  of  the  Intelli- 
gencer, a  weekly  paper,  vrritten  principally  by  him- 
self; but  Dr.  Swift  occasionally  supplied  him  with 
a  letter.  Dr.Delany,  piqued  at  the  approbation  those 
papers  received,  attacked  them  violently  both  in 
ooDvenatioo  and  print;  but  unfortunately  stumbled 
OD  some  of  the  numbers  which  the  dean  had  written, 
and  all  the  world  admired ;  which  gave  rise  to  these 
Tenet.  N. 

*  Dean  of  Ferns.    See  next  poem.    2V. 

'The  original  ilia  the  Supplement  to  Swift.   If, 


Was  equally  alhxf 'd  to  ahtne. 

As  poet,  scholar,' axA  divine  ; 

With  godliness  coui^  .well  dispfsse  ; 

Would  be  a  rake,  but  wanted  sense  ; 

Would  strictly  after  truth  inquire, 

Because  he  dreaded  to  come  nigh  her« 

For  libeity  no  champion  bolder. 

He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  shoulder. 

To  half  the  worid  a  standmgjest ; 

A  perfect  nuisance  to  the  rest : 

From  many  (and  we  n»y  believe  him) 

Had  the  best  wishes  they  could  give  hhib, 

To  all  mankind  a  constant  friend. 

Provided  they  had  casM  to  lend. 

One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence. 

He  left  us  a  laconic  sentence,  ■   - 

By  cutting  of  his  phrase,  and  trimmmg. 

To  prove  thai  bishops  were  old  women.    - 

Poor  Envy  durst  not  show  her  phiz. 

She  was  so  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  shame. 

Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name^ 

Tried  every  sharping  trick  for  bread. 

And  after  all  he  seldom  sped. 

When  fortune  faweor'd,  he  was  nice  ; 

He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice: 

But,  if  she  turned  against  his  play. 

He  knew  to  stop  a  quatre  troise. 

Now  sound  in  mind,  and  sound  in  corpus, 

( Says  he)  though  swell'd  like  any  porpoise^ 

He  heys  from  hence  at  forty-four 

[But  b'j  his  Ita^e  he  sinks  a  score) 

To  tlie  Fast- Indies,  there  to  cheat. 

Till  he  can  purehtMi  en  estate ; 

Where,  after  he  has  fiU'd  hb  chwt. 

He  Ml  mount  his  tub,  and  preach  his  host 

And  plainly  proves  by  dint  of  text,  * 

This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  the  next« 

Le^  that  the  reader  should  not  know 

The  bank  where  last  he  set  his  toe, 

Twas  Greenwich.    There  be  tuok  a  ship, 

And  gayp  his  creditors  the  slip. 

But  lest  chronology  should  vary, 

Upon  the  Ides  of  February ; 

In  seventeen  hundred  eight  and  tnenty^ 

To  Fort  St.  George,  a  peidlar  went  he. 

Ye  Fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  spent, 

RbTCKN  him  ISGOAa  AS  HB  WBMT  ! 


PAVLVS. 

BT    MB.     LINOSAT  >. 
DUBLIN,  SEPT.  7,   1728. 

'*A  SLAVS  to  crowds,  scorched  with  the  summer'a 

heats. 
In  courts  the  wretched  lawjrer  toils  and  sweats ; 
While  smiling  Nature  in  her  best  attire. 
Regales  each  sense,  and  vernal  joys  inspire. 
Can  he  who  knows  that  real  good  shouki  pleafe. 
Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  ease  ?"— 
Thus  Paulus  preached:-- When,  entering  at  thedoor^ 
Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 
He  graqps  the  shining  gift,  pores  o'er  the  caoBe, 
Forgeu  the  Sun,  and  doaeth  on  the  laws, 

^  Mr.  Undsay,  a  polite  and  elegant  scholar,  at 
that  time  an  eleipBoi  pleader  in  Dublin,  afterwards 
I  one  of  the  joatioes  of  thie  court  of  commoa-iileas.A''. 
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SWIFPIS  BOBHS.. 


THE  AttS9Pl&tL 


LiHiMAT  mistakes  the  matter  qnita^ 
And  honest  Paulus  judges  right 
Then,  why  tiiese  qoattels  to  the  6«i, 
Without  wl)pse  aid  yon  'n  all  imdoae  } 
Bid  Paalos  e*er  complaia  of  awest } 
Did  Paulas  e*er  the  ftm  ibi|;et ; 
The  jnfluenoe  of  vhoae  golden  hnaas 
Soon  licks.np  all  imaavonry  sfeeam  ? 
The  Sun,  you  my,  his  tee  hathkiA^  : 
It  has;  but  then  it  greaSid  his  flit. 
Tnxe  lawyers,  for  tin  wisest  ends. 
Have  always  heen  ApoUo^s  finendb 
Kot  for  his  sapoileial  powren 
Of  ripemog  fruits,  and  gihUag  i 
Not  for  inqnring  poets'  bnins 
With  pennyiess  and  starveling  ihsamsi 
Not  for  his  boasted heaiiaf  ait; 
Kot  for  his  slnll  to  shoot  the  dart; 
Nor  yet  beoaose  lie  sweetly  fiddles; 
Nor  for  his  psephecies  in  nddlest 
But  for  a  more  SQbstantiai.cause-^ 
Apollo's  patron  of  the  law^ 
Whom  Paulus  ever  must  aden^ 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore, 
Sy  Phoebus,  m  nmestoous  biitii, 
Begot  upon  his  graad-dame  fiaith  ; 
By  Phosbus  first  produced  to  light; 
By  Vulcan  form'd  so  lownd  and  hrighi: 
Then  ofier'd  at  thto  ahrine  of  justiee. 
By  clients  to  her  priests  and  trustees* 
Nor,  when  we  see  Aatnea  Stand 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand. 
Most  we  suppose  she  hath  in  view. 
How  to  give  every  man  his  due; 
Her  scales  you  eee  her  only  hoM, 
To  weigh  her  prierts,  the  Inwyen  gdd. 

Now,  should  1  own  your  c 
Poor  sweaty  Paulus,  who  *d  belteve  as  } 
Tis  very  true,  and  acne  denies. 
At  least  that  such  comphiots  are  wiae-r 
TSs  tnseno  doubt,  as  eNenti  fot  yoa4nai<e. 
To  cry,  like  statesmen.  Shumla  patmur  / 
But,  since  the  tcoftk  misBt  neoAi  be  stretehed. 
To  prove  that  lawyers  atreeo  wrMohed  ; 
This  paradox  I  'U  undertake. 
For  Paulus'  and  for  lindsay's sake; 
By  topics,  which  tboogh  I  abemioe  'em. 
May  serve  as  arguments  ad  hamiMm  : 
Yet  I  disdan  to  offer  those 
Made  use  of  by  detmcting  foes. 

I  own,  the  curses  of  mankind 
at  Hfiit  upon  a  lawyers  mind : 
The  clamours  of  ten  thousand  tongues 
Bre9k  not  his  vest,  nor  brnt  hk  longib 
I  own  his  ooosoience  ahravs  fc«e 
'  (Provided  he  has  got  his  foe)$ 
Secuve  of  censtant  peace  within. 
He  knows  no  guilt*  who  knows  no^hi* 

Yet  Hell  tiwy  merit  to  be  pilittl. 
By  clients  alwajFB  over«wittod. 
And  thoqgh  the  gospel  seems  to  ^aa^ 
What  heavy  bmthcni  lanryem  Iny 
Upon  the  shoulders  of  their  neighbour, 
Iffor  tend  a  finger  to  the  labour, 
Al^ffttys  for  saving  theirnow  bacon ; 
No  doi^  the  toft  it  here'nlatglKii  i. 


To  prQfveit,  I  appeal  to  foct; 
And  thus  by  demonstmtion  show. 
What  burtbeiM  lawyers  undeivqi* 

With  enriy  clienU  at  bis  door, 
Thoni^  he  was  drank  the  night  befon^ 
And  crop-sick  with  unclubb'd-for  wine. 
The  wretoh  most  be  at  court  by  nhie  3 
Half  sunk  beneath  his  brieft  and  bag. 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag : 
Then  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bencfa^ 
In  English  vile,  and  viler  Vrendtt 
And  Ulhi,  vilest  of ^e  three; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  mcMdoreB  foe ! 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profisee. 
With  periods  long,  m  tenn  abetraw  I 
What  plkins  he  takes  to  be  prolix, 
A  thousand  lines  to  stand  for  six  1 
Of  common  sense  wiHioitt  a  word  in  i 
And  is  not  this  a  grievooa  burden  } 

The  lawyer  is  a  common  drodfe^ 
To  fight  our  pause  befoi«  the  judge  a 
And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  eusse. 
Condemned  to  bear  bis  dieot's  pone  | 
While  he,  at  ease,  seonre  and  light, 
Walks  boldly  hoicr  atdead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  tow% 
Trots  to  his  oountry-manaion  downj^ 
And,  disencnmbei*d  of  his  load. 
No  ^Miger  dreada  upon  the  mad; 
Despiseth  rapparees,  and  rides 
Safe  through  the  Newry  mountams'  gidai. 

Lindsay,  'tis  you  have  set  me  ao^ 
To  state  this  question  pn  and  coa* 
My  satire  may  c^end,  tx  true  j 
However,  it  conceras  not  yon. 
I  own,  them  may,  in  every  dan^ 
Peihape,  be  found  one  bansstmanf 
Yet  Imk  them  oloee,  in  this  tlMf  jamp^ 
To  be  but  rascals  in  the  Imnp. 
Imagine  Lindsay  at  the  besi. 
He's  mncb  the  same  his  bMthNB  atai 
Well  taught  by  practiae  tp  imbibe 
The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe  t 
And,  in  his  dient't  jsdt  defenee. 
Must  deviato  oft  (touk  rcmmmm  asase^ 
And  make  his  ignocande  disoenied. 
To  get  the  name  of  counea  learned 
(As  luctu  comes  d  non  lucendo) 
And  wisely  do  as  other  men  do : 
But  shift  him  to  a  better  seenob. 
Among  his  crew  off  r[>gues  in  grain; 
Surrounded  with  oompanicNiB  fit. 
To  taste  his  humonr,  sense,  and  wit^ 
You  'd  swear  he  never  took  a  foe, 
Nor  knew  in  knr  hu  A,  ^,  GL 

'TIS  hard,  where  dnllnem  ovar<iile^ 
To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  foola. 
And  we  admire  the  man  who  saves 
As  hofiesty  in  crowds  of  knaves ; 
Nbr  viekb  up  vhtue,  at  di8et«lio% 
To  inllahis  of  his  own  prafossioik 
Lbidsay,  you  ki)pr  what  pains  you  tilfi^ 
Ih  both,  y«t  hardly  sate  your  stdee; 
And  will  you  venture  both  anew, 
Tb  sit  among  that  venal  erew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legi^tori^ 
Abandon'd,  stupid,  sUyifh  pnten  t 
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l%e  fool  who  tcimmUM  for  a  tri0e; 
WlK>  for  fait  paini  as  cuff 'd  and  kiokVl, 
Bnnrn  througfa  the  dht,  his  pocketi  pkkPd  ( 
Yoa  matt  espeoi  the  likA  ditgiaoe, 
Seimmbling  with  rofuetto  get  a  plaeo  ; 
Matt  loae  the  hononr  you  hava  gaia'd> 
Your  ■ameioot  virtoet  fouUy  ttaia'd; 
Bitclaiai  for  ever  all  pretenoe 
To  oonmoifrhoiieity  and  leoiei 
And  join  m  firiendihip  with  a  ttriot  tie, 
Tq  M— I,  C-ir,  and  DickTIgfae  K 


A  DULOOUB 

MTWBBW 

AK  EMINENT  LAWYER  t 

▲KD 

m.  JONATHAN  SWIFT,  D.  S.  P.  0. 

M  AIXUtlOM  T«  HOKACt,  tOOK   If.  SAT^   J. 

Sunt  qujbut  in  tatira,  &c. 


SufCB  there  are  pertonsnrho  complam 
There  's  too  much  satire  in  my  vein  ; 
That  I  am  often  found  exceeding 
The  ruies  of  raillery  an^  breeding ; 
With  too  much  fieedom  treat  my  betteriv 
Kot  sparing  even  men  of  letters  : 
Yoo,  who  are  sklird  in  lawyers*  lore, 
What  >t  your  advice }  Shall  I  give  o^er  ? 
Kor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expose 
Esther  in  verse  or  humorous  prose  ; 
And,  to  avoid*all  future  ill. 
In  my  scmtoire  lock  up  my  quill  ? 

LAWVBR. 

Snoe  you  are  pleased  to  condescend 
To  ask  the  judgment  of  a  friend. 
Your  case  oonsider'd,  I  must  think 
You  should  withdraw  firora  pen  aatl  ink, 
Forhear  yognr  poetry  and  jake% 
And  live  like  other  Christian  folks  ; 
Or,  if  the  Mases  must  inspire 
Your  foncy  with  their  pleasing  fire. 
Take  subjects  safer  for  your  wit 
Than  those  on  which  you  lately  writ. 
Commend  the  times,  your  thoughts  correct. 
And  follow  the  prevailing  sect ; 
Assert,  that  Hyde  \  in  writing  story» 
Shows  ail  the  maliee  of  a  Tory ; 
While  Burnet  S  in  his  deathless  paga, 
Discovers  fireadom  without  rage. 
To  Woolston  ^  recommend  our  yo«tfa« 
For  learning,  probitya  aad  truth ', 

>  Thia  centleman,  wte  waast  piivy  €<wndkB, 
inewred  the  seveva  displeasarB  of^tha  Daaa,  who 
hat  taken  several  oppaitnniUss  of  aeMwing  him.  Jf. 

'  Miv  Lmdbay,     See  p,  413. 

9  Edward  Hyde,  the  fisst  pavl  ^if  OaMnicii,  who 
wrote  the  hittory  of  the  civvlwuK    M:     .. 

«ThecaMif«tndbiriiop«CSnUdmiy.    AC 

^A^ngmdM  dnKymanof  ShaafaunhnfEiH^ 


That  noUe  fatt)tti,'whoin!hiiris 
The  Cham  which  fetter  free-boni  misdt  j 
Redeems  us  from*  the  slavish  fean 
Which  lasted  near  two  thousand  ysBri^ 
He  cao  alone  tlie  priesthood  humble. 
Make  gilded  spires  and  altam  tumbkii 

DR.   8WIFT. 

Must  I  commend  against  my  oonaoi—w 
Such  stupid  blasphemy  and  nonieosa^? 
To  such  a  subject  tune  my  lyre, 
And  sing  like  one  of  Milton's  choir. 
Where  devils  to  a  vale  retreat. 
And  call  the  laws  of  wisdom  fate^ 
Lament  up6n  their  hapless  fall. 
That  force  free  virtue  should  enthnll  ? 
Or  shall  the  charms  of  wealth  and 
Make  me  pollute  the  Moses'  bower  ? 

LAWVBS. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  my  desk  the  words  that  follow  : 
*'  Some,  by  philosophers  misled. 
Mutt  honour  you  alive  and  dead; 
And  such  as  know  what  Greece  hath  wri^ 
Must  taste  your  irony  and  wit ; 
Whilst  most  that  are,  or  would  be  greal^ 
Must  dread  your  pen,  your  person  hate  $ 
And  you  on  Drapier*s  ^  hill  must  lie. 
And  there  without  a  mitre  die.'' 


ON  BVRmKG  A  DULL  POBA 

nap. 

An  ass's  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poisouous  juice  which  kills  by  cofdf 

Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read. 

No  vessel  but  an  ass's  head 

Such  frigid  fusiian  could  contain ; 

I  mean,  the  heod  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts. 

Went  down  like  stupifying  draughts : 

I  found  my  head  began  to  swim, 

A  numbness  crept  through  every  limh. 

In  haste,  with  imprcc.ations  dire, 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire : 

Vilien,  (who  uould  think  ?)  though  cold  as  io^ 

It  burnt  to  ashes  in  a  trioe. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  born  in  snow,  it  died  in  flame. 


Aif  EPISTLE 

vo 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  JfC«K  LOKD  CARTERET, 

aV  na.  »«tAWr.     If99, 

Credis  oh  hoc,  me,  Paabir,  opes  fectMse  ifCBf^ 
Propter  %Bod,  vulgns,  crassaque  IMmi  asi^st. 

Mart.  £pig.  Jib.  hi, 

Tifofr  wise  and  lesmed  mler  of  our  isle, 
Whose  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile ; 

^  In  the  county  of  Armagh,  where  pr.  Swift,  in 
i^e  year  1'2S9,  had  some  thoughts  of  building ;  at 
appean  by  several  of  the  following  poAos.    F«     , 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Whoi  next  your  generow  tonl  ibftK  coDdeweDd 
T  instruct  or  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge. 
On  some  high  theme  you  learnedly  enlarge ; 
Of  all  the  ways  of  visdom  reason  irell, 
How  Richelieu  roae,  and  how  Sejanut  fell : 
Or,  when  your  brow  less  thoughtfully  unbends. 
Circled  with  Swift  and  some  delighted  friends ; 
When,  ifiiidng  mirth  and  wisdom  with  your  wme, 
like  that  your  wit  shall  flow,  your  genms  sbine^ 
Nor  with  less  praise  the  conversation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide ; 
Or  when  the  dean,  long  privileg'd  to  rail, 
Asserts  his  friend  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilst  I  sit  by  abash'd  and  mute), 
With  soft  concessions  shortening  the  dispute ; 
Then  close  with  kind  inquiries  of  my  state, 
^  **  How  are  your  tithes,  and  hare  they  rose  of  late  ? 
Why,  Christ-Church  is  a  pretty  situation. 
There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation  ! 
This,  with  your  other  things,  nuist  yield  you  <:lear 
Some  six — at  least  five  hundred  pounds  a  year." 

Suppose,  at  such  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  speak  these  truths  ns  plainly  as  you  read  »cni 
(You  shall  njoin,  my  lonl,  when  I  *ve  rc^plied, 
And,  if  you  please,  my  lady  shall  decide)  ! 

'*  My  lord,  I  'm  satisfied  you  meant  me  well ; 
And  that  Pm  thankful,  all  the  world  can  tell : 
But  you  '11  foiigive  me,  if  I  own  th'  event 
Is  short,  is  very  short,  of  your  intent ; 
At  least,  I  feel  some  ills  unfeJt  before, 
My  income  less,  and  my  expenses  more.'* 

"  flow,  doctor !  double  vicar !  double,  teotor! 
A  dignitary  !  with  a  city  lecture ! 
What  glebe»— what  dues-^wbat  tithes -what  fines 

— ^whatrcnt!    . 
Why,  doctor  ? — ^will  you  never  be  content  ?" 

"  Would  my  good  lord  but  cast  up  the  account, 
And  see  to  what  my  revenues  amount. 
My  titles  ample  I  hut  my  gain  so  small. 
That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
And  very  wretched  sure  is  he,  that  *8  double 
In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
Add  to  this  crying  grievance,  if  you  please. 
My  hones  founder'd  on  Fermanah  wa3's ; 
Ways  of  well-polishM  and  welNpointed  stone. 
Where  every  step  endangers  every  bone ; 
And  more  to  rmiie  yonr  pity  and  3*our  wonder. 
Two  churches— twelve  Hibernian  miles  asunder  ! 
With  complicated  eyres,  I  labour  hard  in, 
Besides  whole  summers  absent  from  my  garden  ! — 
But  that  the  world  would  think  X  playM  the  fool, 
1  'd  change  with  Charley  Grattan  for  his  school  i-» 
What  fine  caacades,  what  visfo^,  might  I  mak^ 
Fixt.in  the  centre  of  th'  lemian  lake ! 
There  might  I  sail  delighted,  smooth  and  safe. 
Beneath  the  conduct  of  my  good  sir  Ralph  ' : 
There  's  not  a  better  ste^er  in  the  realm ; 
I  hope,  my  lord,  yon  *ll  call  him  to  the  A^/w,''— 

*'  Doctoi^— a  glorious  scheme  to  tase  your  grief ! 
When  ettret  are  cross,  a  school  's  a  sure  relief. 
Yotf  camiot  fral  of  hehig  happy  there. 
The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care : 
The  scheme  is  for  your  honour  and  yonr  ease ; 
And,  doctor^  I  'U  promote  it  when  you.plea8e. 

>  A  free-school  at  Imiiskill^,  founded  by  Kras- 
tmiS  Smith,  esq.    Tf» 

«£Sr  Ralph  Oore.who  had  •  fflla  In  the  lake  of 
Eriik 


Mean-while,  allowing  tlunas  below  yonr  merit. 

Yet,  doctor,  you  ^ve  a  phikisopbic  spirit; 

Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  inoonie,  small. 

And  you  *yt  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 

You  've  trees,  and  fruits,  and  roots,  enongh  hi  store: 

And  what  would  a  pibilosopher  havo  more  } 

You  cannot  wi^  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks — *' 

"  My  lord,  1  've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books— 
Or  pray,  suppose  my  wants  were  all  supplied. 
Are  there  no  wants  I  should  regard  beside  > 
Whose  breast  ti  So  unmanned,  as  not  to  snieve, 
OompassM  with  miseries  he  can't  reimve? 
Who  can  be  happy — ^who  should  wish  to  live. 
And  want  the  godlike  happiness  to  give? 
(That  I  'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  must  allow: 
I  had  it  once— and  I  *m  disbarr'd  it  now). 
Ask  your  own  heart,  my  lord,  if  this  be  true, 
rhen  how  unblQ»t  am  1  I  how  blest  are  you  !*' 

"  Tis  true  —but,  doctor,  let  us  wave  all  that— 
Say,  if  you  had  your  wish,  what  yoa  'd  be  at." 

"  Kxcnse  me,  g(X)d  my  lord — I  won't  be  sounded. 
Nor  shall  yonr  fitvour  by  my  wants  he  bounded. 
.My  lord,  1  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
Nor  is  it  fit  I  ftlKMild  presiTibe  te  you. 
Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himself  avow 
(Whose  rig^id  ruh?s  are  antiquated  now)— 
My  lord,  1  'd  wish  to  paif  tf.e  Hebtt  J  oue— 
I  *'d  wish  besides— to  build,  and  to  bettomj* 


jiN  EPISTLE  UPOS  AS  EPISTLE 

FROM 

A  CERTAIN  IXXrrOR 

TO 

A  CERTAIN  GREAT  LORD. 

SEIKO    A    CaaiVIMAS-BOX    FOB   DS.    DBLAHY* 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  less. 
When  things  of  more  importance  press j 
You  can't,  grave  sir,  believe  it  hard. 
That  you,  a  lc»w  Hibernian  bard, 
Should  cool  your  heels  awhile,  and  wait 
I'nanswer'd  aryour7«^/o«'8  gate: 
Ami  would  my  lord  vouchsafe  te  grant 
This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want. 
Free  leave  to  ploy  his  stcretaryy 
As  Falstaff  acted  old  king  Harry  j 
.1  *d  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
Folks  shrug,  and  cry  'Ikert  *»  nothiKg  M  'f. 
And,  after  several  rr  adings  over, 
it  shines  most  in  the  marble  cover. 

Mow  could  so  fine  a  taste  dispoose. 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  sense  } 
Nor  will  my  lord  so  far  heguiie 
The  WW  and  learned  of  our  isle  j 
To  make  it  pass  upen  the  nation. 
By  dhit  of  his  side  ^ppiobafisn. 
The  Uuijfi  is  arduous,  patn>qs  find. 
To  warp  the  sense  of  nil  mankind  ; 
Who  think  your  Muse  must  fint  aspire* 
Ere  be  advance  the  doctor  higgler. ' 

You  've  cause  to  say  he  meant  y»u  tnUs 
That  yoa  are  tkatd^mi,  who  cast  te/f  >  * 
Forlstill  yon  're  sboit  (which  gnevca.^hour  spirii) 
Of  hitfSBtMit;  ^oaiBcaiir^iiiripcfit*  .  * .  '        '^ 
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AH !  qudnh  recHuty  ta  M^epte, 
ftitr  nil  moikis  torn  infpfe  f 
Smedley  >,  th«u  Jonmtbiiii  of  CIngher, 
•'  When  thou  thy  bumble  lay  dost  offer 
To  Grafton's  grace,  with  f^ratefiiY  h«:ut. 
Thy  thanks  and  verm  devoid  of  art : 
Content  with  what  his  boonty  gave. 
No  larger  income  do6t  thou  crave' 

But  you  mntt  have  cascades;  and  all 
feme's  lake  for  your  canal. 
Your  vistos,  banr's>  and  (a  pox  on 
All  pride  ! )  our  sfieak^r  ibr  yoar  conoon  ? 
It 's  pity  that  he  can't  bcttow  you 
Twelve  ooromoners  in  caps  to  row  3rou. 
Thus  Ed^r  proud^  in  days  of  yore, 
Held  mooarchs  labouring  at  the  oar ; 
And,  as  he  pam*d,  so  swelPd  the  I>Re, 
Knrai^d,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  different  is  this  firotn  Smedley  ! 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
**  Who  only  asks  some  pretty  cure, 
In  wholesome  soil  and  ether  pure ; 
The  garden  stored  with  artless  Auwert, 
In  either  angle  shady  bowers : 
No  gay  parterre  with  costly  green 
Must  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen ; 
But  Nature  freely  take&  her  course, 
Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force : .      ' 
No  sheets  to  check  her  sprooHng  vigunr. 
Or  shape  the  ijfwt  to  antic  figure." 

But  you,  forsooth,  your  ali  must  squander 
On  that  poor  spot,  calPd  Dell-ville  yonder: 
And  when  jrou  We  been  at  vast  expenses 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fiances, 
Your  assets  fail,  and  cash  is  wanting  i 
Nor  ferther  buildings,  fitrtlier  planting : 
No  wonder,  when  you  raise  and  level. 
Think  this  wall  km,  and  that  wall  bevcK 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  firand, 
Which  you  demolished  to  the  ground : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbour. 
And  set  the  house  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  sprang  an  arch,  whk;h,  in  a  scurvy 
Tlomonr,  you  tumbled  topsy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to^  jiqnare, 
Then  to  a  circle  as  yon  were : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is. 
That  you  quadraia  change  rotundu  f 

T '  Faroe  a  temple  you  erect, 
A  Flora  d-  les  the  dome  protect ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high :  and  in  a  holkiw 
You  place  the  Muses  and  Apolk> ; 
There  shining  'midst  his  train,  to  graM 
Your  whimsical  poetic  place. 

Tliese  stories  were  of  old  designed 
As  fables  ;  but  you  have  refin'd 
The  poets'  mj'tbologic  dreams. 
To  real  Muses,  gods,  and  streams 
Who  would  not  swear,  when  you  contriva  th«9. 
That  you  're  Bon  Quixote  Redivivus  ? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies, 
Wliich  only  winter's  nun  supplies. 
Oh !  couMst  thpu,  by  aome  magic  speli^ 
Hither  convey  St  Patrick's  well ! 
Here  may  it  re-alsume  its  stream  *, 
And  take  a  greater  Patrick's  name  1 

I  Sec  a  PetitkmtotheDukeofQraftoo,  p.487. 
s  See  Dr.  Swift's  venes  on  tiat  diying-up  of  Ifaif 
^1,  in  this  TolooiefsBii  ^U. 


If  yMiT  expenses  i4se  so  higb, 
What  income  can  your  wants  supply  t 
Yet  still  you  fiuicy  you  inherit 
A  fiind  of  such  snperior  merits 
That  you  can't  fiiil  of  more  proviskmt 
All  by  my  lady'*%  kind  deciskNL 
For,  the  more  livings  yon  can  fiith  up. 
Yon  think  you  'II  sooner  be  a  bishop : 
Tliat  could  not  be  my  lord^s  inient, 
Nor  can  it  an$wer  the  event 
Most  think  what  has  been  heap'd  on  you. 
To  other  sort  of  folk  was  due : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flams, 
FpistleSf  tiddiet,  epigrams. 

Though  now  your  depth  mnst  not  be  sounded. 
The  time  was,  when  you  'd  have  compounded 
For  less  than  Charley  Gnttan's  sohool : 
Five  hundred  pound  a  year  's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  advice  then  from  your  friend :' 
To  your  ambition  put  an  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe. 
Before  you  huild  and  you  bestow. 
Be  modest ;  nor  address  3rour  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  fiaimiliar  letters. 

A  passage  may  be  found  3,  J  >ye  heard, 
In  some  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard, 
Wliich  says,  "  Would  crows  in  silence  ea€ 
't*heir  offals,  or  their  better  meat. 
Their  generous  feedera  not  provoking 
By  loud  and  unbarmonioua  croaking  ; 
They  might,  unhurt  by  Envy's  daws, 
live  on,  nnd  stuff  to  boot  their  maws.'* 


A  LIBEL 

on  TBI   lEVBRENa 

DR.  DELANY* 

AMD  HIS  mXCSLLENCr 

JOHN  LORD  CARTERET.     1729. 

Drluobd  mortals,  whom  the  great 
Choose  for  companions  tite  a  tite  ; 
Who  at  their  dinners,  enfamiUe^ 
Get  leM'e  to  sit  whene'er  you  will ; 
Then  boasting  tell  us  where  you  din'df 
And  how  his  iordihtp  was  so  kind ; 
How  many  pleasant  things  lie  spoke. 
And  how  you  iaiigk'd  9l  every  joke: 
Swear  he  's  a  mi«t  facetious  man ; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can  : 
You  travel  with  ^  heavy  load, 
And  quite  mistake  pr^ermenVs  road. 

Suppose  my  lirrd  and  you  alone ; 
Hint  the  least  interest  <if  your  own. 
His  visage  drops,  he  knits  his  brow^ 
He  cannot  talk  of  bnsiiiess  now : 
Or,  mention  hut  a  vacant  pott^ 
He  '11  turn  it  off  with,  «  Name  yoj^r  to^  :*^ 
Nor  could  the  nicest  artist  pafait 
A  countenance  with  more  oonitrainL 

For  as,  their  appetites  to  quench. 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench; 
So  men  of  wit  are  Iwt «  kind 
(X'pandar^toa  \icioiisiiiiiid| 


>  JEfor.  Ub.  Sp,  L  «ViL 
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Who  proper  obyMts.iliiiit  previds' 
To  gratify  their  lust  of  pride. 
When,  wearied  with  iDtrigue»of  state^ 
They  find  an  idle  hour  to  pnrte> 
Then,  shall  you  <&ire  to  ask  a  place, 
Yoa  forfeit  all  your  patron^s  grace. 
And  disappoint  the  sole  design 
Tor  which  he  sununon'd  you  to  dine. 

Thus  Congreve  spent  in  writiiig  ifAxjm, 
And  one  poor  office,  half  his  days : 
While  Montague,  who  olaim'd  the  staAioB 
To  be  Mrecenas  of  the  nation. 
For  poets  open  taUe  kapt^ 
Bat  ne*er  considered  where  they  slept: ' 
Hiiaeelf  ae  riefa  ae  fifty  Je«e; 
Was  easy,  though  they  wanted  shoes^; 
And  crazy  Congrave  scaree  could  spam- 
A  shilling  to  disebaife  his  chair; 
Till  pradeoee  taught  him  to  appeal 
From  Paean's  Ere  to  parif^  aeal ; 
Not  owing  to  his  happy  vein 
The  fortunes  of  his  later  scene, 
Took  proper  printiptet  to  thrive ; 
And  so  might  every  Attxe  aliye. 

Thns  StP^,  who  own>d  what  otIieBV  iMit» 
And  aourishM  by  imputed' wit. 
From  perile  gf  a  hundred  jails 
Withdrew  to  starvej  and  die  in  Wal^ 

Thus  Gay,  the  Aore  with,  many  fi^ieods^ 
Twice  seven  long  yasics  the  conff  :atlMul»: 
Who^  under  talea  coDvejangtrnth, 
To  virtue  formM  ^prineeitf  yoofth  > : 
Who  paid  his  courtship  with  the  crowd 
As  far  as  moieH  pride  aUow'd^ 
Rejects  a  senile  usher'B  place, 
Aod  leaves  St.  James's  in  disgrace. 

Thitt  Addison,  by  lerd^  earest. 
Was  left  in  foreign  leads  distrest; 
Forgot  at  home,  became  for  hire 
A  travelling  tutor  te  tus^mre : 
But  wisely  left  the  Muses'  hill,. 
To  business  shaped  the  poet*s  quill. 
Let  all  bw  barren  lam«ls  frde^ 
Took  up  himself  the  courtier*s  tfade. 
And,  grown  a  m/Msiter  t^sUtf^i 
Saw  poets  at  his  levee  wait: 

Hail,  happy  Pope^  whoae  generoae  miiiA 
Detesting  all  the  statesman,  kind^ 
Contemm'ng  courte,  oto  emtrU  naseen,  ^ 
Refused  the  visits  crf*0<p)seiii 
A  soul  with  every  vhtn*  ftanght^ 
By  sAges,  jyriests,  or  poeii  taught ; 
Whose  ftltal  piety  eioel* 
Whatever  Grecian  story -tells; 
A  genius  for  all  statkMis  fit^ 
Whose  tneaneit  taleni  i»  his  wit ; 
His  heart  too  great^  thoagli  Ibrtune  \Mb, 
To  lick  a  rascal  stttt9imaM*%  spilNlrj 
Appealmg  to  the  natioa's  taste^ 
Above  the  reach  of  want  is  plaoPii : 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive. 
Which  Hottsr  nenrer  could  alive  j 
And  sits  al^  on  Pindos*  haadv 
Despising  tlavet  that  ermg9  (tar  bntA 

Thie  politicians  only  pay 
For  solid  work^  hntnotforpAky  ; 
Nor  ever  chose  to  worfowitbtool* 
Forg*d  up  in  eollegef  tuataeHmk* 

>  Williw  duke  ofCuiahMPtabd^  lift ttOewiyt  II. 


Consider  how  much  mdra  ia  dii# 
To  all  their .foum^m^n  than  yoor 
At  table  you  can  Horace  quote; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  v«te : 
You  show  yoor  skill  in  Greeiau  story  ; 
Bat  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Toiy : 
Ybo,  as  a  critic,  are  so  cnriooe 
To  find  a  verse  in  Vngil  spurious; 
But  they  can  smoke  the  deep  des^fpBi^ 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Pulteoey  dhi«i 

Besides,  jrour  patron  may  opbraid  jt^ 
That  yoo  have  got  a  place  almdy  ; 
Aik  office  for  your  talenti  fit. 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  show  your  wife; 
To  snuff  the  lights,  and  stir  the  fire^ 
And  get  a  drnner  for  your  hiie. 
What  chum  have  yoo  to  plmee  orpemaiomP 
He  overpays  m  oondesoeneioB. 

But,  reveiend  doctor,  you,  ve 
Gould  never  condescend  so  low : 
The  vice-roy,  whom  you  now  atteud^ 
Would,  if  he  durst,  be  more  your  fisand-^ 
Nor  will  in  you  those  gifts  despise^ 
By  which  himself  was  taught  to  riae: 
When  he  has  virtue  to  retire^ 
He  Ul  grieve  he 'did  net  ruse  yun  hi|^iery 
And  plkce  3^00  in  a  better  statkm. 
Although  it  might  have  pleased  the  natiaii 

This  may  be  truo    euhuMttiug'  abU> 
To  Walpole's  more  than  royal  will ; 
And  what  oonditikxi  can  be  worse  ^ 
He  conies  to  dram  a  ftcggor**  pun*  ; 
He  comes  to  tifronr  ohainaon  filster. 
And  show  os,  Buglend  ia.'oor  maalcr  i 
Caressing  knaves,  and- dunoea  wooing, 
To  make  tbeon  uoek  their  own  unieiny. 
What  has  he  else  to  bait  bis  trapa» 
Or  bring  his-oermas  iu,  bat  jeri^f 
The  offiUs  of  a  churek  dislMst; 
A  hungry  vicoiug^aibbeet ; 
Or  some  lenoto  inferior  ^os^ 
With  forty  pounds  &  year  sA  UMib^ 

But  here  again  you  iaterpase'  ■ 
Yoor  favourite  lord  is>nane  oil 
Who  owe  their  virtnea  to  their  1 
And  characters  to  dedieationa  1 
For  keep  him  in,  oe  tuna  him  out. 
His  learning  none  wiU^  oatt  io  dei^; 
His  learnings  though  a  pMi<  said  it 
Before  a  play,  woold  lose  no  credit'; 
Nor  Pope  would  date  deny  hbn  wil^ 
Although  to  praise  it  Phillipe  writ. 
I  own,  he  halas  aoactKO  base, 
^  His  virtues  battling  with  has  piaet ; 
Nor  wants  ^  nice  diseeitiing  spirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  spurious  merit ; 
Can  sometimes  drop  a  ooler's  otaim. 
And  give  up  party  to  hiS'fikmB. 
I  do  Oe  most  tfaat/rrsuMip  oao; 
1  hate  the  eica-foy,  loee  the  aiam 

But  you  who,  tUl  yBor-fo<»Bni>  V  laade^ 
Must  be  a  sweetener  fay  yourtrnda^ 
Should  swear  be- nevea  moBOt  ui  1% 
We  suifer  sore  agaiasthiB.wil^; 
That,  if  He  could  butese  hbdnMl^ 
He  would  have  choi»a.miidirpuaUi 
We  rather  should  lament  his  case, 
Wfie  DMul  obey,  or  iMollirpfaM. 

Suae  tiU^iuiMtlMP  lil^  roar  P«V 
Imeit  it  whm  you  wiH^ifikil: 
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And,  to  ffloftnto  i^  fmiAnm 
Ha  iimU  for  hit  exciae: 

'*  So  to  destroy  m  goiltgr  l«»i 
Ab  angel  <  sent  by  AMfMt't  c 
While  be  ob^ys  ^Mfiliy  wttlft 
Pnhapi  may  fM  em^umm  itill; 
And  wish  the  talk  bad.bMn  atngD'a 
To  jprritt  of  less  geqtte  kind;" 

But  I,  in  poliHei  grown  old» 
Whose  tbooghti  are  of  a  dtfliBvent  moM^ 
Who  from  my  aoul  sinoeffaly  hato 
Both  kings  and  ndnui^rt  of  #teto, 
Who  look  on  courts  with  stricter  eyee 
To  see  the  seeds  of  wee  nriae, 
Can  lend  yon  an  allusion  fitter^ 
Though  yVeileriMf  Amvef  may  call  k  tUar  ; 
Which,  if  yott  duni  bot  give  it  plaee» 
Would  show- yon  many  a  siatesman*i  flfca  i 
Tresh  Awn  the  tripod  of  Apollo 
I  had  it  in  the  wofds  that  fbllofw 
(Take  notice,  to  avoid  oflMiae, 
1  here  except  ku  exeeUmtegf. 

"  So,  to  effect  his  iiBMS«t:A%  endh^ 
Trom  Heil  a  vtc^-roy  devil  atpendi ; 
His  kudget  with  flpmc;ilren«cmmm*dt 
Ihe  contributionB  of  the  damned  ; 
Which  with  unqpaiing  hnpd'he  8treiw» 
'  Through  amrts  and  senai9§  as  he  goes  ; 
And  then  at  Beelaebub's  bhck  hall 
Oomptains  his  iudget  wnt  too  sasalL"* 

Your  simiU  may  beltar  shine 
Ib  Terse ;  but  there  is  tniHi  in  nnne. 
For  no  imaginable  thtngfe 
Can  differ  more  than  godi  and  kfaigs : 
And  statetmas  by  ten  thousand  odd» 
An  angels  just  as  kmga  am  gods» 


TO  DR.  DBLANT, 

OV  THft 

LIBELS  WRITTEN  AOAINST  HIM. 

— Tsatt  ttbi  non  sit  opaci 
Onmis-arennTagt.  Jjoy. 

As  some^iaw  y(%tfa  hi  country  bred, 
To  arms  by  thirst- of  honour  led, 
l^nien  at  a  skinmsh  first  he  hears 
The  bullets  whistUng  rpupd  his  ears. 
Will  duck  his  head  aside,  will  start. 
And  feel  a  trembling  at  hit  heart. 
Till  'scaping  oiK  without  a  wouivi 
Lessens  the  terrour  of  the  sound ; 
Fly  ballets  now  as  thick  as  hops. 
He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops: 
An  author  thus,  who  punts  for  fame, 
Begins  the  irorld  witii  fear  and  shame  i 
^Vhen  first  in  print,  you  see  him  dravt 
Each  pop-gun  lerelM  at  his  head :        » 
The  lead  yon  critic^l  quill  contains^ 
Is  destfaM  to  beat  ont  his  bmins : 
As  if  he  heard  loud  thonders  roll. 
Cries,  Lofd»  faaTe  mercy  on  hi4  soul  I 
Conduffing,  that  another  shot 
Will  strike  him  dead  upon  the  rgg^ 


t8n«li«i«.i 


ai» 


But,  when  with  s(|iuhMn|^  i 
He  cannot  see  one-creatme  dropping^ 
That,  missing  fire,  or  missing  ain^ 
His  life  is  mfe,  I  msmhis  (mm; 
Th^  danger  p«st,  takes  heart  of  gmce^. 
And  looks  «  critin  in.the  hee^ 

Though  splendour  gifts  the  feirest  rnvk 
To  potson'd  mhrom  him  thndnrk. 
Yet,  in  yourse^  wkn  smooth  ond  remndi 
They  glance  aside  wittoot  a  woand« 

Tis  said,  tha  gods  Iry^d  all  their  ait^ 
How  pun  they,  might  fnmi  pUatmro  foitt^ 
But  little  could  their  strength  Avnil ; 
Both  still  are  £sstottVi  by  the  taih 
Thus  fame  and  csajnre  with  a  tethec 
By  late  are  alwnys  linkHi  togstfaen 

Why  will  you  aim  to  ha  picfesr'd. 
In  wit  before  the  common  hisrd; 
And  yet  grow  moiti^d  ai^  f«itf d 
To  pa^r  ihe  penaHy  aanend  ? 

Tis  eminence  makes  esrry  rise  ^ 
As  fiurest  fhiite  attraot  the  fiies. 
Should  stupid  libels  grieve  yxNur  jmi^ 
Yon  soon  a  remedy  may  ftiid ; 
Lie  down  obscure  like  other  fblte. 
Bekiw  the  lash  of  snarlinP  johes^ 
Their  Action  is  five  hundred  oddt  :• 
For  every  coicomb  lendsthena  mds^ 
And  sneers  as  leanaadljp-as  they^ 
Like  females  o^er  their  morning  tea* 

You  say,  the  Mus^'will  ^t  oosHsis^ 
And  write  you  must,  or  bmak  atvain.. 
Then,  if  you  find  thn  terms  too^banl^ 
No  longer  my  adtiea  regard : 
Bot  raise  3roor  fancy  on  the- wing; 
The  Irish  senate*^  praises  sing: 
How  jealous  of  the  nation's  freedoos^ 
And  for  corruptions  how.  they  woad-'ent;. 
How  each  the  public  good  pursues^ 
How  for  their  hearts  from  private  »jswns 
Make  all  true  patriots,  up  to  shae-hayS| 
Htizza  their  brethren  at  the  Blq^boys  ^ 
'I^us  grown  a  member  of  the  oluh^ 
No  longer  dread  the  rage  of  Qruh. 

How  oft  am  I  for  rhyme  to -seek ! 
To  dress  a  thought,  may  toil  »  weeks 
And  then  how  thankful  to  the  tasm». 
If  all  my  pains  wilt  eaim  a  crawsi  I 
Whilst  every  critic  can  devour 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  honb 
Would  men  of  genius  cease  t»write|. 
The  rogues  must-die  for  wwit  a    ' 
Must  die  for  want  of  food  and  i 
If  scandal  did  not  flKirthsa  I 
How  cheerfully  the  hawkarsiCiyt 
A  satire,  and  the  gentry>bnyl 
While  my  hard-labooHd>poem  [ ' 
Unsold  upon  the  printsrfs  linesj 

A  genius  in  the  rewsssnd  gowD 
Most  ever  keep  ito  ow«e»  dswo^ 
lis  an  unnatuvnl  eoMJiHicliun» 
And  spoils  the  credit  of  thn  fiMatioMi 
Round  all  your  biuthiuu  castyoni 
Point  out  tis  snsest  men  to  rise>: 
That  club  of  candMatm  in^hladi^ 
The  least  deserthig  of  tlw  paskv 
Aspiring,  factions^  fierse,  and-leoci 
With  grace  and  leandng'WMnimsId^ 
Can  tnm  their  handt  t»svefy'jsH 
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Will  SQOwreohi » tbonkiidiiei, 
Than  snflSer  men  of  parts  to  rise; 
They  crowd  about  pvefennent's  gate, 
And  press  you  down  with  all  their  weight. 
For  as^  of  old,  mathematicians 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians  ; 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers 
Pronounce  all  men  of  wit  free-thinken. 
WH,  as  the  chief  of  virtue's  friends. 
Disdains  to  serve  tgn  -ble  ends. 
Observe  what  loads  of  stupid  rhymes 
Oppress  us  in  eomiptod  times : 
What  pamphlets  in  a^eoart's  defence 
Show  reason,  grammar,  truth,  or  sense } 
For  though  the  Muse  delights  in  fiction,  • 
She  ne'er  inspires  agafaist  conviction* 
Then  keep  your  virtue  still  unmixt. 
And  let  not  fection  come  betwnct : 
By  party-steps  no  grandeur  climb  at, 
Though  it  would  make  you  England's  primate: 
First  Team  the  science  to  be  didl, 
You  then  may  soon  your  conscience  lull ; 
If  not,  however  seated  high. 
Your  genius  hn  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  wasfrom  his  teeming  head 
Of  wit*s  fair  goddess  brought  to  bed. 
There  ibllow'd  at  his  Ijring-in 
For  after-birth  a  sooterkin ; 
Which,  as  the  nurse  puitued  to  kill, 
Attatn'd  by  flight  the  Muses*  hill. 
There  in  the  toil  began  to  root, 
And  litter'd  at  Paraassas*  foot 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  sprung, 
With  harpy  claws  and  poisonous  tongue. 
Who  fateen'on  poetic  scr^ 
Too  ctmning  to  be  caught  in  traps. 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  show. 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hare ;  the  wily  fox 
Devours  yonr  geese,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  envy  pleads  a  natural  claim 
To  persecute  the  Abuses'  feme; 
On  poets  in  all  times  aboshe, 
Fkom  Homer  down  to  Pope  inclusive. 
Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ?   . 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmost  rage  defies. 

That  safe  behind  the  wainscot  lies. 

Say,  did  you  ever  know  by  sight 
In  cheese  an  individual  mite  ? 

Show  me  the  same  numeric  flea. 

That  bit  yomr  neck  but  yesterday : 

You  then  may  boldly  go  in  quest 

To  find  the  Qnib-street  poet's  nest ; 

What  spunging-house,  in  dread  of  jail. 

Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail ; 

What  alley  they  are  nestled  in,- 

To  flourish  o'er  a  cup  of  gin ; 

Find  the  last  gan-et  where  they  lay. 

Or  cellar  where  they  starve  toUlay* 

Suppose  you  had  them  all  trepann*d, 

With  each  a  libel  in  his  hand. 

What  punishment  would  you  infliot  ? 

Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kicktl 

These  they  have  often  try'd  before; 

You  but  oblige  them  so  much  moi« : 

Themselves  would  be  the  fint  to  tell, 

^  make  their  trash  the  better  sell. 
You  have  been  iibePd— Let  us  know. 

What  Ibol  oflkioua  toU  yoa  so  2 


Will  you  r^rd  the  hawker^  eries^ 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whate'er  the  noby  scoundrel  says. 
It  might  be  something  in  your  pndse : 
And  praise  bestow'd  on  Grub-street  rhymes 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thousand  times. 
Till  critics  bism'e,  and  judges  praise. 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  hays. 
On  me  when  dunces  are  satiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Haled  byfoob,  BxiAfooU  to  hate. 
Be  that  my  moUo,  and  my /ale. 
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To  form  a  just  and  finisfa'd  piece. 
Take  ^enty  gods  of  Home  or  Greece, 
Whose  godships  are  in  chief  request. 
And  fit  your  present  sukgect  best : 
And,  should  it.be  your' hero's  case. 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race. 
Your  business  must  be  to  provide 
A  score  of  goddesses  beside. 

Some  call  their  monarchs  sons  of  Saturn, 
For  which  they  brhig  a  modem  pattern  ; 
Because  they  might  have  heard  of  one. 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  son  : 
But  this,  I  think,  will  not  go  dowu. 
For  here  the  fether  kept  his  crown. 

Why,  then,  appoint  him  son  of  Jove^ 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove .' 
To  this  we  freely  shall  cooaent. 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  mean*; 
And  in  their  sense,  *twixt  me  and  you; 
It  may  be  literally  tnie. 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  venie  require. 
He  must  be  greater  than  his  sire ; 
For  Jove,  as  every,  school-boy  knows. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depose  : 
And  sure  no  Christian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  scrupulous  than  a  l^eatheft  ^ 
Or,  if  to  blasphemy  it  tends. 
That 's  but  a  trifle  among  ftiends.  • 

Yonr  hero  now  another  Mars  is. 
Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a-^e 
Behold  his  glittering  falchion  mow 
'SVhole  squadrons  at  a  single  blow; 
While  victory,  with  wings  outspread. 
Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  h^ ; 
His  milk-white  steed  upon  its  haunches. 
Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  pauoche» : 
As  Overton  has  drawn  his  sire;. 
Still  seen  o'er  many  an  ale-hoose  fire. 
Then  from  his  arms  hoarse  thunder  roli% 
As  loud  as  fifty  mustard-bowls ; 
For  thunder  sdll  his  arm  supplies. 
And  lightning  always  in  hb  eyes : 
They  both  are  chea^  enough  m  oonsctence^ 
And  serve  to  echo  rattling  nonsense. 
The  rumbling  words  march  fierce  along. 
Made  trebly  dreadful  in  your  song. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth  day  rhymea 
To  sing  oif  warst^choose  peaceful  times* 
What  though,  fer  fifteeo  yeais  e^  i 
JaiiM  had  Mt'd  his-  tem^e-door ; 
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Thonith  not  m  coflbehoiwe  we  nad  in 
Hath  mentioii'cl  anni  on  this  side  Sweden^ 
Nor  Londoo  joarnals,  nor  the  postmen, 
IVNigh  food  of  warlike  lies  as  most  men  ; 
Thoo  itiU  with  battles  stuff  thy  head  full  t 
For,  most  thj  hero  not  be  dreadfil  ? 

Dismissiny  Mais,  it  next  must  follow 
YoQr  oonquerofT  is  become  Apollo  t 
That  he  >s  Apollo  b  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Maocenas  | 
But  that  he  stmts,  and  that  he  squints. 
Yon  'd  know  him  by  Apollo's  prints. 
Old  PboBboi  is  bat  half  as  bright* 
For  yours  can  shine  both  day  and  night. 
Hie  lint,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
lupire  you  with  poetic  rage ; 
Your  Phosbos  royal,  every  day. 
Not  only  can  inspire,  but  pay. 

Then  make  thn  new  Apollo  sit 
Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
*'  How  tnmk  his  altitude  he  stoops 
To  raise  up  virtue  when  she  droops  ; 
On  learning  how  his  bounty  flows. 
And  with  what  justioe  he  bestowst 
FisirUs,  and  ye  banks  of  Gam! 
Be  witness  if  I  tell  a  flam. 
What  prodigies  in  arts  we  drain, 
Prom  both  your  streams,  in  Geofgi^s  reign. 
Am  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nile*'— 
But  here  's  enoQgh  to  show  jrour  styles 
Broad  innnendos,  such  as  this. 
If  wdl  applied,  can  hardly  miss : 
For,  when  yon  bring  your  song  hi  print, 
lie  11  get  it  read»  and  Uke  the  hint, 
(It  mnet  be  read  before  'tis  warbled. 
The  paper  gilt,  and  cover  marbled) 
And  will  be  so  much  more  your  debtor, 
Because  he  never  knew  a  letter; 
And,  as  he  hears  his  wit  and  sense 
(To  which  be  never  made  pretence) 
Set  out  in  hyperbolic  strains, 
A  guinea  shall  reward  your  paln&  t 
For  patrons  never  pay  so  well. 
As  when  they  scarce  have  leam'd  to  spell. 

Next  call  him  Neptune :  with  his  trident 
He  rules  the  sea ;  yon  see  him  ride  in  t : 
And,  if  provok'd,  he  soundly  firks  his 
Rebellioos  waves  with  rods,  like  Xerxes* 
He  would  have  seis'd  the  Spanish  plate. 
Had  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late  j 
And  in  their  very  ports  besiege  tliem, 
But  that  he  would  not  disoblige  them  i 
And  make  the  rascals  pay  him  dearly 
For  those  afihmts  they  give  him  yearly, 
^is  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  wriU, 
Oar  mk  is  black,  our  paper  white  ; 
And,  when  we  scrawl  our  paper  o'er^ 
We  blacken  what  was  white  before  t 
I  think  this  practice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  satiric  wic 
But  you  some  white-lead  ink  must  get. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Yoor  interest  lies  to  learn  the  knadk 
Of  whitenbg  what  before  wa*  blaok. 

Thus  your  encomium,  to  be  strong* 
Must  be  applied  directly  wrong. 
A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praise. 
And  crown  a  royal  dnnoe  with  bays  I 
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A  squintmg  monkey  load  with  charmi^ 

And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 

Is  he  to  avarice  inclin'd  ? 

Extol  him  for  his  generous  mind ; 

And,  when  we  starve  for  want  of  eon. 

Come  out  with  Amalthea's  horn. 

For  all  esqperience  this  evinces 

The  only  art  of  pleasing  princes : 

For  princes'  love  you  should  descant 

On  virtues  which  they  know  they  wanti 

One  compliment  1  had  forgot. 

But  songsters  qnust  omit  it  not ; 

I  freely  grant  the  thought  is  old : 

Why,  then,  your  hero  must  be  told« 

In  him  such  virtues  lie  inherent. 

To  qualify  him  God's  vicegerent ; 

That,  with  no  title  to  inherit. 

He  must  have  besn  a  king  by  merit. 

Yet,  be  the  ikncy  old  or  new, 

lis  partly  folse,  and  partly  true : 

And,  take  it  right,  it  means  no  more 

Than  George  and  William  claim'd  before* 

Should  some  obscure  inferior  fellow^ 
Like  Julius,  or  the  youth  of  PeUa, 
When  all  your  list  of  gods  is  out. 
Presume  to  show  his  mortal  snuut^ 
And  as  a  deity  intrude. 
Because  he  had  the  world  snbdoed  ; 
Ob,  let  him  not  debase  vour  thoughti^ 
Or  name  him  but  to  tell  his  fo.ults.— ^ 

Of  gods  I  only  quote  the  best. 
But  you  may  hook-in  all  the  rest 

Now,  birth-day  bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praise  your  empress  and  her  breed* 
First  of  the  first,  to  vouch  your  lies. 
Bring  all  the  females  of  the  skies ; 
The  Graces,  and  their  mistress  Venus,     * 
Must  venture  down  to  entertain  us: 
With  bended  knees  when  they  adoie  her^ 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before  her ! 
Nor  shall  we  think  you  talk  at  random. 
For  Venut  might  be  her  great-grandam  x 
Sue  thousand  years  has  liv'd  the  goddess. 
Your  heroine  hardly  fifty  odd  is. 
Besides,  your  songsters  oft  have  shown 
That  she  hath  graces  of  her  own  | 
Three  graces  by  Lucina  brought  her, 
Ju;t  three,  and  every  grace  a  daughter. 
Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Sliall  at  their  snowy  feet  lay  down; 
In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  docens : 
To  court  their  English  German  cousins  t 
Besides  a  pair  of  princely  babies, 
That,  five  years  henoe,  will  both  be  Hebe% 

Now  see  her  seated  in  her  throne 
With  genuine  lustre/ all  her  own : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  shone  so  bright. 
Her  splendour  is  but  borrow'd  light  | 
And  only  with  her  brother  linkt 
Can  shine,  without  him  is  extinct^ 
But  Carolina  shines  the  clearer 
With  neither  spouse  nor  brother  near  bar; 
And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  isle^ 
Though  Geoige  is  gone  a  thousand  niUc% 
Thus  Bereoynthia  takes  her  places 
Attended  by  her  heavenly  race  ; 
And  sees  a  son  in  every  god, 
Unaw'd  by  Jove's  ttll-fl^skific  bo4 

Is 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


4«9 


SWIFt^  POEMS. 


Now  sing  hk  tittle  h^hnett  IVM%, 
Who  struts  like  aay  kivigr  already : 
With  so  niucb  beauty,  show  me  any  maid 
That  could  resist  thH  charming  Onrymede  \ 
Where  majesty  with  sweetn^as  vies. 
And,  like  his  father,  early  irtse. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work, 
To  cooquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk : 
Forctel  his  empire  crownM  with  hays. 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  dayn  { 
And  swear  his  line  shall  rule  the  natioB 
Pbr  ever — till  the  condagraftion. 

But,  now  it  comes  into  my  mind. 
We  left  a  little  duke  hchtnd ; 
A  Cupid  in  his  fiice  and  size,  ^ 

And  only  wants  to  want  his  eyet. 
Make  some  provision  for  the  youiiker, 
Find  him  a  kingdom  eitt-  tn  conqr.^ : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waf^  hrm  o'er, 
Make  Gulliver  bis  eommodore^ 
Into  whose  pocket  valiant  WiMy  pu*, 
Will  soon  sobdue  the  realm  «)f  Ltlliptit 

A  skilful  critic  jutftly  blames 
Bard,  tough,  crank,  if^ttnral,  hanh,  stiflf  names. 
The  sense  can  ne'er  be  tdo  jejune. 
But  smooth  your  Wbrdf  tn  fit  the  tune. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enough, 
But  George  and  Brunswick  are  too  roai:h : 
Hesse-Dannstodt  makes  a  mgged 'sound. 
And  Guelp  the  strongert  ear  wil>  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  #ords  for  harmony : 
And  yet  1  ntnst  except  the  iUiine, 
Because  it  clinks  to  Caroline. 
Hail !  queen  of  Bntam,  que^n  of  rhymes  ! 
Be  sung  ten  hundred  thon^ind  times ! 
Too  happy  were  the  poets'  crew, 
If  their  own  happiness  they  knew ; 
Three  syllables  did  never  meet 
So  soil,  so  sliding,  and  so  sweet : 
Nine  other  tuneful  words  like  that 
Would  prove  ev'n  Homer*8  numbers  flat 
Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  stand. 
With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  band  ; 
In  concord  hens  for  ever  fixt, 
No  jarring  consonant  betwixt. 

May  Otroline  contintie  long. 
For  ever  fi&ir  And  young  I — ^hi  song. 
What  though  the  royal  carcase  .most^ 
Squeezed  in  a  coffin,  turn  to  dust  ? 
Those  elements  her  name  compoae, 
like  atoms,  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps," 
Yet  still  you  must  consult  your  maps;- 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sebrina,  Medway,  and  the  HiaiheB. 
Britannia  long  will  #ear  like  steel, 
But  Albion's  clii&  are  out  at  heel  ; 
And  patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  Jfon  roar. 
Give  up  the  phrase  of  haughty  Gaul. 
But  proud  Iberia  soundly  maul : 
Restore  the  ships  by  Philip  taken, 
And  make  him  crouch  to  save  his  bacon^ 
Nassau,  who  got  tbe  name  of  glorioui 
Because  he  never  wa*  victorious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been ; 
Fpr  old  acqnaintamte  brmg  bim  in. 


To  Walpole  yoa  nrigfil  tend  ft  fa^ 
But  much  J  fear  he  *s  m  declicin  $ 
And,  if  you  chance  to  cecDe  too  late^ 
When  he  goes  out,  you  share  Ms  Me» 
And  bear  the  new  sacoessor^  iromt ; 
Or,  whom  you  once  sang  up,  sing  da«iw 

Reject  with  soura  that  stai^  notion. 
To  praise  your  hero  fur  devstkMi  $ 
Xor  entertain  a  thought  so  odd, 
Thk/ princes  should  beliefe  in  God  ;  , 
But  follow  the  secw^st  rule, 
Anrl  turn  it  all  to  ridicule : 
Tis  grown  the  choicest  wit  at  cpnit. 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honow  sport. 
For,  since  they  taik'd  with  doetar  CteilEft, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dai4c : 
That  sound  dicine  the  truth  haCh  tpMe  «ll» 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  Hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  hatf  the  tnnble 
Of  bargains  sold,  or  meannags  double. 

Supposing  now  yonr  song  is  Ame, 
To  mynheer  Haadd  next  you  ran, 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prone 
Yonr  words  to  some  Kalian  tme ; 
Then  print  it  in  the  krfgest  letter. 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  belbflr* 
Present  it  boldly  on  you  knee. 
And  take  ft  gomea  ftv  your  fee. 


BOUTS  niMES. 
OK  siOKoax  KnirniLA. 

Our  school-master  may  rave  i'  th'  fit 

Of  classic  beauty  hate  if  iUa^ 
Not  all  his  birch  inspires  such  wit 

Am  th'  ogling  beams  of  Domitilbu 
Let  nobles  tuastj  in  bright  champaign. 

Nymphs  higher  bom  than  Domidlta  ( 
I  Ml  drink  her  health,  again,  again. 

In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  sars-parilla. 
At  GoodmaiM-fields  I  *ve  much  admired 

Tbe  postures  strange  of  monsieur  Brillft  ; 
But  what  are  they  to  the  soft  step^ 

The  glkiing  air,  of  Domitilla  ? 

Vngil  has  etemi^fi'd  in  sobg 

The  flying  footsteps  of  CamilU  : 
Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong  | 

H^  might  have  dreamt  of  DomBl 
Great  Theodose  condemnM  a  town 

For  thinking  ill  of  his  Placilla ; 
And  deuce  take  London,  rf  some  kn!^ 

O'  th'  city  wed  not  ttomitflla  I 
Wheeler,  sir  Gecnrge,  in  travels  wise. 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilla ; 
But,  oh  1  the  empress  has  not  eyes. 

Nor  lips,  nor  breast,  like  Domitilla. 
Not  aU  the  wealth  q£  plundered  Italy, 

Pird  on  the  nunles  of  king  Al-tUa, 
Is  worth  one  glove  (I  Ml  not  tell  a  bit  ft  ^) 

Or  garter,  snafech'd  fitMB  Poiaitillft. 
Five  years  a  nymph  ftt  oeftoiB  I 

Y-cleped  Harrow  of  tiie  Hill,  i 
•— bus'd  much  Qly  heart,  and  wii 

To  verse— 4mt  now  for  Domitilla. 
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Dm  Fope  oonsigos  BdktAah  *Blck 
To  the  fair  qrlphid  MomcotiUa, 

^AnA  thus  I  ofl^  up  my  catch 
To  th'  mmr-whtie  hands  of  Domitlllai 


HELTER   SKELTER; 

TRB   Htl    AICD    err   AtTEtl    ¥»S    AYTOUns, 

THBIR  RIDIKG  THB  CIRCVIT. 

Now  the  activo  yoirag  attornies 

Briskly  travel  on  their  joumieiy 

Looking  big  as  any  giants, 

Oo  the  horses  of  their  clieots  | 

like  so  many  Uttle  Marses, 

With  their  tUters  at  their  a— s, 

Brazen^ilted,  lately  bamish*d ; 

And  with  haness-bockles  fumisb'd. 

And  with  Whips  and  spurs  so  neat. 

And  with  jockey-coats  complete^ 

Infi  with  boots  so  very  greasy* 

And  with  saddle  eke  so  easy; 

And  with  bridles  fine  and  gay* 

Bridles  borrowed  for  a  day ; 

Bridles  destin'd  fiu-  to  roam. 

Ah !  never,  never  to  come  home. 

And  with  hats  so  very  big,  sir ; 

And  with'  powdered  caps  and  wigs,  sir ; 

And  with  ruffles  to  be  shown. 

Cambric  rafiles  not  their  own ; 

And  with  Holland  shirts  so  white, 

8hirts  becoiaing  to  the  sight. 

Shirts  be-wRNigfat  with  different  letter*, 

M  beUmging  to  their  betters ; 

With  their  pretty  tinsePd  boxes, 

Ootten  from  their  dainty  doxies  ; 

And  with  mgs  so  very  trim, 

Lately  taken  out  of  lim— 
And  with  very  little  pence. 
And  as  very  little  sense  ; 

^nth  tome  low,  but  little  jastice. 
Having  stolen  from  my  hostess, 
Tnmk  the  barber  and  the  cutler. 
Like  the  soldier  frya  the  sutler  ; 
From  the  vintner  and  the  tailor. 
Like  ^e  felon  from  the  jailer  ; 
Into  this  and  t'  other  county, 
living  on  the  public  tiounty ; 
Tboroiigfa  town  and  thorough  village. 
All  to  plunder,  all  to  pillage ; 
Thorough  mountams,  thorough  valHes, 
Thorough  stinking  lanes  and  alleys ; 
Some  to— kiss  with  fanners'  spouses. 
And  make  jaerry  in  their  houses ; 
S6ine  to— ^mble  country  wenches 
On  their  mshy-beds  and  benches, 
And,  if  they  begin  a  fray, 
Biw  tfaeii'  aiPutfdi,  aiMi< "  nm  awsy  5 
All  to  murder  equity. 
And  to  laka  a  double  Kte  I 
Till  the  people  all  are  quiet. 
And  t»|ftt  to  btoUand  riot : 
Uw  ia  padtol^  eo«M  in  comvige, 
M%  ftai  to  MpitlMlr  psrridgei 
And  vacation  ^i  over— then. 
Hey,  for  Loodoii-towii.^pite 


UPOM 
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LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

LoGtciASS  have  but  ill  de6n'd, 

As  rational,  the  human-kind. 

•*  Reason,"  they  say,  **  belongs  to  man  j" 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  caiL 

Wise  Aristotle  and  Smiglesius, 

By  ratiocinations  specious/ 

Have  strove  to  prove  with  great  precisloa. 

With  definition  and  division. 

Homo  est  rationc  pradiium : 

But,  for  my  soul,  I  cannot  credit  'em. 

And  must,  in  spite  of  them  maintain. 

That  man  and  all  his  ways  at«  vain.; 

And  that  this  beasted  lord  of  oature 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creatme  ; 

That  instinct  is  a  surer  guide 

Than  reason-boasting  mortals'  pride ; 

And  that  brute  beasts  are  fisr  before  'eai» 

Deus  est  anima  bnttorum. 

Who  ever  knew  an  honest  brute 

At  law  his  neighbour  prosecute ; 

Bring  action  fur  assault  and  battery, 

Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  Battery  } 

O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd. 

No  politics  disturb  their  mind ; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  sporty 

Nor  know  who  's  in  or  out  at  couit. 

They  never  to  the  levee  go. 

To  treat  as  dearest  friend,  a  fide : 

They  never  importune  his  grace. 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place  ; 

Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob : 

Fraught  with  invective  they  ne'er  go 

To  folks  at  Patcr-noster-row. 

No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-masters^ 

No  pick-pockets,  or  poetasters^ 

Are  known  to  honest  quadrupeds : 

No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads. 

Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 

Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay« 

Of  beasts,  it  is  confessed,  the  ape 

Comes  nearest  us  in  human  sliape; 

IJke  nmn,  he  imitates  each  fashion^ 

And  malice  is  his  ruling  passion : 

But,  both  in  malice  and  grimices^ 

A  courtier  any  ape  surpasses : 

Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 

Upon  a  minister  of  stated 

View  him  soon  after  to  inferiors 

Aping  the  conduct  of  superiors  z 

He  promises  with  equal  air. 

And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 

He  in  his  turn  finds  imitatoi^ : 

At  court,  the  porters,  lacques,  waiten. 

Their  masters'  manners  still  contract ; 

And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  oao  act 

Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  aad  1 

Behave  alike;  for  all  ape  alL 


i 


THE  FVFFET  SHOW: 

Thb  life  of  man  to  represent. 

And  tarn  it  all  tb  ridicule, 
Wit  did  a  puppet-tkow  inveok, 

WlMa  the  chSsf  acMr  io  a  .fooL 
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The  gods  of  old  were  logs  of  wood. 

And  worship  w&s  to  puppeh  |Miid ; 
In  antic  dress  the  idd  stood, 

And  priest  and  people  bow*d  the  head. 
Ko  wondqr  then,  if  art  began 

The  simple  ToCaries  to  frame. 
To  shape  in  timber  fjolish  man. 

And  consecrate  the  bUxk  to  fame. 
TnKXk  hence  poetic  fancy  leamM 

That  trees  might  rise  from  human  forms. 
The  hody  to  a  trunk  be  tum'd, 

And  Inrancbes  issne  from  the  aims. 
Thus  Dsedakts  and  Orid  too^ 

That  man 's  a  blockhead,  have  coofcSt  ^ 
Powel  and  Stretch  >  the  hint  pursue; 
Life  is  a  iarct,  the  world  a  jest. 
The  same  great  truth  Sooth-Sea  >  hath  prov'd 

On  that  &m'd  theatre,  the  alley ; 
'  Where  thovsands,  by  directors  mov'd. 

Are  now  sad  monuments  of  folly. 
What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

Hie  same  a  Harlequin  is  now  ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above, 

The  latter  is  a  Punch  below. 
This  fleeting  scene  is  but  a  stage. 

Where  various  images  appear; 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  prince  and  peasant  share. 
Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 

False  pomp  conceals  mere  wood  within ; 
And  legislators  rang'd  in  state 

Are  oft*  but  wisdom  in  machine. 
A  stock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown. 

And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place ; 
A  statue  may  put  on  a  frown, 

And  cheat  us  with  a  thinking  facew 

Others  are  blindly  led  away,  • 

And  made  to  act  for  ends  unknown  ; 

By  the  mere  spring  of  wires  they  play, 
And  speak  in  language  not  their  own. 

Too  oft  alas  !  a  scolding  wife 

Usurps  a  jolly  fellow's  throne : 
And  many  drink  the  cup  of  life, 

Mix'd  and  embitter'd  by  a  Joan, 
In  short,  whatever  men  pursue, 

Of  pleasure,  folly,  war,  or  love; 
This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view : 

Alike  they  dress,  they  talk,  t!t\e.y  move. 
Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand. 

Mortals  to  please  and  to  deride ; 
iLnd,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band. 

Thou  Shalt  put  on  a  puppeCs  pride. 
Thou  Shalt  in  puoy  wood  be  shown. 

Thy  image  shall  preserve  thy  fome ; 
Ages  to  come  thy  worth  shall  own. 

Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 
Tefi  Tom,  he  draws  ^  farce  m  vaui. 

Before  he  looks  in  nature's  glass ; 
Pitnt  cannot  form  a  witty  scene, 

"Sor  pedanfry  for  humour  pass. 
To  make  men  act  as  senseless  wood. 

And  chatter  in  a  mystic  strain, 

I  Two  fomotts  puppet-show  men. 

s  See  tbe  poem  on  the  South^SeB,pb  414^ 


Is  a  mere  force  on  tab  and  Uoo^ 
And  shows  some  erroor  in  the ' 


He  that  would  thus  re6ne  on  thee. 
And  turn  thy  stage  into  a  school. 

The  jest  of  Punch  will  ever  be. 
And  stand  confest  the  greater  fool. 


THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBJTED: 


Hamilton's  bawm    should  m   TuanD  ivro  a 

BARSACC  Oa  A    MALT-HOVSl.       1729L 

Tbus  spoke  to  my  lady  the  knight  >  lull  of  eaie : 
"  Let  me  have  your  advice  m  a  weighty  afiur. 
This  Hamilton's  bawn  *,  whilst  it  sticks  on  my  hsad, 
I  lose  by  the  hou9e  what  I  get  by  the  land ; 
But  how  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  bidder. 
For  a  barrack  ^  or  malt'kouse,  we  noiw  must  consider. 

"  First,  let  me  suppose  I  make  it  a  maU-^ouu, 
Here  I  have  comput^  the  profit  will  foil  t'  oi; 
There's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grus, 
1  increase  it  to  twelve,  sa  three  hundred  remain j 
A  handsome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer. 
Three  dishes  a  day,  and  three  hogsheads  a  yesr : 
With  a  dozen  large  vessels  my  vault  shall  be  ttorM; 
No  little  scrub  joint  shall  come  on  my  hoaid ; 
Aud  you  and  the  dean  no  more  shall  combine 
To  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wme; 
Nor  shall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  3^ou  to  porloii 
A  stone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  surioia. 
,  If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ! 
My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on  t: 
In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lose  half  my  rent; 
Whatever  they  give  me,  I  must  be  content. 
Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate; 
And  rather  than  that,  l  would  lose  my  estate." 
Thus  ended  the  knight ;  thus  began  hii  meek  wife: 
**  It  mutt,  and  it  shall  be  a  barrack,  my  life. 
I  'm  grown  a  mere  maput  j  no  company  comet. 
But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  aiid  rusty  dull  Rams  ^ 
With  parsons  what  lady  can  keep  herself  desn? 
I  'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  sit  by  the  dean. 
But  if  yon  will  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear. 
The  captain,  I  'm  sure,  will  always  come  here; 
I  then  shall  not  value  his  deanthip  a  straw. 
For  the  captain,  1  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  avt; 
Or  should  he  pretend  to  be  brisk  and  alert, 
Will  tell  him  that  chaplains  should  not  be  so  peK; 
That  men  of  his  coat  should  be  muidiQgtfaefa'prsyef^ 
And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  ain." 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vam ; 
The  knight  his  opinion  resolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah  s,  who  listen'd  to  all  that  was  piS^ 
And  could  not  endure  so  vulgar  a  taste, 

I  &r  Arthur  Acheson,  at  whose  aeai  this  wm 
written. 

s  A  laiige  old  hoose,  two  miles  from  sir  Aitbarl 
teat.    K 

'  The  army  in  Ireland  is  lodged  in  strong  boikU 
mgs,  over  the  whole  kingdom,  called  barracks,   F. 

*  A  cant  word  in  Irdand  for  •  poor  oovatiy  dtf* 
gyman.    F, 

«  My  lady's  «aitiqg«iroiiMa    fl 
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As  won  at  b«r  ladydiip  eall'd  to  be  dttst, 
€>7%  "  Madaflft,  wby  sorely  my  muter 's  posseiL 
Sir  Arthur  the  maltster !  how  fine  it  will  wand ! 
I  *d,  rather  the  hawn  were  sunk  under  ground. 
But  madam,  I  guess'd  there  would  never  come  good. 
When  I  saw  him  so  often  with  Darby  and  Wood  ^. 
And  now  my  dream  's  out ;  fbr  I  was  a  dream'd  ^ 
That  I  saw  a  huge  rat-«0  dear,  how  I  screamed  I 
And  after^  methought,  I  bad  lost  my  new  shoes  * 
And  Molly,  she  said,  I  should  hear  some  ill  newt. 
*'  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  spirit  to  tease. 
You  might  have  a  barragk  whenever  you  please : 
And,  madam,  I  always  believM  you  so  stout, 
niat  lor  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out. 
If  I  had  a  husband  like  him,  I  purtesl. 
Till  be  gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him  no  rest ; 
And,  father  than  come  in  the  same  pair  of  sheets 
With  such  a  cross  man,  I  would  lie  m  the  streets  ; 
But,  madam,  I  beg  you  contrive  and  invent. 
And  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  consent. 
J>ear  madam,  whenever  of  a  barrack  I  think. 
An  I  were  to  be  hang*d,  I  can't  sleep  a  wink ; 
For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  bram, 
I  canPt  get  it  out,  though  I  'd  never  so  fain, 
I  fimcy  already  a  barrack  contrived 
At  Hsimilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv*d  ; 
Of  this  to  be  sure  sir  Arthur  has  warning, 
And  waits  on  the  captain  betimes  the  next  morning; 
Now  sea,  when  they  meet,  how  their  honours  behave : 
'  NoUe  captain*  your  9ervant'<— >'  sir  Arthur,  your 

•lave; 
Yon  taonow  me  mucV — '  The  honour  is  mine.'— 
^  Twas  a  nd  lainy  night'—'  Ba£  the  morning  is 

'  Pimy  how  does  my  lady  ?*— '  My  wife 's  at  your 

service.'— 
'  I  think  I  have  seen  her  picture  by  Jervas.*— 
'  Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I  'It  wait  on  you 
dosm.'*-  [clown:' 

«  Yost  sha'n't  stir  a  foot'—'  You  '11  think  me  a 
'  For  all  the  world,  capUin— >  *  Not  half  an  inch 
frrtber.'—    .  [Arthur! 

*  Yon    most  be  obey'd ! ' — *  Your   servant,   sir 
My  bumble  respects  to  my  lady  unknown.' — 
'  I  hope  you  will  use  my  house  as  your  own.' 

**  Gk>  bring  me  my  smock ,  and  leave  off  your  prate. 
Thou  bast  certahily  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate." 

"  Piray,  madam,  be  quiet;  what  was  it  I  said  ? 
Yoo  had  like  to  have  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head. 
Kext  day,  to  be  sure,  the  captain  will  co.ne, 
At  the  ImmwI  of  his  troops,  with  trumpet  and  drum. 
Now,  madam,  obecrve  how  he  marches  in  state  : 
The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate : 
]>ib,  dub,  adub,  dub.    The  trumpeters  follow, 
Tantara,  tantara  ;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
Heenow  comes  the  captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  lace : 
O  la !  the  sweet  gentleman !  look  in  his  face ; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds  in  his  hand ; 
And  bis  horsey  the  dear  creter,  it  prances  and  r^iars ; 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears : 
At  last  comes  the  troop  by  the  word  of  command, 
Drawn  up  in  our  court ;  when  the  captain  cries, 
Yoor  ladyship  lifts  up  the  sash  to  be  seen  [^avd  ! 
(For  sure  I  had  dizen*d  yon  out  like  a  queen). 
The  captatni  to  show  he  is  proud  of  the  forour, 
VxkM  up  to  your  wuidoWy  and  cocks  upliit  beaver 

<l>»oofiirArtiiar'sBiuiafen,    K 


(His  beaver  is  cock'd ;  pray,  madam,  marl  that* 
For  a  captain  of  horye  never  takes  off  his  hat. 
Because  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle;  [bridle.) 
For  the  right  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left  holds  tha 
Then  flourishes  thrice  his  sword  in  the  air. 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair ; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  spilt;) 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kisses  the  hilt. 
Your  ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  begin  : 

*  Pray,  captain,  be  pleas'd  to  alight  and  walk  in.* 
The  captain  salutes  you  with  congee  profound. 
And  your  ladyship  curtsies  half  way  to  the  ground. 
"  *  Kit,  run  to  your  master,  and  bid  him  oome  to  us  ; 
1  'm  sure  be  'U  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us* 
And,  captain,  you  '11  do  us  the  ftivour  to  stay» 
And  take  a  sliort  dinner  here  with  us  to-day: 
You  're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer. 
You  come  m  the  very  worst  time  of  the  year: 

If  I  had  expected  so  worthy  a  guest— ^ 
'* '  Lord  !  madam  !  your  ladyship  sure  is  in  jest ; 
You  banter  me,  madam;  the  kingdom  must  grant — * 
'  You  officers,  captain,  are  so  complaisant !'" 

**  Hist,  hussy,  I  think  I  hear  somebody  coming^—'* 
"  No,  madam ;  'tis  only  sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
To  shorten  my  tale  (for  I  hat^  a  long  story). 
The  captain  at  dinner  appean  in  his  glory  ; 
The  dean  and  the  doctor''  have  humbled  their  pride. 
For  the  captain  's  entreated  to  sit  by  your  side ; 
And,  because  he  's  their  betters,  you  carve  for  him 
The  parsons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst        [first ; 
The  servants  amazed  are  scarce  ever  able 
To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table; 
And  Molly  and  I  have  thrust  in  our  nose 
To  peep  at  the  captain  all  in  his  fine  c/o'df. 
Dear  madam,  be  sure  be  's  a  fine-spoken  man. 
Do  but  hear  on  the  clergy  how  glib  his  tongue  ran; 

*  And,  madam,'  says  he, '  if  such  dinners  you  give. 
You  'U  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  you  live. 

I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose ; 
But  the  Devil 's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes : 
G —  d— n  me !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent. 
But,  z — s  !  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent. 
Mister  curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I  'm  afraid 
You  cast  a  sheep's  eye  on  her  ladyship's  maid : 
I  wish  she  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
In  mending  your  cassoc,  and  smoothing  your  band. 
(For  the  dean  was  so  shabby,  and  look'd  like  a  ninny» 
That  the  captain  ^uppos'd  he  was  curate  to  Jinny). 
Whenever  you  see  a  cassoc  and  gown, 
A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
Observe  how  a  parson  comes  into  a  room  ; 
G — d — ^n  me  !  he  babbles  as  bad  as  my  groom ; 
A  scholard,  when  just  from  his  college  broke  loose. 
Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  bo  to  a  goose  j 
Your  Noveds,  and  lUuturcks,  and  Omurs  *,  and  stuffy 
By  G— ,  they  don't  signify  this  pinch  of  snufi^ 
To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education. 
The  army  's  the  only  good  school  in  the  nation : 
My  school-master  eall'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool. 
But  at  cuffii  I  was  always  tlie  cock  of  the  school ; 
I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o*  me. 
And  the  puppy  confoss*d  he  expected  no  good  o*  me* 
He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife  ; 
But  he  maul'd  me,  I  ne'er  was  so  maul'din  my  life : 
So  I  took  to  the  n)ad,  and  what 's  very  odd. 
The  first  man  I  rt>bb'd  was  a  parson,  by  Q— ^ 

''*  Dr.  Xinny,  adergymaninthe  neighbourhood.  F 
•  Grids,  Plutarchi,  Homen. 
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Now,  madam,  yon  ^1  think  it  a  strange  thing  to  say, 
But  the  sight  of  a  book  makee  me  side  to  this  day!' 
'  •*  Never  since  I  was  born  did  1  hear  so  much  wit, 
And,  madam,  I  laughM  till  I  tboaght  I  should  split. 
S-}  then  you  lookM  scornful,  and  snift  at  the  dean. 
As  who  should  say.  Now,  aifi  I  skinny  and  lean  f  ^ 
But  he  durst  not  so  much  as  once  open  his  lips. 
And  the  doctor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips." 
Thus  mercilt'ss  Flannah  ran  on  in  her  talk,  [walk  ?" 
Till  she  heard  the  dean  call,  "  Will  your  ladyship 
Her  ladysiiip  answers,  "  I  'm  just  coming  down  :" 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown, 
Althoui^h  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  was  glad, 
CFyM,  "  Hussy,  why  sure  the  voench  is  gone  mad  ! 
How  oonld  the«e  ehmeras  get  iuto  your  brains  ?— 
Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your  pains. 
But  the  dean,  if  this  secret  should  come  to  his  cars. 
Will  never  have  done  with  his  gibes  and  his  jeers : 
For  your  life,  mi  a  word  of  the  matter,  I  charge  ye  ; 
Give  me  but  a  barrack,  a  fig  for  the  clergy." 


DRAPIEWS  UHU 


TO  DEAN  SWIFT. 

\y  ftIR  ARTHUR  ACHESOK. 

Good  canae  have  I  to  sing  and  vapour, 

for  I  am  landlord  to  the  Drapier : 

He  that  of  every  ear  's  the  charmer. 

Now  condescends  to  be  my  fanner. 

And  grace  my  villa  with  bis  strains. 

Lives  such  a  bard  on  British  plains  ? 

No  i  not  in  all  the  British  court ; 

yor  none  but  witlings  there  resort. 

Whose  names  and  works  (though  dead)  are  made 

Immortal  by  the  Dunciad ; 

And,  sure  as  monument  of  brafs, 

Their  feme  to  future  times  shall  pass. 

How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue. 

Of  brazen  knight  they  vainly  sung: 

A  subject  for  their  genius  fit ; 

fie  dares  defy  both  sense  and  wit. 

What  dares  he  not  ?  He  can,  we  know  it, 

A  laureat  make  that  is  no  poet ; 

A  judge,  without  the  least  pretence 

To  common  law  ^  or  common  sense  ; 

A  bishop  that  is  no  divine ; 

And  coxcombs  in  red  ribboas  shine ; 

Nay,  he  can  make,  what 's  greater  far, 

A  middlo-state  'twixt  peace  and  war ; 

And  say,  there  shall,  for  years  together. 

Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neither. 

Happy,  O  Market-hill !  at  least. 

That  court  and  courtiers  have  no  taste : 

You  never  else  had  known  the  dean. 

But,  as  of  old,  obscurely  lain ; 

All  things  gone  on  the  same  dull  track, 

And  Drapier's-hill  ^  been  still  Drum  lack; 

But  now  your  name  with  Penshurst  vies. 

And  wing'd  with  fame  shall  reach  the  skies. 

^  Nick-names  for  my  lady. 

^  The  dean  gave  this  name  to  «  fern  called 
Brumjack,  which  he,  rented  of  ^\%  Arthur  Acbesw), 
whose  seat  lay  between  that  and  Market-hill  ;  and 
intended  to  bnild  an  house  ttpoo  it»  but  w$tarmviA% 
changed  his  mind,    F% 


Wb  give  tbe  world  to  opderstan^. 
Oar  thriving  dean  has  purchasVi  laosj  $ 
A  purchase  which  will  bjring  him  clear 
Alx>ve  his  rent  fbur  pounds  a  year  i 
Provided,  to  impro? e  the  ground. 
He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pptmdy 
And,  from  his  endless  hoarded  store. 
To  build  a  bouse,  five  hundred  more* 
Sir  Arthur  too  shall  have  his  will. 
And  call  the  mansion  Drapier's-bin : 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  enslaved. 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  sav»d ; 
When  none  the  Drapier's  praise  shall  sing; 
His  signs  aloft  no  longer  swing; 
His  medals  and  his  prints  forgotten; 
And  all  his  handkerchiefs  <  are  rotten; 
His  famous  letters  made  waate-paper  ; 
This  hill  may  keep  the  name  of  X]^pier| 
In  spite  of  envy,  fiourish  still. 
And  Drapier's  vie  with  Coc^er^s  hilL 


THE  DEAN'S  REASOm 

90R  HOT  BVILDIirG  AT  DRAPtBRVu^ft. 

1  wxiL  not  build  cm  jronder  mount  * 

And,  should  you  call  me  to  account* 

Consulting  with  myself  I  find 

It  was  no  levity  of  mind. 

Whatever  I  promised  or  intende4, 

No  fault  of  mine,  the  scheme  is  ended  i 

Nor  can  you  tax  me  as  uqsteady, 

I  have  a  hundred  causes  ready  ; 

All  risen  since  that  flatterii^  jtime. 

When  Drapier's-hili  appear*!!  io  ^ym^ 
I  am,  as  now  too  late  I  find. 

The  greatest  cully  of  mankind : 

The  lowest  boy  in  Martm's  school 

May  turn  and  wind  me  like  a  fboU 

How  could  I  form  so  wild  a  vision. 

To  seek,  in  deserts,  fields  Elysian? 

To  live  in  fear,  suspicion,  variance. 

With  thieves,  fenatics,"  and  barbarians  ^ 
But  here  my  lady  will  object : 

"  Your  dcanship  ought  to  recollect. 

That,  near  the  knight  of  Gosford  placM^ 

Whom  you  allow  a  man  of  taste^^ 

Your  intervals  of  jtime  to  spend    ' 

With  so  conversable  a  friend. 

It  would  not  signify  a  pin 
Whatever  climate  you  were  in.'* 

'Tis  true,  but  what  advantage  comet 
To  me  from  all  a  usurer's  plums  ; 
Though  I  should  see  hun  twice  a  day*    ' 
And  am  his  neighbour  cross  the  way  ^ 
If  all  my  rhetoric  must  fiul 
To  strike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  ? 

Thus,  when  the  learned  and  thi;  vis^ 
Conceal  their  talents  froao  our  eye% 
And  from  deservii^  fnends  with-hoM 
Their  gifts,  as  ausei:s  do  their  gold  ; 

^  Medals  i|rere  <»Ap  iqaiqr  9gQR  hnig  ^^  — ^ 
handkerchiefe  made  with  devices,  in  honour  of  tli» 
dean^  under,  tbe  swne  «f  If.  ^  Binptt«    & 
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Their  kncmledfre  to  tkem^dves  Qoaflo^d . 
U  the  same  •variee  ol  miod ; 
Nor  makes  their  conyersatioa  heiter, 
Thao  if  they  never  knew  a  letter. 
Such  is  the  &te  of  Gosfurd's  kmfiht. 
Who  keeps  his  wisdom  out  of  sight ; 
Whose  iHicoinmaiiicative  heart 
Will  scarce  one  precioue  word  impart : 
Still  rapt  in  speculatioiiB  deep, 
His  ootward  senses  fast  asleep ; 
Who,  while  I  talk,  a  s9og  will  hum, 
Or,  with  his  fingers,  beat  the  dmm ; 
B^ond  the  skies  transports  his  mind^ 
And  leaves  a  lifeless  corpse  behind. 

But,  as  for  me,  who  ne'er  could  claad>er  high. 
To  understand  Malebrancha  or  Ounbxay  ; 
Who  send  my  mi»d  (as  I  believe)  less 
Than  others  do,  on  errands  sleeveless ; 
Can  listen  to  a  tale  bumdrum. 
And  with  attention  read  Tom  Thumb  j 
My  spirits  with  my  body  pro^ng, 
Bc^  hand  in  hand  togelber  jogging; 
Sunk  over  head  and  eajn  in  maltar» 
Nor  can  of  metapbyskss  smattar ; 
Am  more  diverted  with  a  quibble^ 
Than  dream  of  worlds  intelligibla ; 
And  think  all  notxins  too  absbracted 
Are  like  the  ravings  of  a  crackt  head  j 
What  intercourse  of  minds  can  be 
Betwixt  the  knight  subHrae  and  m». 
If  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  must. 
It  is  bot  prating  to  a  bust  h 

Where  friendship  is  by  fate  desSgu'd, 
It  forms  an  union  in  the  mind : 
But  here  1  differ  finom  the  knight 
In  every  point,  like  black,  and  white  2 
For  none  can  say  that  ever  ytt 
We  both  in  one  opinion  rael; 
Not  in  philosophy,  or  ale  ; 
In  state  afiairs,  or  phinting  cak ; 
In  rhetoric,  or  picking  straws; 
In  roasting  larks,  or  making  laws  ; 
In  public  schemes,  or  catching  flies ; 
In  parliaments,  or  pudding-pies. 

The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  knight 
Should  in  a  country  life  delight,  • 
Who  not  one  pleasure  entertains 
To  cheer  the  solitary  scenes : 
His  guests  are  few,  his  visits  ram; 
Nor  uses  time,  nor  time  will  spare ; 
Nor  rides,  nor  walks,  nor  hnnts,  nor  fowls. 
Nor  plays  at  cards,  or  dice,  or  bowls ; 
But,  seated  in  an  easy  chair, 
Despises  exercise  and  air. 
His  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns : 
Here  poor  Pomona  sits  on  thorns ; 
And  there  neglected  Flora  settles 
Her  bom  upon  a  bed  ^  nettles. 

Those  thankless  and  oflicious  cares 
I  us*d  to  take  in  friends  a£Burs, 
Fkem  which  I  never  ooold  refrain, 
And  have  been  often  chkl  in  vain  ; 
From  thesa  }  am  rseovm'd  quite. 
At  least  m  what  regards  the  knight 
TMservn  his  henllfa,  his  store  increase  ; 
Hay  nothing  interrupt  his  peace  I 
But  nowltft  all  Ins  tenants  round 
Iffst  Milk  b»  cgwi,  and  after,  pound  ^ 


Ijdt  every  cottager  conqpira 
To  cut  his  hedges  down  for  fire : 
The  naughty  boys  about  the  vUIs^ 
His  crabs  and  sloes  may  freely  pillage : 
He  still  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  spoil  bis  work,  and  work  by  halves : 
His  meadows  may  be  dug  by  swine. 
It  shall  be  no  concern  of  mine. 
For  why  should  I  contione  still 
To  serve  a  friend  against  bis  will } 


A  PANEGTRIC  ON  THE  liEAN, 

IN  TBS  PERSON  OP  A   LADT  IN  THB  NOSTH  '.       ITSO. 

Resolved  my  gratitude  to  show. 
Thrice  reverend  dean,  for  all  I  owe^ 
Too  long  I  have  my  thanks  deby'd. 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaki ; 
But  now,  in  all  our  sex's  name,  . 
My  artless  Muse  sbaH  sing  yonr  i 

Indulgent  you  to  fensdle  kind. 
To  all  their  weaker  sidss  are  btind 
Nine  more  such,  champions  as  the  1 
Would  soon  restore  our  aneient  reign. 
How  well,  to  win  the  ladies'  hearts. 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts ! 
How  have  I  felt  my  spirits  rais'd. 
By  you  so  oft,  so  highly  prais'd  1 
Transformed  by  your  ooovincing  tohgun 
To  witty,  beanliful,  and  young,  ^ 
I  hope  to  quit  that  aukward  shame. 
Affected  by  each  vulgar  dame, 
To  modesty  a.weak  pretence ; 
And  soon  grow  pert  on  men  of  sense  ; 
To  show  my  face  with  scornful  air; 
Let  others  match  it,  if  .they  daret 

Impatient  to  be  out  of  debt. 
Oh,  may  I  never  once  fozget 
The  bard  who  humbly  deigns  to  ehnsa 
Me  for  the  subject  of  his  Muse ! 
Behind  my  back,  before  my  nose. 
He  sounds  my  praise  in  verse  and  prose. 

My  heart  with  emulation  bums 
To  make  you  suitable  returns : 
My  gratitude  the  wodd  shall  know  ; 
And  see,  the  printer's  boy  below  ; 
Ye  hawkers  all,  your  voices  lift ; 
"  A  Panegyric  on  dean  Swift  i" 
And  then,  to  mend  the  matter  still, 
«'  By  lady  Anne  of  Market-hill." 

I  thus  begin :  my  grateful  Muse 
Salutes  the  dean. in  different  views; 
Dean^  butler,  usher,  jester,  tutor  ; 
Robert  and  Darby's  «  coadjutor : 
And,  as  you  in  commission  sit. 
To  rule  the  dairy  nest  to  Kit  K 

In  each  capacity  I  mean 
To  sing  your  praise.    And  first  as  dean : 
Envy  must  own,  you  understand  your 
Precedence,  and  support  your  grandeur  ; 
Nor  of -your  rank  will  bate  an  ace, 
£xcept  to  give  .dean  Daniel  placOi 

I  The  lady  of  sir  Arthur  Aohaioa. 
s  The  names  of  two  overseers. 
9  My  lady's  footman. 
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In  yoa  such  dignity^  appean  | 
So  suited  to  your  state  and  yean ! 
With  ladies  what  a  strict  deconim ! 
With  vbat  devotion  you  «dore  'em ! 
Treat  me  with  so  much  complaisaiioet 
As  fits  a  princess  in  romance  ! 
By  your  eicample  and  assistance, 
The  feliows  learn  to  know  their  distanoa. 
Sir  Arthur,  since  you  set  the  pattern. 
No  longer  calls  me  snipe,  and  slattern  i 
Kor  dares  he,  though  he  were  a  doke, 
Ofiend  me  with  the  least  rebuke. 

Proceed  we  to  your  preaching  <  oeit ; 
How  nice  you  split  the  hardest  text  1 
How  your  superior  learning  shines 
Above  our  neighbooring  dull  divines  ! 
At  Beggars'  C^>era  not  so  full  pit 
Is  seen,  as  when  you  mount  our  pulpit 

Consider  now  your  conversation : 
Regardful  of  your  age  and  station. 
You  ne*er  was  known,  by  passion  sttrr*^ 
To  give  the  least  offiensive  word  ; 
But  still,  whene'er  you  silence  break. 
Watch  every  syllable  you  speak : 
Your  Ktyle  so  clear,  and  so  concise, 
We  never  ask  to  hear  you  twice. 
But  then,  a  par9on  so  genteel. 
So  nicely  clad  from  head  to  heel; 
So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  so  clean,    ■ 
As  well  become  St  Patrick's  dMn» 
Such  reverential  awe  express. 
That  cow-boys  know  you  by  yonr  dress ! 
Then,  if  our  neighbouring  friends  come  here^ 
How  proud  are  we  when  you  appear. 
With  such  address  and  graceftil  poit, 
As  clearly  shows  you  bred  at  court ! 

Now  raise  your  spirits,  Mr.  Dean, 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  scene. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  stata. 
In  quality  of  butUr's-mate  ; 
You  next  to  Dennis  *  bear  the  sway : 
To  you  we  often  trust  the  key : 
Nor  can  he  judge  with  all  his  art 
So  well,  what  bottle  bolds  a  quart  ( 
What  pints  may  best  ibr  bottles  pass^ 
Just  to  give  every  man  his  glass; 
When  proper  to  produce  the  best. 
And  what  may  serve  a  common  guest. 
With  Dennis  you  did  ne'er  combine, 
Not  you,  to  steal  your  master's  wine ; 
Kxcept  a  bottle  now  and  then, 
To  welcome  5roM«r  servrag^men  : 
But  that  is  with  a  good  doign. 
To  drink  sir  Arthur's  health  and  mine  ; 
Your  master's  honour  to  maintain. 
And  get  the  like  returns  again. 

Your  usher**  ^  post  must  next  be  handled : 
How  bless'd  am  I  by  such  a  man  led  ! 
Under  whose  wise  and  careful  guardsbip 
I  now  despise  fatigue  and  hardship : 
Familiar  grown  to  dirt  and  wet. 
Though  daggled  round,  I  sconi  to  fket : 
Prom  you  my  chamber-damsels  learn 
My  broken  hose  io  patch  and  daam. 

<  The  author  preached  but  onoe  while  ba 
there.    F. 
ft  The  butler, 
a  ile  soBfitnoict  uMd  to  walk  with  the  lady. 


F. 


Ncpr  as  WLJetUr  I  aoooit  yoa; 
Whksh  never  yet  one  friend  has  lost  yoa* 
You  judge  so  nicely  to  a  hair. 
How  far  to  go,  and  when  to  spare  ; 
By  long  experience  grown  so  wiseb 
Of  every  taste  to  know  the  size; 
There  's  none  so  ignorant  or  wc^ 
To  take  offence  at  what  yon  speak  ''• 
Whene'er  you  joke,  'tis  all  a  case 
Whether  with  Dermot,  cir  his  grace  9 
With  Teague  O'Murphey,  or  an  eari  ;- 
A  dutohess,  or  a  kitchen-girL 
With  such  dexterity  you  fit 
Their  several  talents  with  jrour  wit. 
That  Moll  the  chamber-maid  can  1 
And  Gahagan  *  take  every  jok& 

I  now  become  your  humble  soitDr 
To  let  me  praise  you  as  my  tutor  '• 
Poor  I,  a  savage  bred  and  bom. 
By  you  instructed  every  mom, 
Aheuly  have  improv'd  so  well. 
That  I  have  almost  learnt  to  spell  s 
The  neighbours  who  come  here  to  diae^ 
Admire  to  hear  me  speak  Bojine. 
How  enviously  the  ladies  locdk. 
When  they  surprise  me  at  my  book ! 
And  sure  as  they  're  alive  at  night. 
As  soon  as  gone  will  show  their  spitei 
"  Good  lord !  what  can  my  lady  meaay^ 
Conversnig  with  that  rusty  Dean  ! 
She  's  grown  so  nice,  and  so  pemmmu^ 
With  Socrates  and  Epicurins. 
How  could  she  sit  the  Uve-kmg  day. 
Yet  never  ask  us  once  to  play  ?" 

But  1  admire  your  patience  most ; 
That  when  (  'm  duller  than  a  post. 
Nor  can  the  plainest  wor^  prooounoe. 
You  neither  fusmdy  aor  firet,  nor  floimcei 
Are  so  indulgent,  and  so  mikl. 
As  if  I  were  a  dsirUng  child. 
So  gentle  is  your  whole  proceeding. 
That  I  could  spend  my  life  in  reading. 

You  merit  new  employments  daily  r 
Our  thatcher,  ditcher,  gardener,  baily. 
And  to  a  genius  so  extensive 
No  work  is  grievous  or  ofiensive ; 
Whether  your  fruitful  6uicy  lies 
To  make  for  pigs  convenient  styes  | 
Or  ponder  long  with  anxious  thought 
To  banish  rats  that  haunt  our  vault : 
Nor  have  you  grumbled,  reverend  deaa. 
To  keep  our  poultry  sweet  and  clean ; 
To  sweep  the  mansion-house  they  dwell  m. 
And  cure  the  rank  unsavory  smelling. 

Now  enter  as  tha  dairy  hand-maid ; 
Such  charming  butter  ^o  never  masi  niade. 
Let  others  with  fiuiatio  fiuDe 
Talk  of  their  milk  for  haiei  ^grwct } 


''  The  neigMwuring  ladies  were  no  great  1 
standers  of  raillery.    F. 

•  The  clown  that  cot  down  tha  oU  thorn  at  Mar* 
keUhiU.    See  above,  p.  463. 

*  In  bad  weather  the  antfaor  wed  to  direct  ay 
lady  in  her  readmg.    F. 

>«  A  way  of  makii«  bnttar  Ibr  braakfiHt^hy  «!. 
mg  a  bottle  with  creaniy  and  ahakiiv  it  tii(  tl» 
ImttcroonM.    jP. 
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VvOB  fvot  ui6if  iniullnii^  Boiiieoie  utter  s 
Thy  mUk  shall  make  us  iuht  of  baUcr. 
The  bishop  with  hiafoot  may  burn  it  >', 
But  with  his  hand  the  dean  can  chum  it. 
Hour  are  the  serranlB  overjoy'd 
To  see  thy  deanship  thus  employed  ! 
Instead  of  poring  on  a  book. 
Providing  butter  for  the  cook  1 
Thi«e  momiiig-boun  you  toss  and  dttka 
The  bottle  till  your  fingers  ake : 
Hard  is  the  toil,  nor  small  the  avt» 
The  batter  from  the  whey  to  part: 
Behold  a  frothy  substance  rise; 
Be  cautious,  or  your  bottle  lUes. 
The  batter  comes,  our  fears  are  eeas'd ; 
ikod  oat  you  squeese  an  ounce  at  least. 

Your  reverence  thus,  with  like  success 
(Nor  li  your  skill  or  kbour  las), 
When  bent  upon  some  smart  lampoon. 
Will  toss  and  turn  your  brain  till  noon ; 
Which,  in  iu  jumblings  round  the  skulL 
Dilates  and  makes  the  vessel  full : 
While  nothing  comes  but  fioth  at  firs^ 
YoQ  thmk  your  giddy  head  wiU  burst; 
But,  squeezing  out  four  lines  in  ihyme» 
An  hugely  paid  for  all  your  time. 
But  you  have  raised  your  generous  miad 
To  works  of  more  exalted  kmd. 
Palladio  was  not  half  so  skill'd  in 
The  grandeur  or  the  art  of  boikfingi 
Two  temples  of  magnific  size 
Attract  the  carious  traveller's  eyes. 
That  might  be  envy'd  by  the  Oteeks; 
Bais*d  up  by  yon  in  twenty  wedks : 
Bere  gentle  goddess  Ck)acine 
Beoeives  all  oflbings  at  her  shrine. 
In  aeparate  cells  the  he's  and  she's 
Here  pay  their  vows  with  bendtd  ineet: 
For  tis  prophane  when  sexes  mmgle, 
Mad  every  nymph  must  enter  smgle. 
And  when  she  feels  an  immard  motion. 
Cone  fiJI'd  with  reverence  and  devotion. 
The  bashful  maad,  to  hide  our  blush, 
AaO  creep  no  more  behind  a  bush; 
Bete  unobserVd  she  boldly  goes, 
Ai  who  should  say,  to  phtci  a  rote. 

Ye  who  frequent  this  hallow'd  scene. 
Be  not  ungrateful  to  the  dean  ; 
B^duly,  ere  you  leave  your  station, 
Ofler  to  him  a  pure  hbatxm 
Or  of  his  own  or  Smedley's  hiy. 
Or  biUet^loux,  or  lock  of  hay : 
And,  oh  f  may  all  who  hither  come, 
Retam  with  unpolluted  thumb  I 

Yet,  when  your  U:Sy  domes  I  praise, 
I  sigh  to  think  of  ancient  days. 
Pennit  me  then  to  nuse  my  style. 
And  sweetly  moralize  awhile. 

Thee,  bounteous  goddess  aoacine. 
To  ten^des  why  do  we  confine? 
Forbid  m  open  air  to  braathe. 
Why  are  thme  altars  fixt  beneath  ? 

When  Saturn  Tul*d  the  skiei  ahxie 
Cn»t  gu^ilM  age  to  goU  nnknofwn), 

"It  is  a  common  saymg,  when  the  mUk  bums- 
la,  that  the  devil  or  the  bishop  has  set  Ins  foot  In  it, 
llMd^lMiviQibancalMbahopofHtU.    F. 


This  earthly  globe,  to  thee  aastgo'd. 

Received  the  gifts  of  all  mankind. 

Ten  thousand  altars  tmokiug  round 

Were  built  to  tbee  with  offerings  crownMi 

And  here  tby  daily  votaries  plac'd 

Their  sacrifiice  with  zeal  and  haste.; 

The  margin  of  a  purling  stream 

Sent  up  to  thee  a  grateful  steam 

(Though  sometimes  thou  wert  pleas'd  to  iriid^ 

If  Naiads  swept  them  from  the  brink). 

Or  where  appointing  loveii  rove. 

The  shelter  of  a  shady  grove; 

Or,  offer'd  in  some  fiowery  vale. 

Were  wafted  by  a  gentle  gale : 

There  many  a  flower  abstersive  grew. 

The  fevourite  flowers  of  yelkw  hue  ; 

The  crocus,  and  the  dafibdil. 

The  oowslip  soft,  and  sweet  jonquiL 

But  when  at  last  usurping  Jove 
Old  Saturn  from  his  empire  drove  ; 
Then  gbUiomy  with  greasy  paws 
Her  napkin  pinn'd  up  to  her  jaws, 
With  watery  chaps,  and  wagging  chii^ 
Brac*d  like  a  drum  her  oily  skin; 
Wedg'd  in  a  spackms  elbow-chair. 
And  on  her  plate  a  treble  share. 
As  if  she  ne'er  couM  have  enough, 
T^ght  harmless  man  to  cram  and  stufll 
She  sent  her  priest  in  wooden  shoes 
From  haughty  Oaul  to  make  ragoos  ; 
Instead  of  wholesome  bread  and  cheese^ 
To  dress  their  soups  and  fricassees; 
And,  for  our  home-bred  British  cheer, 
Botargo,  catsup,  and  caveer. 

This  bkMited  baipy,  sprang  from  Hell, 
Confin'd  thee,  goddess,  to  a  cell : 
Sprung  from  her  womb  that  impions  line^ 
Contemners  of  thy  ri|^  divme. 
First,  lolling  sloth  in  woollen  cap 
Taking  her  after-dinner  nap : 
Pale  drcpty  with  a  salkm  fece. 
Her  belly  burst,  and  shnr  her  pace ; 
And  lordly  gout,  vrrBpt  up  in  fur; 
And  wheezing  atthata,  lotii  to  stir : 
Voluptuous  ease,  the  child  of  vealih, 
Infbcting  thus  our  hearts  by  stealth.' 
None  seek  thee  now  in  open  air. 
To  thee  no  verdant  altars  rear  ; 
But  in  their  cells  and  vaulu  obscene 
Present  a  sacrifice  unclean  ; 
From  whence  unsavory  vapoura  rose 
0£fensive  to  thy  nicer  nose.  ' 

Ah !  who,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
As  nature  prompts,  his  offering  pays? 
Here  nature  never  difieieoce  made 
Between  the  sceptre  and  the  spade. 

Ye  great  ones,  why  will  ye  disdain 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  7 
Why  will  you  place,  in  lazy  prida^ 
Your  altars  near  ywu  coochea'  side  * 
When  from  the  homeliest  earthem  ware 
Are  sent  up  offerings  more  sincere. 
Than  where  the  haughty  dutchess  lock9 
Her  silver  vase  in  cedar-booc } 

Yet  some  devotion  still  remains 
Among  our  harmless  northern  swami. 

Whose  offerings,  phu^d  in  goMen  raakiL 
Adom  our  crystal  riven'  bcuifcs  ^ 
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Kor  seldcnn  gnc«  tlip  tUwiiy  dowa^ 
With  spiral  tops  and  oofipte-aiCNnM  ; 
Or  gilding  in  a  v$amg  mor» 
The  humble  bnmcbM  of  m  than. 
So,  poets  sing,  m\k  goldia  boogh 
The  Trojan  hero  paiid  his  vov. 

Hither,  by  lucklew  errout  led. 
The  crude  condsteoce  <A  I  tread : 
Here,  vboi  my  aboes  are  out  of  case^ 
Unweeting  gild  the  tanish^d  lace ; 
Here  by  the  sacred  biamUe  th^'d^ 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd. 

Be  witness  for  me,  Aymph  ^'me, 
I  never  robb'd  thcc  wi4b  design : 
Nor  will  the  zeaimis  Bhiwh  poijit 
To  wash  thy  injur'd  eftving  eut> 

But  stop,  ambitious  Mum,  in  time, 
Kor  dwell  on  sutjecta  too  soblime. 
In  vain  on  lofty  heels  I  tiead. 
Aspiring  to  exalt  my  haad  $ 
With  hoop  expanded  inde  and  light. 
In  vain  I  'tempt  too  high  a  flight. 

Me  Phoebus  in  a  nidnight  dream 
Accosting  iaid,  "  Go  shake  your  cream  ^K 
Be  humbly  minded,  kaoar  your  post; 
Sweeten  your  tea,  atti  watch  your  toast. 
Thee  best  be(its  a  Kwiy  ctyle : 
Teach  Deniia  how  to  stir  tUc  gviU  la : 
With  Peggy  Dixon  >«  thoughlfiU  sit. 
Contriving  for  the  pol  and  spit. 
Take  down  tby  paomUy  swelling  sails. 
And  rub  thy  teeth,  and  pare  thy  naiU: 
At  nicely-carving  show  thy  wit  i 
But  ne'er  presume  to  eat  a  bit : 
TNim  every  wmy  thy  watchftil  eye  ; 
And  every  guest  be  tuoe  to  ply : 
Let  never  at  your  board  be  known 
An  empty  plate,  except  your  own. 
Be  these  tby  arts ;  nor  higher  aim 
Than  what  befits  a  rural  dame. 

"  But  Cloacina,  goddess  bright. 
Sleek   ■  claims  her  as  his  right: 

And  Smedley,  flower  of  all  divines, 
Shall  sing  the  dean  in  Smedley'i  lines." 


TPTELVE  ARTICLES. 

L  Lest  it  may  more  quarrelsi  breed, 
I  will  never  hear  you  read. 

IL  By  disputing,  I  will  never,' 

To  convince  you,  once  endeavour. 

III.  When  a  paradox  you  stick  to, 
I  will  never  contiadict  you. 

IV.  When  I  talk,  and  you  are  heedless, 
I  will  show  no  anger  needless. 

V.  When  your  speeches  are  absurd^ 
I  will  ne'er  object  a  word. 

VL  When  you  fasious  argoe  wioiigy 
I  will  grieve,  and  hold  my  leD|^ 

isinthebottk»*omakabntter.     F. 
sa  The  qpumtity  of  ak  or  baer 
ne.    F. 
MBfiB.  Dianv tbd  haote-keeper.    ¥• 
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Vll.  Not  a  jest  or  buniDroita  stonr 
Will  1  ever  tell  before  ye ; 
To  be  chidden  for  esqtlaining. 
When  you  quite  mistake  the  meaaia^ 

VIIL  Never  more  will  I  suppose. 

Yon  can  taste  my  verse  or  prose. 

IX.  You  no  more  at  me  shall  ireft. 
While  I  teach,  and  yen  faiget 

X  Yon  shall  never  hear  me  thunder. 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder* 

XI.  Show  your  poverty  of  spirit, 

And  in  dress  place  all  yonr  merit; 
Give  yourself  ten  thousand  un| 
That  with  me  shall  break  no  M^uaies^ 

XII.  Never  will  I  give  advice. 

Till  you  please  to  ask  me  thrice : 
Which  if  you  in  scorn  reject, 
nVill  be  just  as  I  .expect 

Thus  we  both  shall  have  our  endi^ 
And  continue  special  friends. 


THE  REVOLUTTOy 

AT   MARKET-HILL.      1130. 

From  distant  regions  Fortime  saqds 
An  odd  triumvirate  of  friends ; 
Where  Phoebus  pays  a  scanty  atipaDd» 
Where,  never  yet  a  codlin  ripened  : 
Hither  the  frantic  goddess  draws 
Three  sufferers  in  a  ruin*d  cause  2 
By  faction  banished,  here  unite, 
A  dean  ',  a  Spaniaid  ^,  and  a  knigiit  ^; 
Unite,  but  on  conditions  cruel : 
The  dean  and  Spaniard  find  it  too  well^ 
Condemned'  to  live  in  service  hard ; 
On  either  side  his  honour's  guard : 
The  dean,  to  guard  his  honoor^a  bfld^ 
Most  build  a  castle  at  Drumlack ; 
The  Spaniard,  tore  against  bis  wiU, 
Must  raise  a  foit  at  Maricet-hiU. 
And  thus  the  pair  of  humble  geoftry 
At  norih  and  south  are  posted  oeotry  ; 
While,  in  his  brdly  castle  flxt. 
The  knight  triumphant  reigns  betwixt  s 
And,  what  the  wretches  most  niaent. 
To  be  his  slaves,  must  pay  him  rent ; 
Attend  him  daily  as  their  chief. 
Decant  his  wine,  and  carve  his  beeC 
Oh,  Fortune  1  'tis  a  scandal  for  thee 
To  smile  on  those  who  are  least  woiiby  t 
Weigh  but  tlie  merits  of  the  threes 
His  slaves  have  ten  times  more  thiuB  hei 

Proud  baronet  of  Nova  Scotia  I 
The  dean  and  Spaniard  must  xepuMiob  ye: 
Of  their  two  fames  the  world  enongb  rii^i  t 
Where  are  thy  scrvioes  and  tuferii^  i 
What  if  for  nothing  once  you  kill. 
Against  the  graip,  a  iwWQb's  fist? 

1  Dr.  Swift 

s  CoL  Hany  Leslie^  viko  wrvf4  and  Isred  iMV  i 
Spain. 
^Sir  Arthur  Acheson» 
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^Whvk  if,  ainong  the  conray  tnbt» 
You  lo6t  a  place,  wad  gav'd  »  bribe  I 
And  then  in  surly  mood  came  herd 
To  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
And  fierce  against  the  Whigs  hanmga'd  ? 
You  never  ventured  to  be  hang'd. 
How  dare  you  treat  your  betters  thttf  } 
Are  you  to  be  compared  with  us  ? 

Come,  Spaniard,  lei  us  from  our  hnxnM 
Call  forth  our  cottagers  to  arms  i 
Our  forces  let  us  both  unite. 
Attack  the  foe  at  left  and  right  s 
From  Market-h^rs  exalted  head, 
Full  northward  let  your  troops  be  led  ; 
While  I  from  Drapier's  mount  descend* 
And  to  the  south  my  squadrons  bend* 
New-river-walk  with  friendly  shade 
Shall  keep  my  host  in  ambuscade ; 
While  you,  from  where  the  bason  stands* 
Shall  scale  the  rampart  with  your  bands. 
Nor  need  we  doubt  the  fori  to  win  ; 
I  hold  intelligence  within. 
True,  lady  Anne  bo  danger  fears. 
Brave  as  the  Upton  fon  she  wean  ^ 
Then,  lest  upon  our  ^rst  attack 
Her  valiant  arm  should  force  us  buck. 
And  we  of  all  our  hopes  deprived  j 
I  have  a  stratagem  contrived. 
By  these  embroide^'d  high-heel'd  shoat 
She  shall  be  caught  as  ia  a  noose; 
80  well  contriv'd  her  toes  to  pinch. 
She  il  not  have  power  to  stir  an  inch. 
These  gaudy  shoes  must  Hannah  place. 
Direct  before  her  lady^s  fiice ; 
The  shoes  put  on,  our  foiihful  portreaa 
Admits  us  in,  to  storm  the  foitress ; 
While  tortur'd  madam  bound  remains, 
£ake  Montezume,  in  golden  chains  j 
Or  like  a  cat  with  walnuts  shod. 
Stumbling  at  every  step  she  trod. 
Sly  hunters  thus,  in  Borneo's  isle. 
To  catch  a  monkey  by  a  wile. 
The  mimic  animal  amuse ; 
They  pUice  before  him  gloves  and  shoes  ; 
Which  when  the  brute  puts  awkwaid  on. 
All  his  agility  is  gjsne : 
In  vain  to  firuk  or  climb  he  tries ; 
The  huntsmen  seize  the  grinning  prize. 

But  let  us  on  our  fiist  assault 
Secure  the  larder  and  the  vault : 
The  valiant  Dennis  ^  yon  must  fix  on. 
And  I  'U  engage  with  Peggy  Dixon  ^ : 
Then,  if  we  once  can  seize  the  key 
And  chest  that  keqps  my  lady*s  tea. 
They  must  surrender  at  discretion ; 
And,  soon  as  we  have  gatn*d  possession, 
Wq  Ml  act  as  other  conqueron  do. 
Divide  the  realm  between  us  two : 
Then  (let  me  see)  we  'II  make  the  knight 
Our  clerk,  for  he  can  read  and  write  ; 
But  must  not  think,  I  tell  him  that* 
like  lorimer  ^  to  wear  his  hat : 
Yet,  wl)en  we  dine  without  a  friend. 
We  'II  place  him  at  the  lower  em^ 
Madam,  whose  skiU  does  all  ia  dseis  tte^ 
May  serve jlo  wait  oalfn.  Leslie^ 


,/<Tbebuaer« 
*Theag«nt«  . 


*Th(ftlwi»iQl8c^«ft 


But,  lest  it  ought  not  be  8(>  proper 
That  her  own  maid  should  over-top  her^ 
To  mortify  the  creature  more, 
'Wc  Ml  take  her  heels  five  inches  lower. 

For  Hannah,  when  we  have  no  need  of  her  ; 
'Twill  be  our  interest  to  get  rid  of  her :  , 

And,  when  we  execute  our  plot ; 
Tis  best  to  hang  her  on  the  spot  ^ 
As  all  your  politicians  wise 
Dispatch  the  rogues  by  whom  they  rise. 


TRjiVLUS. 
A    DIdLOGUB 

BSTWUM 

TOM  AND  ROBIN.     113^ 
THx  wntrt  pjurr* 

Tom,  Say,  Robin,  what  oan  Traulus  i  Bieai% 
By  bellowing  thus  against  the  dean  ? 
Why  does  he  call  him  paltry  scribbler^ 
Papist,  and  Jacobite,  and  libeler  ; 
Yet  cannot  prove  a  single  foci  ? 

Robin.  Forgive  him,  Tom  $  hii  head  is  orKkL 

T.  What  mischief  can  the  dean  have  done  hia^ 
That  Traulus  calls  for  vengeance  on  him } 
Why  must  he  spatter,  spawl,  and  slaver  it 
In  vain  against  the  people's  fisvourite  } 
Revile  that  nation-saving  paper. 
Which  gave  the  dean  the  name  of  Drepier  } 

R,  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  case  is  plaia; 
Party  and  spleen  have  tum'd  his  brain. 

T,  Such  friendship  never  man  profett. 
The  dean  was  never  so  carest ; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  ttiuBM, 
Till,  God  knows  why,  at  last  it  burst. 
That  clumsy  outside  of  a  porter. 
How  could  it  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad  ; 
Yet  still  insist  the  man  is  mad. 

T.  Yet  many  a  wretch  in  Bedlam  knimi 
How  to  distinguish  friends  from  foes  ; 
And,  though  perhaps  amoi^  the  rout 
He  wildly  flmgs  his  filth  about. 
He  still  has  gratitude  and  sap'enoe, 
To  spare  the  folks  that  give  him  ha'penoe; 
Nor  in  their  eyes  at  random  pisses. 
But  turns  aside  like  mad  Ulysses : 
While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  scatters 
To  foul  the  man  he  chiefly  flatters. 
Whence  come  these  inconsistent  fits  } 

R,  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  lost  his  wilib 

71  Agreed  :  and  yet,  when  Towzer  inepa 
At  people's  heels  with  frr»thy  chaps. 
Hangs  down  his  head,  and  dfopa  his  tail. 
To  say  he  's  mad,  will  not  avail ; 
The  neighbonrs  all  cry,  "  Shoot  him  dead. 
Hang,  drown,  or  knock  him  on  the  head.'* 
So  Traulus  when  he  first  haranguM, 
I  wonder  why  he  was  not  hang'd  ; 
For  of  the  two  without  dispute, 
Towzer  's  the  less  ofiensive  brute. 

R.  Tom,  you  mistake  the  matter  qoite  j^ 
Your  backing  curs  will  seldom  bite  ; 
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And  thoiigii  yoa  heir  him  itnt-tiit-tui-ter, 

He  barks  as  fast  as  he  can  utter. 

He  prates  in  spite  of  kll  impediment. 

While  none  believes  that  what  he  ssdd  he  meant ; 

Puts  in  bis  fimcer  and  his  thumb 

To  grope  for  words,  and  out  they  come. 

He  calls  you  rogrue ;  there 's  nothing  in  it. 

He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minute : 

**  Begs  leave  to  rail,  but  d — ^n  his  hlood ! 

He  only  meant  it  for  jrour  good : 

His  friendship  was  exactly  tim'd, 

He  shot  before  your  fbes  were  prim'd. 

By  this  contriTance,  Mr.  Dean, 

By  G —  !  I  '11  being  you  off  as  elean^  ^ 

Then  let  him  use  you  e'er  so  rough, 

**  Twas  all  for  love,"  and  that 's  enough. 

But,  though  he  sputter  through  a  sessiQa^ 

It  never  majies  the  least  impression  i 

Whatever  he  speaks  for  madness  goes. 

With  no  effect  on  friends  or  foes. 

T-  The  scrubbiest  cur  in  all  the  pack 
Can  set  the  mastiff  on  your  back. ' 
I  own  his  madness  is  a  jest. 
If  that  were  alL    But  he 's  pQssest, 
Incarnate  with  a  thousand  imps. 
To  work  whose  ends  his  madness  pimps  ; 
Who  o'er  each  string  and  wire  preside. 
Till  every  pipe,  each  motioa  guide  ; 
Dhnecting  every  vice  we  find 
In  Scripture,  to  the  devil  assigned ; 
Sent  from  the  dark  mfemal  region. 
In  him  they  lodge,  and  make  htm  /egtom 
Of  brethren  he  's  a/sZr«  aeeuser; 
JL  slanderer,  traitor,  and  seducer  i 
A  Owning,  base,  trepanning  liar  ; 
The  marks  peculiar  of  his  me» 
Or,  grant  him  but  a  drone  at  best, 
A  drone  can  raise  a  hornet's  nest 
The  dean  had  Iblt  their  stings  before ; 
And  must  their  malice  ne'er  give  o^er  ? 
Still  swarm  and  buzz  about  his  nose  } 
But  Ireland's  friends  ne'er  wanted  foes. 
A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  post, 
When  wanted  by  his  country  most ; 
Pervenely  comes  in  evil  times. 
Where  virtues  are  imputed  crimes. 
His  guilt  is  clear,  the  proofs  are  pregnant  j 
A  traitor  to  the  vices  regnant 

What  f  pint,  since  the  world  began. 
Could  always  bear  to  ttrive  with  man  f 
Which  God  pronounc'd,  be  never  would, 
And  soon  convino'd  them  by  a  flood. 
Yet  still  the  dean  on  freedom  raves ; 
His  spirit  always  strives  with  slaves. 
Tis  tim^  at  last  to  spare  hik  ink, 
And  let  them  rot,  or  hang,  or  sink. 


TRAULUS. 

THB  SSCOMD  PAKT. 

TiAVLVs,  of  amphibious  breed. 
Motley  fhiit  of  mongrel  seed ; 
By  the  dam  from  lordlings  sprung. 
By  the  nre  exhal'd  from  dung : 

*  This  b  the  usual  excuse  of  lYaulus,  when  he 
abuses  you  to  othert  without  profocalioD.    F, 


Think  on  every  Woe  in  both ; 
Look  on  him,  and  see  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  skle, 
FiU'd  with  fidsehood,  spleen,  and  prid^  ; 
Positive  and  overbearing, 
Changing  stiQ,  and  stiU  adhering  ; 
&>itefu],  peeevish,  mde,  untoward, 
Keroe  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward; 
When  his  friends  be  most  is  hard  on. 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon^ 
Reputation  ever  tearing. 
Ever  deaieit  friendship  swearing  ; 
Judgment  weak,  and  passkm  sta^^ 
Always  various,  always  wrong ; 
Provocation  never  waits. 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates; 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head; 
Wishes  it  were  all  unsaki, 

Let  me  now  the  vices  traoe^ 
From  the  father**  scoundrel  race. 
Who  could  give  the  kwby  such  airt } 
Were  they  mosimk,  were  they  bmtehtrsP 
Herald,  lend  the  Milse  an  annrer 
From  his  ataous  and  grandsire  s 
This  was  dextrous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well  t 
Hence  the  gpreasy  clumsy  mien 
In  his  dress  and  figure  seen ; 
Hence  the  mean  and  sordid  soul, 
Like  his  body,  rsnk  and  foul ; 
Hence  that  wiM  suspioous  peep. 
Like  a  rogue  that  steals  a  sheep; 
Hence  he  leanit  the  butcher's  guilf^ 
How  to  cut  your  throat  and  smile  ; 
like  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  IHh 
In  his  trwuik  to  wear  his  hnife  ; 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food 
From  his  tenants'  vital  Mood. 

Lastly,  let  his  gifts  be  try'd. 
Borrow  d  from  the  mason's  side : 
Some  perhaps  may  think  hun  abia 
In  the  sUte  to  build  a  Babel ; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  station 
To  destroy  the  old  foundation. 
True  indeed,  I  should  be  gladder, 
Coukl  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladderk 
May  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  descend  I 

In  him  tell  me  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  most,  or  male } 
Whatprodoc'd  him,  can  you  tdl } 
Human  race,  or  taipf  of  Heli  P 


ROBIN  AND  HARRY  K 

RoEiK  to  bq^gars,  with  a  curse. 
Throws  the  U«t  shilhng  in  his  purse ; 
And,  when  the  ixiachman  comes  for  pty,    • 
The  rogue  must  call  another  day. 

Grave  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  presun^. 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  God's  blesmig; 
But,  always  careful  of  the  main. 
With  two-pence  left,  walks  hone  in  vain. 

>  Sons  ef  Dr.  Lsslia.    Hany  wasaooioMlhi( 
Spanish  service.    See  abovei  p.  489.*  If. 
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ltoHii,from  noon  to  nighty  will  pnte» 
Buns-out  in  toogiMy  88  in  oUte : 
And,  ere  a  twel? emonth  and  a  day, 
Will  not  liave  one  new  thing  to  ny. 
Much  talking  is  not  Harry*s  Tioe  ; 
He  need  not  ten  a  stoiy  twice : 
And,  if  he  always  he  so  thrifty, 
His  ftmd  may  last  to  five  and  fifty* 

It  so  fell  oat,  that  cantioas  Harry. 
As  soldiers  use,  lor  lore  must  marry. 
And,  with  his  dame,  the  ocean  crost; 
(All  lor  Love,  or  the  World  weULost  1) 
Rqpairs  a  caUn  gone  to  ruin. 
Just  big  enough  to  shelter  two  in  ; 
And  in  his  hous^  if  any  body  come. 
Will  make  them  welcome  to  his  modiwm  ; 
Where  goody  Julia  milks  ihe  cows. 
And  boils  potatoes  for  her  spouse; 
Or  deams  his  hose,  or  mends  his  breeches. 
While  Harry  >s  fencing  ujp  his  ditches. 

Eobin,  who  ne^er  his  mind  conld  fix 
To  live  without  a  coach  and  six. 
To  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 
A  mistress  worth  five  thousand  pound ; 
Swears  he  oould  get  her  in  an  hour. 
If  Oafibr  Harry  would  endow  her  ; 
And  sell,  to  pacify  his  wrath, 
A  birth-right  for  a  mess  of  broth. 

Young  Harry,  as  all  Europe  knows, 
Was  long  the  quintessence  of  beaux ; 
But,  when  espous'd,  he  ran  the  fote 
Thai  must  attend  the  marry'd  state ; 
Ftam  gold  brocade  and  shining  armour. 
Was  metaiaorphOsM  to  a  former ; 
His  graziefs  coat  with  dirt  besmear'd  ; 
Kor  twice  a  week  will  sh^ve  his  beard. 

Old  Bobin,  all  his  youth  a  sloven. 
At  fifty-two,  when  he  grew  loving, 
Qad  in  a  coat  of  paduasoy, 
A  flaxen  wig,  and  waistcoat  gay, 
Powder'd  from  shoulder  down  to  flank. 
In  courtly  style  addresses  Frank ; 
Twice  ten  years  older  than  his  wife. 
Is  doomM  to  be  a  beau  for  life ; 
Supplying  those  defecU  by  dress,. 
Wbidi  I  must  leave  the  world  to  guess. 


TO  BETTt  THE  GRIZETTE.     1730. 

QtJBXw  of  wit  and  beauty,  Betty ! 
Nerer  may  the  Muse  forget  ye : 
flow  thy  face  charms  every  shephed. 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  displayed, 
Eory  breeds  in  every  maid, 
Like  a  fly-blown  cake  of  tallow, 
Or  on  parchment  ink  tum'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  speckled  pippin, 
ShriTeI'd  with  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  dispatched, 
liBt  me  praise  thy  wit  unmatch'd. 

Sets  of  phrues,  cut  and  dry, 
B^ermore  thy  tongoe  supply. 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
'With  <»d  scr^^ ftom  plays  ezplodsdi 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  joko^ 
Sttiftsd  tb«n  Chiiftifa  folkii 


Shreds  of  wit,  and  temeless  riiym«f» 
Blnnder^d  out  a  thousand  times. 
Nor  wilt  then  of  gifts  be  sparing. 
Which  can  ne*er  be  worse  for  wearing; 
Picking  wit  among  collegians. 
In  the  play-house  upper  regions  ; 
Where,  in  eighteen-peony  gallery, 
Irish  nymphs  learn  Irish  raillery : 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  foiling. 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 

Thus  with  talents  well  endued 
To  be  scurrilous  and  rude; 
When  you  pertly  raise  your  snout. 
Fleer,  and  gibe,  and  laugh,  and  flout  | 
This  among  Hibernian  asses 
For  sheer  wit  and  humour  passes. 
Thus  indulgent  Chloe,  bit. 
Swears  yon  have  a  world  of  wit. 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 
TO  AN  AGBEEABLE  YOUNG  LADY. 

BUT  BXTBBKB1.T  LBAN.   1T30» 

Dbath  went  upon  a  solemn  day 

At  Pluto's  hall  his  court  to  pay: 

llie  phantom,  having  humbly  kist 

His  grisly  monarch's  sooty  fist. 

Presented  him  the  weekly  bills 

Of  doctors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pQla. 

Pluto,  observing  since  the  peace 

The  burial-article  decrease. 

And ,  vext  to  see  affiurs  miscarry, 

DecUed  in  council.  Death  must  m«rry  ; 

Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  support 

Old  bachelors  about  his  oou«t; 

The  interest  of  his  realm  had  need 

That  Death  should  get  a  numerous  breed  | 

Young  Deathlings,  who,  by  practice  i 

Proficient  in  their  fother's  trade, 

With  colonies  might  stock  around 

His  laige  dominions  under  ground. 

A  consult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  calPd,  io  rig  him  out  a  beau : 
From  her  own  head  Megssra  takes 
A  periwig  of  twisted  snakes; 
Which  in  the  nicest  foshion  cnrl'd 
(Like  toKpeirof  this  upper  world). 
With'  flour  of  sulphur  powdered  well. 
That  graeefol  on  his  shoulders  fell ; 
An  adder  of  the  sable  kind 
In  line  direct  hung  down  behind ; 
The  owl,  the  rtveo,  and  the  fant, 
Ciubb'd  for  a  feather  to  his  hat ; 
Hts  coat,  an  usurer's  velvet  pall, 
Bequeath'd  to  Pluto,  coipee  and  alL 
But,  loth  his  person  to  expose 
Bare,  like  a  carcase  pickt  by  crow^ 
A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 
Stuck  artfolly  a  parchment-case. 
No  new-fluxt  rake  sliow>d  foirer  skin  j 
Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in. 
With  snuff  was  fill'd  his  ebon  box 
Of  shin-bones  rotted  by  the  pox. 
Nine  spirits  of  blaspheming  fops 
With  aoonita  maoiBt  bit  chops; 
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And  give  him  words  of  drMorai  somidS) 
G-^  d— n  his  blood )  and  b^nl  aad  w^-4t  I 

Thus  fiirnisbM  out,  he  sent  bis  traia 
To  take  a  home  m  Warwiek-laxie: 
The  faculty,  his  humble  frieiMK 
A  complimental  menage  Mnds : 
Their  president  in  scaifet  gown 
Harangued,  and  welcomed  him  to  tdwn. 

But  Deatb  had  business  to  dispatdi } 
His  mind  was  running  on  his  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  feme. 
His  majesty  of  ttnrrours  came. 
Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards, 
To  visit  where  she  sate  at  cards  r 
She,  as  he  came  into  the  room, 
Thought  him  Adonis  in  bis  bloom. 
And  npw  her  heart  with  pleasure  Jumps  ; 
She  scarce  remembers  what  is  trumps  ; 
For  such  a  shape  of  skin  and  bone 
Was  never  seen,  except  her  own: 
Cbarm*d  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  snoot. 
Her  pocket-glass  drew  slily  out ; 
And  grew  enamoui^d  with  her  i&iz. 
As  just  the  oounteipaft  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 
And  freely  nade  the  first  advance  ^ 
Was  of  her  beauty  grown  so  vain, 
She  doubted  not  to  win  the  stomn. 
Nothing  she  thought  could  sooner  gain  hha^ 
Than  with  her  wit  to  enteftain  him. 
She  ask*d  about  her  friends  below: 
T(  is  meagre  fop,  that  batteiM  beau  : 
Whether  some  Utjs  departed  toasts 
Had  got  gallants  amoi^^  the  ghoati? 
It*  Chloe  were  a  shaqper  still 
As  great  as  ever  at  qoadnDe  ? 
(The  ladies  then  must  needa  be  rooks ; 
For  cards,  we  know,  are  Philo>»  books !} 
If  Florimel  had  found  her  love, 
For  whom  she  hadg'd  herself  abovo? 
How  oft  a  upask  wais  kept  a  baU 
By  ProseifMOal  IHuto's  hall  ? 
She  fancied  those  f;)yBian  shttfao 
The  sweetest  placo  for  aaastynerades : 
How  pleasant,  on  the  bonks  of  Styx, 
To  troll  it  in  a  coach  nod  six  I 

What  pride  a  fcssAlf  heart  inflames ) 
How  endless  are  ambition^  aims ! 
Cease,  haughty  njrmph ;  the  Fates  decree 
Death  must  not  bO  a  spooselbr  thee 
For,  when  by  chance  the  msag 
Upon  thy  hand  J^  finger  MA, 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  orfd  as  Ie«d^ 
His  matrimonial  spirit  fled ; 
He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp^ 
That  quite  extinguished:  CilpU's  lanp; 
Away  the  frighted  speotf&sOuds, 
And  leaves  my  lady  i»  the  eisdsk 


DAraNi  knows,  with  equal  ease* 
How  to  vex,  and  how  to  please  ; 
But  the  folly  of  her  sex 
Makes  her  sole  delight  to  vex. 
Kever  woman  more  devis'd 
Snxer  ways  to  be  dospis'd: 


f 


Paradoxes  vnSMj  wkttding. 
Always  conquered,  never  yiekflttftf 
To  dispute,  her  chief  delight. 
With  not  one  opinion  ri^t : 
Huck  her  ai^gumeats  she  fays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reaScsi  $ 
Answers  in  decisive  way. 
Never  hears  what  you  can  say : 
Still  her  odd  perverseness  shows. 
Chiefly  where  she  nothing  knows ; 
And,  where  she  is  most  fhmiliair, 
Alwajrs  peevisher  and  sillier : 
All  her  spirits  in  a  flamo. 
When  she  knows  she  's  most  to  Ucdm;. 

Send  me  hence  ten  thousand  miles. 
From  a  ftce  that  always  smites : 
None  could  ever  act  that  port. 
But  a  Fury  in  her  heart 
Ye  who  hate  such  inconsistence. 
To  be  easy,  keep  your  distance  ; 
Or  in  folly  still  befriend  her. 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  bet. 
Lose  not  time  to  contradict  her. 
Nor  endeavouf  to  convict  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thoaght. 
That  she'll  own,  or  cure  a  fauk. 
Into  contradiction  warm  her ; 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  refbnn  tier  s 
Only  take  thi»  rule  along. 
Always  to  advise  her  wrong; 
And  reprove  her  when  she  »s  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wise  fbr  spight. 

No— that  scheme  will  ne'er  sooceed. 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed : 
She  's  too  cunning,  and  too  skilftil. 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilfiiL 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  fbr  truth,  and  one  for  erronrs : 
That  looks  hideous,  fierce,  and  fKghtfal  s 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  she  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this,  to  dress  her  souL 

Thus  you  have  the  case  in  view, 
Daphne,  'twixt  the  dean  and  you. 
Heaven  forbid  he  should  despise  thee  ! 
But  will  never  more  advise  thee. 


THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARX^ 

A   FABLK  ST  OB.   DSLAKT.       1730. 

'  — ^nis  iniqnse 
Tarn  patiens  nriw,  tam  forreos,  ot  teneat  ae  ? 

Ik  ancient  times,  as  bards  indite, 
(If  clerks  have  conn'd  the  recoids  right) 
A  peacock  reign'd,  whose  glorious  swaj 
His  subjects  with  delight  obey : 
His  tail  was  beauteous  to  behdd. 
Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold 
(Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guif<v 
Whose  train  at  onbe  is  rich  and  wise)« 
And  princely  ruPd  he  many  regions. 
And  statesmen  wise,  and  valiant  legiioaS» 

A  pheasant  lord  >,  above  the  rest. 
With  every  grace  and  talent  blest, 

&  Lord  Carteret,  lord  ^IMiHir«£  1 
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Was  sent  to  fway,  with  bH  hw  skill. 

The  sceptre  of  a  neigbbounug  hill  '. 

No  science  was  to  him  unknown. 

For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  ova : 

In  all  the  living  learned  reail, 

TboQgh  more  delighted  with  the  dead: 

For  birds,  if  ancient  tales  be  titie. 

Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too, 

Cottld  read  aad  write  in  prose  and  Terse, 

And  speak  like  ***,  and  build  like  Pearce  \ 

He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings  ; 

Wlio  smoothest  soars,  who  sweetest  sings ; 

Who  toils  with  iM-fledg'd  pens  to  efhnb^ 

And  who  attained  the  true  sublime  : 

Their  merits  he  omM  well  descry. 

He  had  so  exquisite  an  eye ; 

And  when  that  fidlM,  to  show  them  clear. 

He  had  as  exquisite  an  ear. 

It  chanc'd,  as  on  a  day  he  strayed. 

Beneath  an  academic  shade. 

He  lik'd,  amidst  a  thousand  throats. 

The  wildness  of  a  woodlaik's  *  notes. 

And  searched,  and  spy'd,  and  seizM  his  gam«» 

And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame; 

Foand  him  on  trial  troe  and  able. 

So  cheered  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  some  shrew'd  critic  finds  I  *m  caught. 
And  cries  out,  *'  Better  fed  than  taught"— 
Then  jests  on  game  and  tome,  and  reads 
And  jests ;  and  so  my  tale  proceeds. 
Long  had  he  study'd  in  the  wood. 
Conversing  with  the  wise  and  good  !   . 
His  soul  with  harmony  inspired. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  firM  : 
His  brethren's  good  and  Maker^s  praise 
Were  all  the  study  of  his  hys  j 
Were  all  his  study  in  retreat. 
And  now  employed  hhn  with  the  great. 
His  friendship  was  the  sure  resort 
Of  all  the  vrretched  at  the  court; 
But  chiefly  merit  in  distress 
His  greatest  blessing  was  to  bless.— 

This  fix*d  him  in  his  patron's  breast. 
But  eed  with  envy  all  the  rest: 
I  mean  that  noisy  craving  crew, 
Who  round  the  court  hxsessant  Bew, 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozenfl^ 
To  fill  the  maws  of  sons  and  cousins : 
"  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chillM  their  bloody 
To  every  thought  of  common  good, 
Con6ning  every  hope  and  care** 
To  their  own  low  contracted  sphere. 
These  ran  him  down  with  ceaseless  ciy. 
But  found  it  hard  to  teH  you  why. 
Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  sopply'd 
Sufficient  matter  to  deride  : 
"  Tis  Envy's  safest,  i 
To  hide  bet  rage  in  ridicule 
The  vulgar  e}«  She  be«t  bfgltilll^ 
When  all  her  snakes  are  deck*d  with  tmiles  ?** 
Sardonic  smiles,  by  rsDeoar  ma^L ! 
**  Tormented  most  wImc  Mettin^^feauM  \** 
Their  spite  had  more  thanlMlf  Mptf^ 
Had  he  not  wrote  what  iM  adnr^i  | 
Wliat  morsels  had  their  malice  wanted, 
fitt  Aflt'he^na^  wA^^am^  Md^UriM  ( 

<  Ireland. 

^  Dr.  DeUoy, 


How  had  his  sense  and  kiiipi«ggi*iT*4  th«B| 

But  tl.at  his  charity  rciiev'd  chem ! 

"  At  highest  worth  d«1t  natiee  tuwfcM» 
As  slugs  pollute  t^e  fMiest  pendiMB  c 
Envy  defames,  as  harpies  vile 
Devour  the  food  they  first  d«6le.'  * 

Now  ask  the  fruit  of  sM  Ms  fisi— r 
"  He  was  not  hitherto  •  saver"— 
What  then  could  make  their  raM  iinn  taad  f 
"  Why  what  he  kop'd,  not  ^^hgl  k«  bad. 

"  What  tyirant  e'er  invented  ropes. 
Or  rackS)  or  rods,  to  puniih  hopes } 
Th'  inheritance  of  hope  and  fame 
Is  seldom  earthly  wisdonf^  aim  $ 
Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  so  small. 
But  there  is  room  enough  for  all.** 

If  he  but-chance  to  brorite  a  wcm% 
(He  seldom  sang,  and  never  long) ; 
The  noisy,  rude,  malignant  crowd* 
Where  it  was  high,  pronoune'd  it  tottir 
Plain  truth  was  pride ;  and  whgt  wit  aittia^ 
Easy  and  friendly  was  famRicr. 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  laya, 
With  solemn  air  to  virtue^e  prakc^ 
Alike  abusive  and  erroneons, 
They  call'd  it  hoarse  and  wilMiiiuAiiiHT 
Yet  so  it  was  to  souls  like  tlieira^ 
Tuneless  as  Abel  to  the  besn  1 

A  rook  ^  with  harsh  maM9«atft  ear 
Began,  was  followed  by  a  daiw  * 
(Though  some,  who  would  be  tbooigtat  ^  Imm; 
Are  positive  it  was  a  crow)  ; 
Jack  Daw  was  seconded  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit ''  could  write,  and  so  he  writ  $ 
A  tribe  of  tuneless  praters  lE^How, 
The  jay,  the  magpie,  and  the  swaHtfw  ; 
And  twenty  more  their  thfoate  let  toose, 
Down  to  the  witless  waddimg  goaie. 

Some  pick'd  at  him,  some  flew,  90iTO#atler'd 
Some  htss*d,  some  screaoCd,  and  ottm*  matbecMs 
The  crow,  on  carrion  wont  te  feast, 
The  carrion  crow  oondemnVI  his  taste  t 
The  niok  in  earnest  too,  not  joking. 
Swore  all  his  singing  was  bat  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  show  their 'Onl^ 
Might  think  so  sUll— ''  but  th«t  they  wfikP>-«. 
Could  it  be  spito  or  envy  >— «•*  Ko— 
Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  xm  ibe.**— 
So  wise  simplieity  esteem'd. 
Quite  otherwise  tme  wisdom  deem'd  } 
This  question  righriy  troderthMd, 
*<  What  more  profvokes  Ihaa  Mnggeodi 
A  soul  ennobled'and  refiii\l 
Reproaches  every  baser  aiiiifl  : 
As  strains  exalted  and  mdlodiow 
Make  every  meaner  mu^  odkms.^-i« 

At  length  the  mghtingale  •  ntw'Xmt^ 
For  voice  and  wiidom  long  fever  d, 
Esteem'd  of  all  Hie  wise  and  fgM, 
The  guardian  genhia  of  ihe  SMoMl^ 
He  long  in  diacoiHeiit  i«Cif^, 
Yet  not  obacnr'd^  Iwt  Aoitt  wHitfQ'^ 
His  brethren's  servile  sodte  disdjflfliM(ft 
He  UvM  indignant  aad  cufflahdug : 
They  now  afiresh«pronihe  Ma  dholer 
;(It  teems  the  lark  hftd-feeM  fate  •dMUg 


\ 


s  Dr.  T R 

'T  Dr.  Sheridan. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS* 


A  favDiirite  idholar  alwtys  netr  lum. 

And  oft>  had  wak'd  whole  nighto  to  haw  him) : 

l^ang^A  he  canvaaiet  the  matter. 

Exposes  all  their  lenselesB  chatter, 

Shows  himf  and  them  in  such  a  light. 

As  more  inflames,  yet  quells  their  spite. 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fly, 

For  rage  bad  rais'd  it  Very  high : 

Sham'd  hy  the  wisdom  of  his  notes. 

They  hide  their  heads,  and  hush  their  throats. 


ANSITER  TO  DR.  DELANY'S  FABLE 

OF  TBK 

PHEABANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

Ik  ancient  times,  the  wise  were  ahle 

in  proper  terms  to  write  a  ftble : 

Their  tales  would  always  justly  suit 

The  characters  of  every  hrute. 

The  ass  was  dull,  the  lion  brave. 

The  stag  was  swift,  the  fs  a  knave  ; 

The  daw  a  thief,  the  ape  a  droll ; 

The  hound  would  scent,  the  wolf  would  prole  ; 

A  pigeon  would,  if  shown  by  JSsop, 

Ply  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  pease  up^ 

Far  otherwise  a  great  divine 

Has  learnt  his  &bles  to  refine : 

He  jumbles  men  and  birds  together. 

As  if  they  all  were  of  a  leather: 

You  see  him  first  the  peacock  bring. 

Against  all  rales,  to  be  a  king ; 

That  in  his  tail  he  wore  his  eyes. 

By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wise. 

Now,  pray,  observe  the  doctor's  choice, 

A  peacock  chose  for  flight  and  voice : 

Did  ever  mortal  see  a  peacock 

Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  ? 

And  ibr  his  singing,  doctor,  you  know. 

Himself  complained  of  it  to  Juna 

He  squatb  in  such  a  hellish  noise. 

It  frightens  all  the  village  boys. 

Thi^  peacock  kept  a  standing  force. 

In  reghnents  of  foot  and  horse ; 

Had  statesmen  too  of  every  kind, 

Who  waited  on  bis  eyes  behind 

(And  this  was  thought  the  highest  post ; 

For,  rule  the  rump,  yoa  rule  the  roast). 

The  doctor  names  but  one  at  present. 

And  be  of  All  birds  was  a  pheasant. 

This  pheasant  was  a  man  of  wit. 

Could  read  all  books  were  ever  writ  $ 

And,  when  among  companions  privy, 

Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  livy. 

Birds,  as  he  says,  and  I  allow. 

Were  scholars  then,  as  we  are  now  j 

Coidd  read  all  volumes  up  to  folios. 

And  feed  on  fricassees  and  olios. 

This  pheasant,  by  the  peacock's  will, 

Was  viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hill  | 

And,  as  he  wander'd  in  his  park. 

He  chanc'd  to  spy  a  clergy  lark  ; 

Was  taken  with  bis  person  outward, 

80  prettily  hfi  pick'd  a  cow  t-^ : 

Then  in  a  net  the  pheasant  caught  him, 

And  'tn  his  palace  fed  and  taught  him* 

The  moral  of  the  tale  is  pleasant. 

Himself  the  lark,  my  lord  the  pheasant : 


A  laik  he  is,  and  Hwh  a  Ink 

As  never  oamefxom  Noah's  aA  t 

And  thoogfa  he  had  00  other  notioiV 

But  hoildmg,  plamnqg,  and  devolioo  f 

Though  tis  a  maxmi  yon  most  huam. 

Who  does  no  ill,  can  have  no  fioej 

Yet  hoiw  shall  I  express  m  wovda 

The  strange  stupidtty  of  birds  ? 

Tliis  laik  was  hated  in  the  wood. 

Because  he  did  his  brethren  good. 

At  last  the  nightiogale  comes  in. 

To  hold  the  doctor  by  the  chin  : 

We  all  can  find  out  what  he  meau^ 

The  worst  of  disaffiusted  desnsj 

Whose  wit  at  best  was  next  to  non^ 

And  now  that  little  nest  is  gone. 

Against  the  court  is  always  blabbiagj 

And  calls  the  senate-house  a  cabin  ; 

So  dull,  that,  but  hr  spleen  and  spite^ 

We  ne'er  should  know  that  he  could  write| 

Who  tfamks  the  nation  always  en«d. 

Because  himself  is  not  prefievT'd : 

His  heart  is  through  his  libel  seen. 

Nor  could  his  maUoe  spare  the  qneea  ; 

Who,  had  she  known  his  vile  behaviour. 

Would  ne*er  have  shown  him  ao  much  lavoab 

A  noble  lord  >  hath  told  his  pranks,         ' 

And  well  deserves  the  nation's  tfaaidEi. 

Oh  I  would  the  senate  deign  to  show 

Resentment  on  this  public  Ibe; 

Our  nightingale  might  fit  a  cage^ 

There  let  him  starve,  and  vent  his  lage^ 

Or,  woukl  they  but  in  fietteis  bind 

This  enemy  of  human-kind  1 

Harmonious  Coffse  *,  show  thy  leal. 

Thy  champkm  for  the  common-weal-: 

Nor  on  a  theme  like  tiiis  repine. 

For  once  to  wet  thy  pen  dMne : 

Bestow  that  libder  a  lash. 

Who  daily  vends  seditious  trash ; 

Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  wisdou. 

But  in  the  praise  of  virtae  is  dumb : 

That  scribbler  lash,  who  neither  knows 

The  turn  of  verse,  not  style  of  prose; 

Whose  malice,  for  the  worst '  of  ends. 

Would  have  us  lose  our  English  friends  ^ 

Who  never  had  one  public  thoo^t^ 

Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groat 

One  clrocher  more,  and  I  have  done, 

I  end  my  labours  with  a  pun. 

Jove  send  this  nightingale  may  fUl, 

Who  spends'his  day  and  ntgAi  tn  gail  / 

So,  nightingale  and  lark,  adieu  ; 

I  see  the  greatest  owls  in  you 

That  ever  screecht,  or  evar^«w« 


OS  THE  IRISH  CLVR^ 

Yb  paltry  underlings  of  state  i 
Ye  senators,  who  love  to  prate  | 
Ye  rascals  of  inferior  note. 
Who  for  a  damer  sell  a  vote  ; 

1  L.  AUen,  the  same  who  is  mittt  bgr  Ijpnlaik 
D.  S. 
s  A  Dublin  garretteer. 
9  ^  a  new  fong  QsaMdiliimilH^iilit  pb41t> 
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Ye  pack  of  jiewiooBry  paen, 

WboBe  fingers  itch  for  poets*  ears ; 
Ye  bisl^ps  far  remoWH  from  saints  ; 
Why  all  this  rage  ?  l^'liy  these  cbmpUinta } 
Why  against  printers  all  this  noise  ? 
This  siimoioniog  <rf  blackguard  boys  I 
Why  so  sagacious  iu  your  guesses  } 
Your  effjf  and  ttvs,  and  nrrs,  and  euetf 
Take  my  advice ;  to  make  you  safe, 
I  know  a  shorter  way  by  half. 
The  point  is  plain :  remove  Che  catue  ; 
i>efend  your  liberties  and  laws.  > 
Be  someciaies  to  your  country  true. 
Have  ODoe  the  pubtic  good  in  view: 
Bravely  daopiso  ohaoipagnc  at  court. 
And  choee  to^dioe  at  home  with  port : 
Let  prelates,  by  their  good  behaviour. 
Convince  us  they  believe  a  Saviour.; 
Kor  sell  what  they  so  dearly  bought. 
This  eouotry,  now  their  own,  for  nought 
Ne'er  did  a  true  satiric  Muse 
Virtue  or  innocence  abuse : 
And  tis  against  poetic  rules 
To  tail  at  men  by  nature  tools : 


TUB  PROGRESS  OF  MARBUGE  h 

M^ifm  MVMr  fifty-4«o, 

A  ridi  divine  >  bq^aa  16  woo 

A  handaome,*young,  imperious  giri, 

pearly  related  to  an  earl. 

Her  parents  and  her  friends  eonsent, 

The  couple  to  the  temple  went : 

.TbeylSnt  invite  the  .Cyprian  queen ; 

T'was  answer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  «een  s** 

The  Graces  Bent,  and  all  the  Muses, 

Were  bid  in  form,  but  aent  excuan. 

Juno  attended  at  tbe  porch. 

With  foiihing-candle  for  a  toreh  ; 

WhHe  mistress  Iris  held  her  train, 

The  fodod  bow  distilling  ram. 

Then  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  place, 

But  ^bow'd  no  more  than  half  her  fiiceu 

Whatever  those  dire  forebodings  meant, 
la  mirth  «be  wedding.4ay  was  spent ; 
The  wedding-day,  you  take  me  right, 
I  psomiae  aothnig  for  the  night 
Tha  hridagroom,  drpst  to  make  a  figure, 
Mnnm  an  artifiefad  vigoar; 
A  flourish'd  nigfat^cap  on,  to  graoe 
His  caddy,  ivrinkled,  smiling  foee  ; 
Like  tlie  foint  /ed  uppa  a  pippip. 
Half  withered  h^  a  wiotar's  jj^eepiafl^ 

And  thus  ^et  out  thJft  bapv^  piwr. 
The  swain  is  nob,  the  nymph  is  foir« 
But,  what  I  gMly  WQuI^  fyt^^ 
The  swain  is  aid,  tha  nyj^ph  4»qiiaiMu 
Bot^  fropi  the  goal  together  ^rt, 
0ca^  run  a  step  >eforeUeY  part  ; 
K o  ooittmon  Ugaipent  tl^  binds 
the  various  t^ttures  <)f  their  minds ; 
Their  thoughts  and  actions,  hopes  and  Ihar^ 
leas  oomi|MKi^  ^bV  j^iair  xeuk 

s  Tlie  date  and  hflio  ofti^  ppeni  are  mkn^TB.^; 


Her  spouse  desires  his  coflbe  sooa. 
She  rises  to  her  tea  at  noon. 
Willie  be  goes  out  to  cheapen  books, 
She  at  her  glass  consults  her  looks ; 
While  Betty  's  buzzing  in  her  ear. 

Lord,  what  a  dress  these  pai-sons  wear  ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  she  make  !'' 
Wish'd  him  a  colonel  for  her  sake. 
Then,  on  her  fingers*  ends,  she  counts^ 
1%xact,  to  what  bis  age  amounts. 
The  deau,  she  heard  her  uncle  say, 
ts  sixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ruddy  cheeks  are  no  disguise  j 
You  see  the  erows-feet  round  his  eyec* 

At  one  she  rambles  to  the  shops, 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fops  ; 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  maids. 
And  tradesmen,  to  compare  brocadeiu 
Her  weighty  momii^^-business  o*er. 
Sits  down  to  dinner  just  at  four; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  sfCid, 
Her  evening-work  w>  fills  her  head* 
The  dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one. 
Is  mauki^  and  his  stomach  gone; 
In  thread-bare  gown,  would  scaree  a  louse  bold. 
Looks  like  the  .chaplain  of  his  household ; 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place. 
In  Fnencft  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace: 
He  wonders  what  aBsploys  her  brain. 
But  never  asks,  or  asks  in  vai|i| 
His  mmd  is  full  of  other  cares. 
And,  in  the  sneaking  parson's  ain^ 
Computes,  that  half  a  parish  duea 
Will  hardV  find  his  wifo  in  shoes. 

Canst  thou  imagine,  doll  divmev 
Twill  gam  her  love,  to  make  her  4n«  ( 
Hath  she  no  6thar  wants  beside } 
You  raise  desire,  as  well  as  pride» 
Enticing  coxcombs  tf>  adore, 
And  teach  her  to  despise  thee  more. 

If  in  her  coach  she  Ml  condescend 
To  place  him  at  the  hinder  end. 
Her  hoop  is  lioist  above  his  pose. 
His  4)dious  gown  would  soil  her  dolSbm  ( 
And  drops  him  at  the  ehurch,  to  pr^ty. 
While  she  drives  on  to  see  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderiy  divime, 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine. 
And  meets  her  hasting  to  the  ballc 
Her  chairmen  push  him  from  the  irplt 
He  enters  m,  and  waV(s  up  stairs, 
And  calls  the  fomily  to  piayiers ; 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  rest 
In  bed,  where  he  can  vara  her  batt 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din* 
Her  ladyship  is  just  come  in  ; 
The  masquerade  b^gan  at  two» 
She  stole  away  with  much  ado  $ 
And  shall  be  chid  this  aftemaoo. 
For  leaviqg  aompany  ao  qoon : 
She  Ml  say,  and  «ba  amy  tindf  mf% 
She  cant  abide  to^atay  out  lata.  -     ^ 

But  now,  though  scaree  a  twalvemoatli  marry'd. 
Poor  lady  Jane  has  thrice  mlsoarryM : 
The  cause,  alas,  is  quickly  goest; 
The  town  has  whiipar'd  round  the  jest 
Think  on  some  remedy  in  time. 
Yon  find  hif  cererenoe  past  his  prime^ 
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Already  dtrindlcd  to  a  lath ; 
No  other  way  bi»t  try  the  bath. 

For  Veous,  rising  from  the  ocean> 
Infus'd  a  strong  prulific  potion, 
That  mix'd  with  ^^cheloiis'  spring, 
The  horned  flood,  as  poets  sinsc, 
Who,  wFth  an  KngTisb  beanty  gmitton, 
Ran  iinder-gTound  from  C^eece  to  Britam  ; 
Tlie  geni«ll  virtue  with  him  brought. 
And  gave  the  nymph  a  plenteous  draught ; 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  behind. 
,      For  husbands  past  their  youth  to  tind : 
The  nymph,  who  still  with  passion  biini*d« 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd„ 
Where  childless  wives  crowd  every  mord, 
Tu  drink  in  Achelbtis*  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gaing 
That  title  by  aniithcr's  pain*. 

Hither,  though  much  against  the  grain, 
The  dean  has  carry'd  lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  whije,  would  not  consent, 
But  vow'd  bis  money  all  was  {(pent : 
His  money  siient !  a  clownish  reason  ! 
And  must  my  lady  slip  her  season  ? 
The  doctor,  with  a  double  fee, 
Was  brlb'd  to  make  the  dean  agree. 

Here  all  diversions  «if  the  place 
Arc  proper  in  my  lady's  case : 
With  which  she  patiently  complies, 
Merely  because  her  friends  ad\nse  j 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  music,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Cross-bath  seeks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft  have  found  one  there : 
Where  if  the  dean  by  chance  appears, 
It  shames  his  casaoc  and  bis  years. 
He  keeps  his  distance  in  the  gallery. 
Till  banish'd  by  some  coxcomb's  raillery; 
For  'twould  his  dbanirter  expose. 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  1  seen,  within  a  pen. 
Young  ducklings  foster 'd  by  a  tfen ; 
But,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddle. 
As  in8tinct4eads  them,  in  a  pttddle : 
The  sober  hen,  not  born  to  swim, 
With  moomfui  note  clucks  rountl  the  brim. 

The  dean,  with  all  his  best  endeavour, 
pets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fJever. 
A  victim  to  the  last  essays 
Of  vigour  in  declining  days. 
He  dies,  and  leaves  his  monmlng  mata 
(What  could  he  less  ?}  his  whole  esUte. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  h*  r  forms  i 
Kew  lovers  now  will  come  in  swarms. 
Oh,  may  I  see  her  soon  dispensing 
Her  favours  to  some  broken  enSSgn  I 
Him  let  herciarry,  for  his  face, 
And  only  coat  of  taraish'd  lace ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors, 
And  spend  her  jointure  on  his  whorae ; 

tut,  for  a  parting  present,  leave  her 
.  i^90ted  ]g^  to  last  for  ever  I 


AN  MXCELLEST  ^EW  BALLAD  9 


TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  > 

TO   B<   HAKCED  FOK  A   RAPE.       1730. 

Ovtk  brethren  of  England,  who  love  ns  so  dear, 

And  in  all  they  do  for  us  so  kindly  do  mean, 
(A  blessing  upon  them  I )  bate  sent  oa  this  year. 

For  the  good  of  our  church,  a  true  English  deso. 
A  holier  priest  ne'er  was  wrapt  up  in  orape ; 
The  worst  you  eaa  say,  he  committed  a  rape. 
In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  be  lighted  at  Chester, 

And  there  he  grew  fond  of  another  man's  wife ; 
Burst  into  her  chamber,  and  would  liave  caressed  her; 

But  she  vahied  her  honour  much  nM>re  than  hH 
lifo. 
She  bustled  and  stmggted,  and  made  her  escape 
To  a  room  full  of  guests,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 
The  dean  he  pursued,  to  recover  his  game ; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares : 
But  the  company  stood  in  defence  of  the  dame^ 

Tliey  cudgePd,  and  cuff  *d.  \mu,  and  kick'd  hin 
down  stairs. 
His  deanship  was  now  in  a  damnable  acrape. 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape. 
To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes. 

And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  wbore  | 
No  scruple  came  on  him,  his  gown  to  expose, 

^was  what  aH  his  life  he  had  )iractia*d  befbve. 
He  bad  made  himself  drank  with  the  juice  of  the 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 
The  dean,  and  his  landlord,  a  jolly  comrade, 
Resolv'd  for  a  fortnight  to  swim  in  delight; 
For  why,  they  had  both  been  brought  op  to  the  trade 

Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  ni|^t. 
His  landlord  was  reaHy  his  deanship  to  ape 
In  every  debauch  but  committing  a  rape. 
This  protestant  xealot,  this  Knglbh  divine* 

In  church  and  iu  state  was  oif  principles  sound ; 
Was  truer  than  Steele  to  the  Hanover  line, 

And  griev*d  that  a  Tory  should  live  above  grouiML 
Shall  a  subject  so  loyal  be  hang*d  by  the  nape. 
For  no -other  crime  but  committmg  a  rape  ? 
By  old  popish  canons,  as  wise  men  have  peonM  *eii^ 

F^ch  priest  bad  a  conenbine,  Jttre  etritn^  ; 
Who  'd  be  dean  of  Fernet  without  a  €ommndam  9 
And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  please  ye ; 
Then  why  should  the  dean,  whee  whores  are  so  cheaiy 
Be  put  to  the  peril  and  toil  of  a  rape  > 
If  fortune  should  please  but  to  take  soch  a  crotchet 

(To  Uiee  I  apply,  great  Smedley^s  sncoeasor) 
To  give  thee  lawn  tieeves,  a  mitre,  and  tvehtt. 
Whom  wouldst  tliou  resemble?  I  leave  thee  a 
guesser. 
But  I  only  behold  thee  m  Atherton*ft  «  ah^pe. 
For  sodomy  huafd  i  ai  thou  for  a  rape. 
Ab  I  dost  thou  not  envy  the  brave  oolonel  Chaitres 
Condemn^  for  thy  crime  at  threescore-aad-teo? 
To  hang  hiD[^aUEDgland  would  lendbim  their gaitet^ 
Yet  he  lives,  and  l^feady  to  ravish  again. 

>  Sawbridge,  dean  of  Peraes.    F, 

<A  bisbopof  WateilbKtl,  oC 
ter.    JV; 
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Then  throttle  thyself  with  an  ell  of  strong  tape, 
For  thoa  hast  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 
The  dean  he  was  vex'd  that  hii  whores  were  bo 
willing : 

He  krag^il  fur  a  girl  that  would  struggle  and  squall  i 
He  mvisb^d  her  foirly,  and  sav'd  a  gijod  shilling; 

But  here  was  to  pay  the  devil  aud  all. 
His  trouhles  and  sorrows  now  curae  in  a  heap, 
And  haogM  he  must  be  for  cooiwitting  a  rape. 
if  maidens  am  ra%'ish*d,  it  is  their  own  choice : 

Vklty  are  they  so  wilful  to  struggle  with  men^ 
If  they  would  but  lie  quiet  and  stifle  their  voice. 

No  devil  or  dean  conid  ravish  them  then; 
Nor  would  there  be  need  of  a  strong  hempen  cape 
Ty'd  round  the  dean's  neck  for  commiuing  a  rape. 
Oar  chureh  and  our  state  dear  England  maintains, 

For  which  all  true  protectant  hearts  should  be  glad : 
She  sends  us  our  bishops,  and  judges,  and  deans ; 

And  better  would  gire  us,  if  better  she  had. 
But,  lord !  how  the  rabble  will  stare  and  will  gape, 
When  the  good  English  dean  is  hang'd  up  fora  rape. 


ON  STEPHEN  DVCIL 
THE  THRESHER   AND  FAVOURITE   POET. 

A  QVIBBLINC  BPIGaAM.      1730. 

Tbb  thresher  Duck  could  b'er  the  queen  prevajl ; 
The  proverb  says,  no  fence  against  ajUail. 
From  threshing  corn  he  turns  to  tkresk  his  brains ; 
For  which  her  majesty  allows  him  grains. 
Though  His  onfest,  that  those  who  ever  saw 
His  poems,  think  them  all  not  worth  a  strain  t 

Thrice  happy  Duck,  employ*d  in  threshing  MhMlci 
Thy  toil  is  )essen*<i^  and  thy  profits  double. 


LADY'S  DRESSiSG'ROOM.    1730. 

FivB  hours  (and  who  can  do  it  less  in  ?) 
By  haughty  Oelia  spent  in  dressing ; 
The  goddess  from  her  chamlier  issues, 
Array'd  in  lace,  brocades,  and  tissues. 
Strepbon  who  fi>und  the  room  was  void* 
And  Betty  otherwise  employed, 
9tole  in,  and  too|[  a  strict  survey 
Of  all  the  litter  ax  h  lay : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear. 
An  inventorif  follows  here. 

And,  first,  a  dirty  smuck  appeared. 
Beneath  the  arm-pits  well  besmear'd  i 
Slrcpboo,  the  rogue,  display'd  it  wide. 
And  tamVi  it  round  on  every  side : 
In  aoch  a  case,  few  words  are  best. 
And  atrephon  bidf  us  guess  the  rest; 
But  Bvears,  how  damnably  the  men  lia 
la  eailiog  Cblia  sweet  and  cleanly. 

Now  listen,  while  he  next  produoen 
The  variooB  combs  for  varkias  wesi 
FSU'd-upL  with  dift  to  cksely  fixt, 
Vobrarii  ooold  Ibree  a  way  betwixt  j 
A  pwn  of  au—poBiljytt  rare, 

» daadrifll  powder,  lead,  and  bair«    • 


A  forehead-cloth  with  oil  npon  t 

To  smooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front  t 

Here  alum-flower,  to  stop  the  steams 

ExhaPd  from  sour  unsavory  streams; 

There  nij^ht-gloves  made  of  Tripsey's  hide^ 

Bequeathed  by  Tripsey  when  she  died  j 

With  puppy-water,  beauty^s  help, 

DistilI'd  from  Tripsey's  darling  whelp. 

Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd. 

Some  fiUM  with  washes,  some  with  pastef 

Some  with  pomatums,  paints,  and  slops* 

And  ointments  good  for  scabby  chops. 

Hanl-by  a  filthy  bason  standi^, 

Ponl'd  with  the  scouring  of  her  hands; 

The  bason  takes  whatever  comes. 

The  scrapings  from  iier  teeth  and  gums, 

A  nasty  compound  of  all  hues,< 

For  here  she  spits,  and  here  she  spnes. 

But,  oh  !  it  tum*d  poor  9trephon*8  bowel% 
When  he  beheld  and  smelt  the  tilwelly 
Begorom*d,  bematter'd,  and  beslint'd. 
With  dirt,  and  sweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd. 
No  olgect  Strephon's  eye  escapes  j 
Here  petticoats  in  frowzy  heaps ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchief  forgot 
All  varnished  o*er  with  snufi^aud  snot 
The  stockings  why  should  (expose, 
Stain'd  with  the  moisture  of  her  toes ; 
Or  greasy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking. 
Which  Caelia  slept  at  least  a  week  in  ) 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  found, 
^To  pluck  her  brows  b  arches  round ; 
Or  hairs  that  sink  the  forehe^  low. 
Or  on  her  chin  like  bristles  grow. 

The  virtues  we  must  not  let  pass 
Of  Caelia^s  magnifyrag-glass ; 
When  frighted  Strepbon  clist  his  eye  en  % 
It  show'd  the  visage  of  a  giant : 
A  glass  that  ean  to  sight  disclose 
The  smallest  worm  in  Celia'a  nose. 
And  faithfully  direct  her  nail 
To  squeeze  it  out  fram  head  to  tail ; 
For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head. 
It  must  oonae  out,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strepbon,  will  you  tell  the  restf 
And  must  you  needs  describe  the  eheet  I 
That  careless  wench !  no  creature  warn  hfir 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  comer ! 
But  leave  it  standing  full  in  sight. 
For  you  to  exercise  your  spite  ?  .  ^ 

In  rain  the  workman  show'd  his  wit» 
With  rings  and  hinges  connteHbity 
To  make  it  seem  in  this  disguise 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  ejres. 
Which  Strepbon  ventured  to  look  hi,       ' 
Resolv'd  to  go  through  tJack  and  thin. 
He  lifb  the  lid :  there  needs  no  more^ 
He  smelt  it  all  the  thne  before. 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  box, 
When  Bpimethens  op'd  the  locki^ 
A  Budden  nraversal  crew 
Of  human  evils  upwttd  flew. 
He  still  was  eomfbrted  to  find 
That  hope  at  last  remainM  behind  | 
So  StMphon  lifting  «ip  the  lid. 
To  view  what  in  the  chest  was  hid, 
The  vapours  fiew fWrni  out  the  vents 
Bat  Strephao,  oaatkras,  never  meant 
The  bottom  of  the^an  to  grope, 
Aai  foill  hid  htfid*  he  Mweh  of  A^(M» 
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Oh!  ne^er  may  meh  a  Tile  machine 
Be  once  in  CsBlia's  cbanber  seen ! 
Oh  !  may  she  better  learn  to  keep 
Those  teereU  oftht  hoary  deep  *  / 

As  muOon-cutlets,  prime  qf  meat  *, 
Which  though  with  art  you  salt  and  beat. 
As  laws  of  cookery  roquire. 
And  roast  th^m  at  the  clearest  fire ; 
If  from  adown  the  hopeful  chops 
The  ht  upon  a  oinder  drops. 
To  stinkinfl;  smoke  it  turns  the  flame, 
Poisouing  the  flesh  from  whence  it  came. 
And  up  exhales  a  gremsy  stench, 
For  which  you  cunx;  the  careless  wench  : 
So  things  which  must  not  be  cxpre^t. 
When  plumpt  into  the  reeking  chest, 
Send  up  an  excremcntal  smell 
To  taint  the  pacts  from  whence  they  fellf 
The  p^ooats  and  gown  perfume, 
And  waft  a  s^dk  round  eveiy  room. 

Thus  finishitoj  hU  grand  survey, 
The  swain  distrusted  slunk  away ; 
Repeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 
•'  Oh  !  Cajlia,  C«lia,  Cwlia  8h-*s  !" 
But  Vengeance,  goddess  never  sleeping, 
Soon  ptmish*d  Strei)han  fur  his  peeping  : 
His  foul  imagination  links 
Each  dame  he  sees  with  all  her  stinkB  $ 
And,  if  unsavory  oddurs  fly, 
Conceives  a  lAdy  itanding  by. 
All  women  his  description  fitsH 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits; 
By  vicious  fiancy  c<>i1pled  &st, 
And  still  appearing  in  contrast. 

I  pity  wretched  Sti^hon,  blind 
To  all  the  charms  of  woman-kind. 
Should  I  ,the  queen  of  love  refuse. 
Because  she  rose  from  stinking  ooae  ? 
To  Uim  that  looks  behind  the  scene, 
Statira  's  but  some  pocky  qaean. 

When  Caelia  all  her  glory  shows. 
If  Strephon  wonU  but  stop  his  nose, 
Who  now  so  impionsly  blasphemes 
Her  ointments,  daubs,  and  .paints,  and  craans. 
Her  washes,  ■lapS)'ttt>d  every  clout. 
With  which  Ike Jtaak/te  so  fonl  a  rout; 
He  soon  ivMd  ieatn  to  tbink  Ktoe  vam. 
And  bless  his  rrivish^  eyes  to  flee 
"Such  order  from  QMAision  epning, 
Such  gaudy  iulipt  rab'd  from  dung. 


THE  POTTER  OF  TlAfE.    1750. 

h  ndtfaer  brass  normartile  can  withsta&d 
Tlie  mortal  foroe  of  Time's  deMmeCive  hand; 
If  mountains  |bik  feo  tales,  if  cities  die. 
And  lessening  rivers  monm  tbeir  fionntaiM  dry  s 
When  my  old  cassoe  (ftaid  a  Welsh  dmiie> 
Is  out  at  elbows ;  mky  sbottld  I  rtpinb  > 


;  ON  MR.  pnLW:vrBT*s 

BEING  PUT  OUT  OP  THE  OOUMCIL,     ItSU 

Sit  Robert,  weaqr^  by  WUl  PnUxWs 
Who  intemiptdd  iuBi  m  all  his ' 


Resolv'd  that  Will  and  he  thoiild  meet  ao  mait  t 
Full  in  his  face  Boh  shuts  the  council-door; 
Nor  lets  him  sit^as  justice  on  the  bench, 
Tb  punish  theives.  Or  ladi  a  subui^wench. 
Yet  still  St.  Stephen's  chapel  open  lies 
For  Will  to  enter— What  shall  I  advise^ 
Kv*n  quit  the  nonsE,  fur  thou  too  long  hast  sat  m  ^ ; 
Prodtice  at  t<mt  thy  dormant  ducal  patent ; 
There,  near  tliy  master's  throne  in  shelUar  placed. 
Let  ■Wit!  unhcnrd  by  thre  his  thnnder  waste. 
Vet  still  I  ft>ar  yO«ir  work  is  done  but  half; 
For,  while  he  kcep^  his  pen,  yon  are  not  Mfc. 

Hear  an  oM  fable,  amd  a  dull  one  too; 
It  l)ears  a  miJral,  %irhen  appW'd  to  yon. 

A  h^re  had  lonir  escaped  pursuing  hnunda. 
By  oft^  shKlhig  into  distant  grontids; 
Till,  fliMiir^ic  all  his  artifices  vain, 
I'o  save  his  life  be  leaped  into  the  main. 
But  tliere,  alas !  he  could  no  safety  find, 
A  pack  of  d«g'fijtk  had  him  in  the  wind. 
He  s&mrM  away ;  and,  to  avoid  the  foe, 
1  )esceiMl8  for  shelter  to  the  shades  bebw : 
llicre  Cerberus  lay  watching  in  his  den 
(He  had  not  seen  a  hare  the  lord  knows  when). 
Out  bouncM  the  mastiff  of  the  triple  head; 
Away' the  hare  with  double  swiftness  fled ; 
Hunted  from  earth,  and  sea,  and  Hell,  be  flies 
(Fear  lent  him  win^s)  for  safety  to  the  skies. 
How  was  the  fearful  animal  distrest ! 
llehold  a  foe  more  fierce  than  all  the  rest ! 
Siritis,  the  swiftest  of  the  heavenly  pack, 
Paird  but  an  inch  to  seize  him  by  the  bade 
He  fled  to  Earth,  but  first  it  4X)st  him  dcMrc 
He  left  his  sent  behind,  and  half  aa  ear. 

Thus  was  the  haro  pursued,  though  fnefinm  gaih; 
Thus,  Rob,  Shalt  thou  be  manFd,  fiy  where  ^loawih. 
Then,  honest  Robin,  of  thy  corpse  beware  $ 
Thou  are  not  half  so  nimble  aa  m  hare: 
Too  pooderons  is  thy  bulk  to  momit  thesicy  ; 
Nor  can  you  go  to  Heli,  befwe  you  die. 
So  keen  thy  hunters^  and  thy  scent  so  strong. 
Thy  turnt  and  doublings  cannot  save  thee  long  K 


EPITAPH 
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.  s  Pffin^  viff»9«„ 


FREDERICK  'I>UK£  OF  SCHOMBBRG  «. 

Hie  infra  sitom  est  corpus 
FRKDERICI  DUCIS  DE  SCHOMBERO, 
ad  BUDINDAM  occisi,  A.  D.  I69a 
OBCANUS  et  CAPITCLUM 

atque  etiam  petiemn(fc, 

Ut  HJBBants  DUCIS 

In  memoriam  PASBirris  eiigeodum  cnrareiit : 

Sed  postquam  per  epistolas,  per  amieos^ 

diu  ab  s«p6  orando  nil  profecftre ; 

1  This  hunting  aoded  in  the  momotioa  btthaf 
WlUandBob.  Bab  was  w>  k^er  isat  wimitir, 
bnteariofOrfbrd;  «Bd  Will  iraa  na  toa^arlfis  «p- 
poDant,b«teailofBatb.    H 

SThe  duke  waa  wib«p|)ily  kiHad,  m  onsfemg  tti 
riTSr  Boyne,  July  l»  I69a|  sndnsfes^Msiad  is  Jt 
Patrick's  cathadMd;  vharo  the  An  t 
erected  a  small  mo 
KBKjk  expcofc* 
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Mtliic  demum  lapidcm  ipsi  stetuerunt, 

^  Saiteni  ut  8cia«,  huspes, 

minam  terraniin  SCONBKROENSE3  cineret 

delilescvnt. 

«'  Phis  potiiit  fain«  virtutis  «p«<i  alienoi, 

Quam  sanguinU  pioxini'rtas  apiidi  3iu».'* 

A.  1).   I'lSl. 


C.4SSISUS  AND  PETER. 

A   TaACICAI.  BLECT.       1731. 

Two  college  sophs  of  Cambri'lgc  growUi, 
Both  special  wits,  and  Viwm  t|oth. 
Conferring,  a*  ihi^y  a«»  4  to  in,^tt. 
On  love,  and  books,  iu  rapluro  sweet 
(Muse,  find  me  names  to  lit  my  metre, 
Cassinus  thi«,  and  t  other  Pcti;r)  j 
Friend  Peter  to  Cassinus  goes. 
To  chat  awhile,  and  warm  his  nose :    . 
But  such  a  sight  va»  plover  seeq. 
The  lad  lay  swallowM  up  ip  spleen. 
He  seemed  as  just  crept  out  of  bed ; 
One  greasy  stocking  round  his  bead. 
The  other  he  tai  down  to  dearo 
With  threads  of  different  coloured  yarp  ; 
His  breeches  torn  exposing  wide 
A  ragged  shirt  and  Uwny  hide. 
Scorch*d  we^e  his  ships,  his  legs  were  hare. 
But  well  embrovo'd  with  dirt  and  hair. 
A  rug  was  o'er  his  shoujdera  thrown 
(A  ru^ ;  for  night-gown  he  had  nofie). 
His  Jordan  stood  in  g^^nner  AUipg 
Between  his  legs  to  spftw  or  spit  in  j 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  sable  dy'd. 
And  half  uRiaiTiok'd.  U>y  by  bis  side. 
Utm  thiu  accoutr^  Peter  found. 
With  eyes  in  smoke  and  weeping  drowpM  ; 
The  lc9 wrings  of  his  last  night's  pot 
On  embers  plac'4>  to  dr'mk  it  hot 

"  Why,  X^assy,  thou  wilt  doze  thy  pate : 
What  makes  thee  lie  a^bed  to  late  ? 
The  finch,  the  liqoct,  and  the  thrush, 
Their  matins  chant  m  every  bui»h : 
And  1  have  heard  thee  oft'  salute 
Aurow  with  thy  early  flute. 
Heaven  send  thou  bast  not  got  the  hyps  ! 
liow!  not  a  word  cow?  from  thy  lips  ?*' 

Then  gave  him  some  £amiUar  thumps  j 
A  ooUege-juke,  to  cure  the  dumps. 

The  awain  at  last,  wHb  grief  ofiprest, 
Gry'd, "  Celia !"  thrice,  an^  sigh'd  t)ie  reft 

'<  Bear  Q^y,  tbougb'to  ask  X  dread, 
Yetadtlmuit,  lsC»Uadead?" 

•«  How  happy  I,  were  that  the  won*? 
Bat  I  was^sted  to  be  cmvt." 

«  Come,  tell  us,  has  she  play*d  the  wbton  ?** 
"  Ob,  Peter,  wouW  it  w^w  90  wxe  I" 
«  Why,  plague  copfiDond  her  safiidy  WcM^ 
5ay,  has  the  imaU  or  greater  poK 
Sunk  down  her  note,  or  weam'd  bar  £ic^  ? 
Be  flMy,  tis  a  oofanoB  c«ae.'' 


STbe  woids  that  Br.  Mft  flrat  eonolfiiled  «lie 
cpttapbwith,  Kert'-Wtomutsctet  viator  Wig. 


"  Oh,  Peter !  beauty's  byt  a  v^^niish, 
Whif  h  time  and  accidents  will  tamish : 
But  Calia  has  contiiv'dto  blast 
Those  beautitis  tujit  ni'jjht  ever  last. 
Nor  can  iuiaeioittian  gueaa,. 
Nor  eloquence  divine  express, 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  purest  passion  has  betray'd. 
Conceive  the  most  enveoom'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injured  lover's  heart" 

•*  Why,  haug  her ;  though  she  aaeoif  to  coy> 
I  know  she  loves  the  barber's  boy." 

"  Friend  Peter,  this  1  could  excuse; 
For  every  nymph  has  leave  to  chuse ; 
Nor  have  I  reason  to  complain. 
She  luves  a  more  deserving  swain. 
But,  oh !  how  ill  hast  thou  dirin'd 
A  crime  that  shocks  aU  human-kind; 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race, 
At  which  the  Sun  shoukl  hide  his  faoe  t 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply-f- 
Then  leave  me  to  despair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadians,  on  my  urn 
These  elegies  and  sonnets  bum ; 
And  on  the  marble  grave  these  riiymes, 
A  monument  to  after-timeg : 
«  Here  Cassy  lies,  by  Caslia  slain. 
And  dying  never  told  his  pain.' 
Vain  empty  world,  farewell.    Bat  hark^ 
The  loud  Ceiberian  triple  back. 
And  there — behold  Alecto  stand, 
A  whip  of  scorpions  in  her  hand. 
Lo,  Charon  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'er  th*  ferry. 
I  come,  I  come.  Medusa  I  see. 
Her  serpents  hiss  direct  at  me. 
Begone  unhand  me,  hellish  fry ; 
*  Avaunt — ye  cannot  say  'tis  I  *.' " 

*'  Dear  Cassy,  thou  must  purge  and  bleed; 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  friendship's  sacred  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  cause  ; 
And  Cffilia's  horrid  fact  relate : 
Thy  friend  would  gladly  share  thy  fate.* 
<'  To  force  it  out,  my  heart  must  rend : 
Yet  when  conjur'd  by  such  a  friend- 
Think.  Peter,  how  my  soul  is  rackt ! 
These  eyes,  these  eyes,  beheld  the  fact 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  since  out  it  must; 
B«it  when  thou  seest  me  laid  in  dust. 
The  secret  thou  shalt  ne'er  impart. 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart ; 
(How  would  her  rirgin  soul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  sex  unknown  I) 
Nor  whisper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  blackest  of  all  female  deeds ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks. 
Where  Echo  sits,  and  listening  noeks; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyrs'  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direftil  tale; 
Nor  to  the  chatterinff  featheed  race 
Biscover  Ceelia's  fboT  disgrace. 
But,  if  you  fiul,  my  spectre  dread. 
Attending  nightly  rouiid  your  bed  t 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  m  yen: 
So  take  my  secret,  and  adiM. 
Nor  wonder  how  I  kMt  my  win  s 
Oh!  C«ia,Crti%OBlk,*-«l» 
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SWIFTS  POE^tS. 


A  BJBAUTIFVL  YOUNG  NTMPH 
GOING  TO  BED. 

WRITTKV   FOR  TBB  HOKOVt  OF  THE    FVB'  *RX. 

CoRiNNA,  pride  of  Drary-lane, 
For  whom  no  shepherd  sigrhs  in  vain  j 
Never  did  Covent-garden  boast 
So  bright  a  batterM  Btrollinjc  toast  I 
No  dnmken  rake  to  pick  her  up ; 
No  cellari  where  on  tick  to  svipj 
Ketuming  at  the  midnight  boar. 
Four  stories  climbing  to  her  bower ; 
Then  seated  on  a  three- leggM  chair. 
Takes  off  her  artificial  hair. 
Now  picking  out  a  crystal  eye. 
She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by : 
Her  eye-brows,  from  a  mouae^s  hide,   ■ 
Stuck  on  witli  art  on  either  side, 
Pulls  off  with  care,  and  firvt  displays  'em. 
Then  in  a  play-book  smoothly  lays  *em : 
Now  dextroosly  her  plumpers  draws. 
That  serve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws : 
Untwists  a  wire*  and  .from  her  gums 
A  .'- 1  of  teeth  completely  comes: 
PuJls  out  the  rags  oontriv'd  tu  prop 
Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  they  drop. 
Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddess 
Unlaces  next  her  steel-ribbed  bodice. 
Which,  by  the  operator's  skill, 
Press  clown  the  lumps,  the  holFuws  filL 
Up  goes  her  hand,  and  off  she  slips 
The  bolsters  that  supply  her  hips. 
With  gentlest  toach  she  uext  oxplorea 
'  Her  shankres,  issues,  rubning  sores, 
Effects  of  maby  a  sad  disaster : 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  plaster  x 
But  must,  before  she  goes  to  bed. 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red. 
And  smooth  the  farrows  in  her  front 
With  greasy  paper  stuck  upon  't.  ^ 
She  takes  a  bolus  ere  she  sleeps ; 
And  then  between  two  blankets  creeps : 
With  pai^a  of  love  tormented  lies ; 
Or,  if  she  chance  to  close  her  eyes,   , 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreams. 
And  feels  the  lash  and  faintly  screams ; 
Or,  by  a  faithless  bully  drawn. 
At  some  hedge-tavern  lies  in  pawn  ; 
Or  to  Jamacia  seems  traniportod 
Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted; 
Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  oozy  brinks, 
Surrounded  with  a  hundred  stinks. 
Belated,  seems  on  watch  to  lie, 
And  snap  some  cully  passing  by; 
Or,  struck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 
On  watchmen,  constables,  and  duns. 
From  whom  she  meets  with  fi-equeut  rubs  ^ 
But  never  from  religious  clubs. 
Whose  favour  she  is  sure  to  find. 
Because  she  pays  tb^m  all  in  kind. 

Corinna  wakes*    A  dreadful  sight ! 
Behold  the  rains  of  the  night  I 
A  wicked  rat  her  plasiter  stole. 
Half  eat,  and  dragg'd  it  tu  his  hole. 
The  ciystal eye,  alasl  was  missM ; 
And  puss  had  <m  her  plumpen  p— ssM. 
A  pkljgeon  picked  her  issue-peas : 
And  SiMKk  iMsr  traHt  filFd  vjtti^flata 


The  pymph,  though  in  Ibis  maiigferf  jibgkt. 
Must  every  morn  her  limbs  unite. 
But  how  shall  1  describe  her  arts 
To  re-collipct  the  scattered  parts  ? 
Or  show  tlieangiiit^b,  toil,  and  paio^ 
Of  gathering  up  lienself  again? 
The  bashful  Muse  will  never  bear 
In  Kuch  a  scene  tp  intarfere. 
Corinna  in  the  morning  diascn'd. 
Who  sees,  will  spue;  who  smells,  be  poisoo'd. 


STREPHOy  AND  GHLOE.     HJ!. 

Of  Cliloe  all  the  town  has  rang,  ■ 
By  every  size  of  poets  sung : 
So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 
But  once  in  twenty  thousand  years  ^ 
By  Nature  fbrm'd  with  nicest  care. 
And  faultless  to  a  single  hair. 
Her  gracpfid  mein,  her  shape,  and  feoe^ 
Confessed  her  of  no  mortal  race : 
And  then  so  nioe,  and  so  genteel ; 
Such  cleanliness  from  head  to  bc^l  r 
>fo  humours  gross,  or  frowzy  steams. 
No  noisome  whifis,  or  sweaty  streami^ 
Before,  behmd,  above,  bdow, 
Could  from  \wr  taintless  body  flow : 
Would  so  discreetly  things  dispose. 
None  ever  saw  her  pluck  a  rose. 
Her  dearest  comrades  never  caagfat  her 
Squat  on  her  hams,  to  make  maid^s  waters 
You  'd  swear  that  so  divfaie  a  creatore 
Felt  no  necessities  of  nature. 
In  summer  had  she  walked  the  town, 
,  Her  arm  pits  would  not  stam  her  gown  s 
At  country-dances  not  a  nose 
Could  in  the  dog-days  smell  her  toes. 
Her  milk-white  hands,  both  palms  and  backs, 
like  ivory  dry,  and  soft  as  wax. 
Her  hands,  the  softest  ever  felt. 
Though  cold  would  btim,  though  dry  wqqUI  melt* 

Dear  V'^enus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid. 
Nor  let  her  loose  to  spoil  y<>ar  trade. 
While  she  engrosses  every  swain, 
Vou  but  o'er  half  the  world  can  reign. 
Think  what  a  case  all  men  are  now  in. 
What  Ogling,  sighing,  toasting,  %T>wing  ! 
What  powdered  wigs  !  what  flames  ai^  darts  t 
What  hampers  full  of  bleeding  hearts  I 
What  sword-knots  I  what  poetic  strains  I 
What  billet-doux,  and  clouded  caoes ! 

But  Strephoo  sigh'd  so  loud  and  strong. 
He  blew  a  settlement  along  j  ' 

And  bravely  drove  hts  rivaii  down 
With  coach  and  six,  and  house  in  town. 
The  bashful  nymph  no  more  withstands. 
Because  her  dear  papa  commands. ' 
The  charming  couple  now  nnites  : 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage-rites. 

Jmprhnist  at  the  temple-porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  flaming  torch : 
The  smiling  Cyprian  godden  brings 
Her  mfant  Loves  with  purple  wings  ; 
And  pigeons  billing,  sparrows  treading 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding; 
The  Muses  next  in  order  fbUow^ 
Conducted  by  their  s(piiie,  Apollo; 
Then  Mercury  with  sil?sr  toognt  ^ 
And  Hebby  goddess  ever  young. 
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STREPHON  AND  CHLOE. 
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Behold,  the  hridegrooiD  sjid  hU  bride 

Walk  hand  in  hand,  auJ  skle  by  »id«; 

She  by  the  tender  Gnic«b  6n»t, 

But  he  by  Mars,  in  scurlek  vest. 

The  nymph  was  cover'd  with  hfvrfammeujk. 

And  Pbcebus  sung  th'  ep'Uhtdumlmiu 

And  last  to  make  the  matter  fture, 

Dame  Juno  brought  a  priest  demure. 

Luna  was  abseut,  on  pretence 

Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 

The  rites  performed,  the  pan^un  paid. 
In  state  retum'd  the  grand,  parade : 
With  loud  huzza*8  from  all  the  boys. 
That  now  the  pair  mu^t  rrou.ii  their  joyu . 

Bnt  still  the.  hardest  part  remains  : 
SiiephoD  had  long  perplexM  bis  braii^^  , 

How  with  so  high  a  nymph  b<;  might 
Demean  himself  the  wedding-night : 
For,  as  he  riew'd  his  pemn  round. 
Mere  mortal  flesh  was  all  he  found : 
Hb  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  bis  feet» 
Were  daly  wash'd,  to  ktsep  them  sweet 
(With  other  parts  that  shall  be  nameless. 
The  ladies  else  migUt  think  me  shauieless). 
The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ; 
And,  should  he  straggle,  I  know  what — 
Why,  let  it  go  if  I  aivist  tell  itr- 
He  'U  sweat,  and  then  the  aympli  may  9m9ii  it; 
While  she,  a  goddess  dy*d  m  grain. 
Was  unsusceptible  of  stain, 
And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  skii^ 
£xhal*d  am^rojrta  from  within. 
Can  such  a  deity  endure 
A  mortal  hnman  touch  impure  ? 
How  did  the  humbled  swain  detest 
His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breast ! 
His  night-cap,  bordered  nmnd  with  laee, 
Conld  give  no  softness  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddess  oould  be  kind. 
What  endless  raptures  must  he  find  ! 
And  goddesses  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  visit  mortal  men ; 
To  visit  and  to  court  them  too : 
A  certain  goddess,  God  knows  who, 
(As  in  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 
Took  colonel  Peleus  to  her  bed. 
But  what  if  he  should  lose  his  life 
By  venturing  on  his  heavenly  wife  i 
(For  Strephon  could  remember  well. 
That  once  he  heard  a  school-boy  tell, . 
How  Semele  of  mortal  race 
By  thunder  died  in  Jove's  embrace.) 
And  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
By  lightning  shot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ? 

While  these  reflections  filPd  his  head,    . 
The  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed : 
He  followed,  stript,  and  itt  he  crept. 
But  awfully  his  distance  kepc 

Now  ponder  well,  ye  parents  iear  ; 
Forbid  your  daughters  guzzling  beer  % 
And  make  them  every  afternoon 
Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  soon  ; 
That,  era  to  bed  they  venture  upy 
They  may  discbarR^  it  every  nups 
if  not,  tbiey  must  in  evil  pUght 
Be  dbBo  forc'd  to  rise  at  night 
Keep  them  to  wholesome  food  coafln*d, 
>for  kt  them  taite  what  causes  wind : 
(Tis  this  the  sage  of  Samoa  I 
fahiddipg  bit  dbo^  bcHH.) 


Oh  !  think  what  evils  nnist  ensue ;    - 
Miss  Moll  the  jade  will  bum  it  bluei 
And,  when  she  once  hds  got  the  aiV 
She  cannot  help  it  fur  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  flies,  ev^n  when  she  meets 
Uer  bfidcgruoni  in  the  wedding-sheets^ 
Carminative  and  diuretic 
Will  dafup  all  paKsion  sympathetic  ; 
And  luvt;  such  nicety  requires. 
One  Lletl  will  put  out  all  his  bres. 
Since  hu.-bands  get  behind  the  scraie. 
The  wife  should  study  to  be  cban  ; 
Nor  give  the  smallest  rooiu  to  gue;is 
The  time  when  wants  of  nature  press  j 
But  after  marriage  practiiie  more    ^ 
l>ecoruin  than  she  did  before; 
To  keep  iirr  spoutie  deluded  still. 
And  make  him  fancy  what  she  will. 

In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair : 
'Tis  time  to  show  bow  things  went  th^re. 
^<lrepbon,  who  had  been  often  told 
That  fortune  still  assists,  the  bold^ 
Kesolv'd  to  make  the  tlrst  attack ; 
But  Cbloe  drvve  him  fiercely  back. 
How  could  a  nyiupb  so  chaste  as  Chloe^ 
With  cjnstitution  cold  and  snowy. 
Permit  a  brutish  man  to  touch  her  ?  * 
Ev*n  lambs  by  instinct  fly  the  butcher. 
Resistance  on  the  wedding-night 
Is  what  our  maidens  claim  by  right: 
And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed. 
Was  maid  in  tliouglit,  and  word,  and  dee& 
Yet  some  assi^^  a  diflferent  reason  ; 
That  Siruphon  chuse  no  proper  season^ 

S;iy  i'air  ones,  must  I  make  a  pause. 
Or  froely  tell  the  secret  cause } . 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  speak) 
Had  now  constrainM  the  nymph  to  leak. 
This  |)oint  must  needs  be  settled  first : 
The  bride  must  either  void  or  bursL 
Then  see  the  dire  effects  of  pease  } 
Think  what  can  give  the  colic  ease. 
The  nymph,  oppressed  before,  behind. 
As  ship»  are  toss*d  by  waves  and  wind* 
Steals  out  her  baud,  by  nature  led. 
And  brings  a  vessel  into  bed  ; 
Fair  utensil,  as  smooth  and'  white 
As  Chk>e*8  skin,  almost  as  brighL 

Strephon  who  heard  the  fuming  rill 
As  from  a  mossy  clitT distil, 
CryM  out,  **  Ye  gods  !  what  sound  ts  this  ^ 

Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chloc, ?»' 

But  when  he  smelt  a  noisome  steam. 
Which  ofk'  attends  that  luke>warm  stream  $ 
(Salerno  both  together  joins. 
As  sovereign  medicines  for  Uie  knns';) 
And  though  contrived,  we  may  suppose. 
To  slip  his  ears,  yet  struck  his  iiose ; 
He  found  her,  while  the  soent  mcreu*d« 
As  mortal  as  himself  at  least 
But  soon,  witli  like  occasmns  prest. 
He  boldly  sent  his  band  in  quest 
(In^ir'd  with  courage  from  his  bride) 
To  reach  the  pot  on  t*  other  side  ; 
And,  as  he  fill'd  the  reeking  vasa. 
Let  fly  a  rouser  in  her  foce. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 
(As  pictures  prove,  with  gariands  croim'di) 
Abash'd  at  what  they  saw  and  bawd. 
Flew  oSf  nor  tver  not%  HV^v*^ 
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Adieu  id  ratitbirig  delight^ 
High  raptures,  and  romantic  flight^f 
to  goddesses  so  heavenly  street. 
Expiring  shepherds  at  their  feet ; 
I'o  silver  meads  and  shady  bowen, 
BressM  up  with  amaranthine  flowers* 

How  great  a  change !  how  quickly  made ! 
They  learn  to  call  a  spade  a  spadej 
They  soon  from  all  constraints  are  freed  | 
Can  see  each  other  do  their  netd* 
On  box  of  cedar  sits  the  wife, 
And  makes  it  warm  for  deareH  lift ; 
And,  by  the  beastly  way  of  thinkingi 
Fmds  great  society  in  stinking. 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 
His  Chloe  in  the  homeliest  strahiB  ; 
And  Chloe,  iqore  eiperienc'd  grown, 
With  interest  pays  him  back  his  owm 
Ko  maid  at  conrt  is  Jess  asham'd, 
Bowe'er  for  selHng  bargains  fom'd. 
Than  she  to  name  her  parts  behind^ 
Or  when  a^bed  to  let  out  wind. 

Pair  Decency,  celestial  maid  I 
Descend  from  Heaven  to  beauty's  aid! 
Though  beaaty  tnay  begtt  desire, 
*Ti8  thou  mii$t  Ian  the  lover's  fire  j 
For  beauty,  like  supreme  domimon. 
Is  best  supported  by  opinion: 
If  decency  bring  no  supplies. 
Opinion  fall,  and  beauty  dies. 

To  see  some  radiant  nymph  api^eaf 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear, 
You  think  some  goddess  from  the  sky 
Descended,  ready  cut  and  dry : 
But,  ere  you  sell  yourself  to  laucrhter, 
Conssider  well  what  may  come  after; 
^or  fine  ideas  vanish  fast, 
While  all  the  gross  and  filthy  last 

O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
When  Chloe  stole  your  heart  away 
Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  spy'd 
On  house  of  ease  yotfr  future  bride. 
In  ail  the  postures  of  her  face 
Which  nature  gives  in  such  a  case  ; 
Distortions,  groanhigK,  strainings,  heavlngs ; 
Twere  better  you  had  lick'd  her  leavings, 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddess  grown  a  filthy  male. 
Your  foncy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  saw,  and  what  yon  smelt  | 
Would  stiil  the  same  ideas  give  ye, 
As  when  you  spy'd  her  on  the  ptivy ; 
And,  spite  of  Qiloe's  charms  divine. 
Your  heart  bad  been  as  whole  as  mine. 

Authorities,  both  old  and  recent, 
Direct  that  wooien  must  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  spouse  each  blemish  hide« 
More  than  frx>m  all  the  world  be8ide« 

Unjustly  all  our  nymphs  complaiii 
Their  empire  holds  so  short  a  reign  } 
Is  after  nuurriage  lost  so  soon, 
It  hardly  holds  the  honey-mooD  t 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  cattjg^hty 
It  is  entirely  theimwn  fault 
They  take  posaeasion  of  the  crown, 
And  then  throw  all  then*  weapons  down : 
Though,  by  the  politician's  scheme. 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  po#er  supreme, 
Thtae  arts  by  which  at^rst  they  gkin  it, 
TiM^  fltiU  ami  pncte  tomaitttafli  it 


What  variotts  ways  ocfr  feitaiKlef  Ciltff 
To  pass  for  wits  before  a  rake ! 
And  in  the  fruitless  search  pursue 
Ail  other  methods  but  the  true ! 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behavioar 
By  reading  books  against  their  Satioar  | 
Soma  oall  it  witty  to  reflect 
On  every  natural  defoct ; 
Some  show  tliey  never  want  eftplafnfng. 
To  comprehend  a  double-uieaDing  i 
Bat  sure  a  tell-tale  out  of  school 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greatest  fool ; 
Whose  rank  imagitntion  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  distib  r 
You  M  think  she  utterM  frogrki  behhia. 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 

Why  is  a  handsome  wife  ador*d 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord } 
From  3^^raider  poppet^maa  inquire, 
Who  wisely  hides  his  wood  and  wire  ; 
Shows  Sheba's  queen  completely  drest. 
And  Solomon  in  royal  vest : 
But  view  them  littered  on  the  floor. 
Or  strung  on  pegs  behind  the  dour  j 
Punch  is  exactly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  OreeoC* 

A  prudent  builder  shouM  IhrecaA 
How  long  the  Stuff  is  like  to'  last ; 
And  car^lly  observe  the  ground, 
i  o  build  on  some  fbundatioa  sound. 
What  house,  when  its  materiais  enioMe, 
Must  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure, 
Rais'd  on  a  basis  unsecure } 
Rash  mortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife. 
Contrive  your  pile  to  last  for  life : 
Since  beaaty  scarce  endures  a  day 
And  youth  so  swifUy  {glides  away ; 
Why  will  you  make  yourself  a  bubble. 
To  build  on  sand  with  hay  and  stubble  f 

On  sense  and  wit  your  passion  found. 
By  decency  cemented  round  j 
}j*t  prudence  with  good-nature  strive 
To  keep  esteem  and  love  aRve. 
Then  come  old-age  whene'er  it  will. 
Your  friendship  shall  continue  still : 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 


APOLLO; 


oa, 

A  PROBLEM  SOLVED. 


1731* 


Apollo,  god  of  light  hnd  wit. 

Could  verse  inspire,  but  seidom  wrk. 

Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks. 

As  well  as  chymirti  by  their  bodksi 

As  handsome  as  my  lady's  page  ; 

Sweet  five  and-twerity  was  fait  age* 

His  wig  was  madeof  smmy  ttiyi, 

He  crown'd  hts  jTOUthfiil  head  wlQi  tioyv  } 

Not  all  the  coutt  of  Heaven  ooold  ittm 

So  nice  and  so  complete  a  bean. 

No  heir  upon  Ids  first  appeonmoe. 

With  twenty  thooHtnS  pooiids  B-yetf  TSt/tfy 

ib'er  orove,  Deioie  ne  mmi  m  laaa. 

So  fine  a  ooodi  alom  tlM  8b«Bi ! 
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The  ipoktt,  «e  ar6  by  Ovid  told. 
Were  silver,  and  the  axle 'gold : 
(I  own  'twas  but  m  coach  and  four. 
For  Jikpitar  altows  no  more !) 

Yet;  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  p«rts» 
finoQgh  to  wm  tBO- thousand  heartsi 
Ko  Tttlgar  deity  above 
Was  so  unfortunate  in  love. 

Three  weighty  causes  were  assign'd. 
That  mov'd  the  nymphs  to  be  unkind, 
Kinc  Muses  always  waiting  rcMind  hhn, 
fie  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them* 
His  singing  wy«  another  fouH  ; 
^or  be  could  reach  to  B  in  o^  .* 
And,  by  the  sentiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  smgers  are  lilte  Nicolini*  ' 
At  last,  the  point  was  folly  deaf^d  ^ 
In  short,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 


THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED. 

1731. 

Afct  folks  who  pretend  to  relig'um  and  gracg^ 
Allow  thei«  's  a  Hell,  but  dispute  of  the  place  : 
But,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defia'd 
The  place  of  the  damn^d—l  'H  tell  you  my  mind, 
Where-cver  the  damn-d  do  chiefly  abound. 
Most  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found  : 
Damn'd  poeU^  damn'd  criiia,  damu*d  blockheads, 

damn'd  knaves, 
l)amn*d  senators  bribM,  damned  prostitute  slaves ; 
DaamM  lawyers  and  jjtdges,  damu'd   lords  and 

danin'd  squires  ; 
Damn'd  spies  and.  if{formers^  damned  friends  and 

damn'd  liars  ; 
Damn*d  villains,  corrupted  in  every  staliw  ;  ^ 
Damn*d  timeserving  priests  all  over  the  naitom  i 
And  into  the  bai^n  I  Ml  readily  give  you 
Danu'd  ignorant  prelates  and  counsellors  privy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parsons  be  flamm*d. 
For  we  know  by  these  mar^«  the  place  of  the  damn'di 
And  Bbll  to  be  sure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  us  that  it  is  not  at  home  I 


JVDAS.    1731. 

Br  the  just  vengeisoee  of  incensed  slusi, 
J^oer  bishop  Judas  late  repenting  dies. 
The  Jews  engaged  him  with  a  paltry  bribe. 
Amounting  hardly  lo  a  crown  a  tribe; 
Which  thoqgh  bis.cooaeienne  forc'd  him  to  restora 
(And,  panona  tell  us,  no  man  ooold  do  more) ; 
Y«t,  through  despmr,  of  God  and  man  aoourtt. 
He  loat  his  bishopric,  and  hang'd  or  burst 
Thoae  former  agaa  difier'd  muoh  Irom  this| 
Judas  betn^'d  his  master  with  a  Idks: 
But  «MM  ha««  kiss'd  the  go^iel  fifty  tioMS, 
Whoae  pmjnry  's  the  least  of  all  their  orioMf  | 
8ome  who  can  p9Jure  through  a  two-mch  boani^ 
Yet  keep  thetr  bishopfioa,  and 'scape  Mia  «oid : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  akitfbl  spinster  drmm 
To  deader  threads,  may  somethnet  nam  for  lavii. 

Aa  ancient  Jndaa  by  trsnugrasttn  ftM^ 
iMI  IsMi  wMidir  ere  be  vent  lo  HaH  I 


So  could  we  see  a  set  of  new  bca^oti 
Come  headlong  tamUing  from  their  mitred  charkili ^ 
Each  modern  Judas  perish  like,  the  first ; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burst; 
Who  could  forbear,  that  viewed  each  guilty  foce. 
To  cry,  "  Lo !  Judas  gone  to  his  own  place  j 
His  habitation  let  all  men  foisake. 
And  let  his  biibopric  another  take  !'* 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GATK    1731. 

How  coold  yoo,  Qay,  disgrace  the  Muses'-train, 
To  serve  a  tasteless  court  twelve  years  in  vnin  \ 
Fain  would  I  think  oar  female  friend  *  sincere,*' 
TiU  Bob,  the  poet^s  foe,  possess'd  her  ear. 
Did  female  virtue  e'er  so  high  ascend. 
To  lose  an  inch  of  fovour  for  a  friend } 

Say,  had  the  court  no  better  place  to  cSinse 
For  thee,  than  inak&a  dry-muse  of  thy  Muse  ^ 
How  cheaply  hod- thy  liberty  been  sold. 
To  squire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old ; 
In  leading-strings  her  infant  steps  to  guidc» 
Or  with  her  go-cart  arable  side  by  side  1 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  dame 
Advanc'd  thy  fortune,  and  preserv'd  thy  fame* 
Nor  will  your  nobler  gifts  be  misapply'd. 
When  oVr  your  patron's  treasure  you  preside : 
The  world  should  own,  his  choice  was  wise  and  jm!. 
For  sons  of  Piimbus  never  break  their  trust 

Not  love  of  beauty  less  the  heart  inflamei 
Of  guardian  eumichs  to  the  sultan's  dames : 
Their  passions  not  more  impotent  and  cold. 
Than  those  of  poets  to  the  lust  of  gold. 
With  Pnan's  purest  Are  his  favourites  glow, 
Tbe  dregs  will  serve  to  ripen  ore  below ; 
His  meanest  work :  for,  !uul  he  thought  it  ft 
That  wealth  should  be  the  appemsge  of  wit. 
The  god  of  light  could  ne*er  have  been  so  b^4 
To  deal  it  to  the  worst  of  hnman-kind. 

Hot  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well. 
Your  conduct  m  this  new  employ  foretell. 

And  first:  to  make  ihy  obserraction  right, 
I  place  a  statetman  fhll  before  my  sight, 
A  bloated  minister  In  all  his  geer. 
With  shameless  visage  and  perfidious  leer  ; 
Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw. 
And  ostrich -Irko  his  atl-digesting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  monster  to  my  Tiew, 
To  show  the  world  his  chief  reverse  in  yoo* 
Of  kMid  mimeanhig  sounds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  mouth  in  plenteous  streams  of  i|rad| 
MTith  these  the  court  and  semte-hoose  he  pUet, 
Made  up  of  noise,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  show  how  Bob  and  you  agrees 
You  serve  a  poieni  prince^  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  oilfcn,  tnuted  to  your  charge. 
Your  honest  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlaife  i 
His  vaasab  easy,  and  the  owner  blest, 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  ei^y  the  rest. 

>  Tbe  dean  havhig  been  told  by  an  intimaite  frienA, 
that  the  duke  of  Queendrary  had  employed  Bis. 
Gay  to  inspect  the  accounU  and  management  of  bio 
grace's  receivers  and  stewards  (which  however 
proved  to  be  a  mistake),  wrote  this  ^piitle  to  hii 

•  TteooantaHofSdbOu   V. 
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Kofc  to  a  nation'fl  T«veii«eB  are  paid  ; 
The  8erfaat*8  faults  are  on  the  master  laid. 
The  people  with  a  ngh  their  taxes  bring  i 
And,  cursing  Bob,  forget  to  bl«i»  the  king* 

Next  hearken,  Gay,  to  what  thy  charge  requires, 
With  servaniif  tenants,  and  tlte  neighbouring  tqutrtt: 
l^t  all  domestics  feel  your  gentle  sway ; 
Nor  bribe,  insult,  nor  flatter,  n«>r  betray. 
Let  due  r^ard  to  merit  be  allowed ; 
Nor  with  your  kindred  half  the  palace  crowd  g 
Nor  think  yourself  secure  in  doing  wrong 
By  teUmg  notes  voith  a  porta  strong. 

Be  rich ;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  parade  ; 
At  least,  before  your  master^  dehls  are  paidi 
Nor  in  a  palace,  built  wUh  tharge  mmense^ 
Presume  to  treat  him  at  his  ou:ft  expense^ 
Each  fanner  in  the  neighbourhood  can  count 
To  what  your  lawful  perquisites  amount. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardness  of  the  times. 
Are  ill  excuses  for  a  servant's  crimes. 
With  interest,  and  9^  premium  paid  beskle. 
The  master's  pressing  want*  n^ust  be  supply  !d  ; 
With  hasty  z^  behold  the  steward  come 
By  his  ova  credit  to  advance  the  sum ;      ■    . 
Who  while  M*  unrighteous  mammon  is  his  friend, 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  nevereiid. 
A  faithful  treasurer  I  what  could  he  do  more  i 
He  lends  my  lord  what  was  my  lortPs  bt^fote. 

The  law  so  strictly  guards  the  monarch's  health 
That  no  physician  dares  prescribe  by  stealth : 
The  council  sit;  approve  the  doctt>r's  skill ; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  givcs»  the  pill. 
&ut  5ie  state  empiric  acts  a  safer  part ; 
And,  while  he  poisons,  vins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  I  describe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppose  you^r  lord  a  trusty  servant  send 
On  weighty  business  to  some  neighbouring  friend  :■ 
Presume  not.  Gay,  unless  you  serve  a  drone. 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own. 

Should  some  imperious  neighbour  sink  the  boats. 
And  drain  ^efsh-ponds,  whae  your  matter  dotes ; 
Shall  he  upon  Uie  ducal  rights  inti-ench, 
Bacause  h^  brib'd  you  with  a  brace  of  tench } 

Nor  from  your  lord  his  bad  condition  hide, 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  sooth  his  pride  t 
Nor  at  an  under-rale  hi^  timber  sell. 
And  with  an  oath  assure  him,  all  is  well; 
Or  swear  it  rotten,  and  with  husnble  airs. 
Requexi  it  (^him  to  comflete  your  stairs : 
Nor,  when  a  mortgage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  wiffa  a  purse  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Petar  Waters  always  in  your  mind : 
Thatr  rogue,  of  genuine  mnuterial  kind. 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch^ 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  scoundrel  rich ; 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  score. 
If  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  doitzous  steward,  when  his  tricks  are  found. 
Hush-money  sends  to  all  the  neighbours  round  | 
His  master,  unsuspicious  of  his  pranks. 
Pays  all  the  cost,  and  gives  the  villain  thanks. 
AimI  should  a  friend  attempt  to  set  him  right,      . 
His  lordship  should  impute  it  all  to  spite  $ 
Would  love  bis  ftvourite  better  than  before, 
AJad  trust  his  honesty  just  so  much  more. 
'  Thus  foinilies,  like  lealms,  with  equal  fotc^ 
Are  sunk;'  hy  premier  ndmsters  testate* 

SouMt,  when  an  hair  succeeds,  go  boldly  an, . 
ADd»  «•  they  vQbb*4  Oie/oiAcr,  cob  tke  «DA 


A  knave,  who  deep  embroils  his  lord's  afEnn^ 
Will  soon  grow  necessary  to  his  he:.'*. 
His  policy  consists  in  setting  traps. 
In  finding  ways  and  means  and  siopfnng  gt^  ^ 
He  knows  a  thousand  tricks  whene'er  be  pleaae^ 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  diseana. 
In  either  case,  an  equal  chanee  is  run  r- 
For,  keep  or  turn  him  out,  my.loni'H  undone. 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  filthy  sink ; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  eiylure  the  stink. 
A  strong  dilemma  in  a  desperate  case  ! 
To  act  with  infomy,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  who  scarce  the  nail  can  hit. 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  pannel  split,: 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  driv^  a  second,  lest  the  whole  should  break. 

In  every  court  the  parallel  will  hold  ; 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  told. 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  cashier'd. 
Contrives,  as  he  is  hated^  to  be/eat'd  i 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  all  affairs; 
For  veni'Sauce  more  embroils,  than  skill  repmru 
So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  just  the  same). 
To  'scape  inquiries,  leave  the  house  injigme, 

I  knew  a  brazen  minister  of  state. 
Who  bore  for  twic^  ten  }'ears  the  pnUic  hate. 
In  eve^y  mouth  the  question  most  in  vogue 
Was,  f4''hen  will  tiiey  turn  out  this  odious  rogue  f 
A  juncture  happened  in  his  higfbest  pride : 
While  Aa  went  robbing  on,  old  master  dy*d-  - 
We  thought  there  now  remain^  no  room  to  donht| 
His  work  is  done,  the  minister  must  out . 
The  court  itaited  more  than  one  or  two  ; 
Will  you,  sir  Spencer  ?  or,  will  you,  or  yov  f 
But  not  a  soul  his  office  durst  accept ;   ' 
The  subtle  knave  had  all  the  plunder  swept : 
And  such  was  then  the  temper  of  the  times. 
He  ow'd  his  preservation  to- his  crimes. 
The  candidates  ohserv'd  his  dirty  paws. 
Nor  found  it  difficult  to  guess  the  canse :         fhim. 
But  when  the^'  smelt  such  foul  oorTO|Aions  round 
Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  found  him. 

Thus,  when  a  gn^edy  sloven  once  has  thrown 
His  snot  into  the  mess,  *lis  all  ^s  own. 


ON  THE  IRISH  BISHOPS  >. 

1^31. 

Old  Latimer  preaching  did  foiriy  describe 
A  bishop,  who  ruKd  all  the  (est  of  his  tribe  : 
And  who  is  this  bishop?  and  where  does  he  dwell  > 
Why  truly  tis  Satan,  arch-bishop  of  Hell, 
And  HI  was  a  primate,  and  rs  wore  a  mitre 
Surrounded  with  jewels  of  sulphur  and  nitre. 
How  neaily  this  bishop  our  hishoiis  resembles ! 
But  he  has  the  odds,  who  believes  and  wko  iremhlet. 
Could  3ron  see  his  grim  grwr^,  for  a  pound  to  a  penny. 
Yon  *d  swear  it  must  be  the  baboon  of  KHkcany : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  the  comparison  odious ; 
I  wish  I  could  find  him  out  one  more  commodawa 
But  this  I  am  tore,  the  most  reverend  old  dragon 
Has' got  00  the  bench  many  bishops  saffragui  j 
And  all  men  believe  he  resides  there  ine^. 
To  givetheni  by  tuns  an  invisible  jqg. 

1  Occasimied  by  their  endeafonring  to  get  an  ael 
to  divide  the  church-livings  i  which  hiUwaarqeotaf 
by  tl|(0  Irith  hopM  of  oonnomb 
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Qnrbishopt,  pnl^d  op  with  wealth  and  with  prMe, 
To  Hell  oil  the  isackt  of  the  clergy  would  ride.  » 
They  mounted  aud  laboured  with  whip  and  with  spur, 
In  vain— for  the  devil  a  panon  would  itir.  [doom. 
So  the  commons  unhon'd  them;  and  this  was  their 
On  their  teroKier^  to  ride,  like  a  witch  on  a  broom. 
TlMMi^h  they  gallop'd  so  fast,  oo  the  ruad  yon  iaay 

find  >«'ra , 
And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  b^ind  'em> 
Lord   Botton*s  good  grace,   lord  Car,    and    lord 

Howard  f 
In  spite  of  the  de\-il,  would  still  be  untoward  : 
They  came  of  good  kindred,  ^nd  oonkl  not  endure 
Their  former. companions  should  beg  at  their  door. 

When  Ch^  wan  bctray'd  to  Pilate  the  prsBtor, 
Of  a  dozen  apostles  but  one  provM  a  traitor : 
One  traitor  alone,  and  fsitbAil  eleven ; 
But  we  can  afford  ]pou  six  traitors  in  sevm. 
"What    a  clutter  witli    clippings,    dividmgs,  and 
cleavings !  [ieavingi. 

And  the  clergy  foraooth  most  take  np  with  their 
If  making  divisiotu  was  all  their  intent,      [me;mt ; 
lliey  've  done  it,  «e  thank  them*  but  not  as  they 
And  so  may  such  bishops  for  ever  didder 
That  no  honest  heathen  would  be  on  their  side. 
How  sboukl.we  rejoice,  if,  like  Judas  the  first. 
Those  splitters  of  parsons  in  sunder  should  burst  I 

Now  bear  an  allusion :— A  mitre,  you  know, 
Is  divided  above,  but  united  below. 
If  this  you  consider  our  emblem  is  right  ^ 
The  bishops  dhkfe^  but  the  cler^ry  unite. 
Should  thebottom  be  split,  our  bishops  would  dread 
That  the  mitre  would  nevetr  stick  iast  on  their  head  : 
And  yet  they  haye  leanit  the  chief  art  of  a  sove- 
reign. 
As  MachtaVel  taught  them  ;  divide,  and  ye  gownrru 
But  courage,  my  lords ;  though  it  cannot  he  said 
That  one  cloven  itmgue  ever  sat  on  your  head ; 
I  '11  hok)  yon  a  grant  (ami  I  wish  I  could  see  't). 
If  your  stockings  wereoff,  yon  could  show  tlovenfteL 

«  But  hokl,"  cry  the  bishops;  **and  gKe  us  £sir 
Before  you  condema  ns,  hear  what  we  can  say.  [play ; 
What  tmer  afiieetions  couki  ever  be  showi^ 
Than  saving  your  souls  by  damning  our  own  ? 
And  have  we  not  practised  all  methods  to  gain  yen ; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  to  maintain 
Provided  a  ftmd  for  bmlding  yon  spittals  ^  [you ; 
You  are  only  to  livw  four  years  without  victuals." 

Conteot,  my  good  Joids ;  but  let  us  change  hands; 
First  take  yon  our  tithes,  and  give  ns  your  lands. 
So  God  YAia  the  church  and  three  of  onr  mitres; 
And  God  Ueis  the  oo^pnons,  for  bit%n$  Ih*  bUen, 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT  K 

OocatkiDed  by  reading  the  foHowiog  maxim  in 
Rochefoucault,  Dans  Padversiti  de  nos  meil- 
leun  amis,  nous  trouvons  toujours  qaelque 
chose  qui  ne  nous  d^Utt  pas. 

In  the  advenity  of  ovr  best  friends,  we  always 
find  fftm*^hing  that  doth  not  displease  us, 

Af  Bochefoocault  his  maxims  drew 
From  natmn,  I  believe  them  true : 

a  WrittSB  in  Kovenber^  1731.— t1»ere  are  two 
distinct  poms  on  this  subject,  one  of  tbem  ooutaiH- 
Ing  many  spnrioos  Imes.  In  what  is  here  ntkitiedp 
Ibe  fenuiae  (fvts  of  both  are  preierva^    iV; 


They  argue  no  corrapted  mmd 
In  him  ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

This  maxim  more  than  all  the  rest 
'Is  thought  too  base  for  human  breast: 
"  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends^ 
We  first  consult  our  private  ends ; 
While  nature,  kindly  bent  to  ease  as, 
Points  out  some  circomstaoce  to  please  us.*^ 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  move. 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais'd  above  our  size. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  show 
Stand  high  himself,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you :   . 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view  I 
Then  let  me.  have  the  higher  post; 
Suppose  it  but  an  incl)  at  most 
If  in  a  battle  you  sboidd  find 
One,  whom  you  k>ve  of  all  mankipd^    . 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kili'd,  or  trophy  won  ; 
Eatlier  than  thus  be' over-t.opt. 
Would  you  not  wish  his  laurels  cropt> 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without  t 
Hpw  patiently  you  hear  him  groan  ! 
How  glad  the  case  is  nut  yoiir  own ! 

What  poet  would  not  grie%'eto  see 
His  brother  write  as  well  9»  he  ? 
But,  rather  than  they  should  excel. 
Would  wish  his  rivals  all  in  Hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  misses. 
She  turns  to  envy,  stings,  and  hisses: 
The  strongest  friendship  yields  to  pride^ 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side. 
Vain  human-kind  I  fantastic  race ! 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  } 
-Self -love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 
Their  empire  in  our  heart  divide. 
Give  others  riches,  power,  and  station, 
'Tis  all  to  me  an  usurpation.  . 
I  have  no  title  to  aspire ; 
Yet,  when  you  sink,  I  seem  the  higher. 
In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  mine: 
When  be  can  in  one  couplet  fix 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six ; 
It  gives  me  such  a  jealous  fit, 
I  cry,  '<  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  !** 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 
Arburthnot  is  oo  more  my  friend. 
Who  dares  to  irony  pret^id. 
Which  1  was  bom  to  introduce, 
Refin'd  at  first,  and  show'd  its  use. 
St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knovf 
That  I  had  some  repute  for  prose  ; 
And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date. 
Q)uld  maul  a  minister  of  state. 
If  they  have  mortified  my  pride. 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  aside; 
If  with  such  talents  Heaven  hath  Uen'd  *mi^ 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  'em } 

To  all  my  ibes,  dear  Fortune,  send  ' 
Thy  gifts;  but  never  to  my  friend : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  first ; 
But  this  with  envy  makes  ine  burst 

Thus  mnch  mav  serve  by  way  of  proem  | 
Praoeed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


The  time  is  not  remote  when  I 

Must  by  the  course  of  nature  die ; 

When,  I  foresee,  my  special  friends, 
\     Will  tiy  to  find  their  private  ends  : 

And,  though  *tis  hardly  understood 

Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, 

Yet  thus,  metbinks,  I  hear  them  speak : 

**  See  how  the  dean  begins  to  break ! 

Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace ! 

You  plainly  find  it  In  his  face. 

That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 

Will  never  leave  him,  till  he  *s  dead. 

Besides,  his  memory  decays : 

He  recollects  not  what  he  says ; 

He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 

Forgets  the  place  where  last  he  diii*d ) 

Plies  youtwitb  stories  o'er  and  o*er ; 

He  told  them  -fifty  times  before. 

How  does  he  fancy  we  can  sit 

To  hear  his  outof-fiishion  wit  ? 

But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 

Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 

Faith  !  he  must  make  his  stones  shorter, 
'  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  qiurter  | 

In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 

There  must  another  set  be  found. 
"  For  poetry,  he  's  past  his  prime : 

He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme } 

His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decayed, 

His  fancy  sunk,  bis  Muse  n  jade.' 

1  'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen ; 

But  there  's  no  talking  to  some  men  !** 
And  then  their  tenderness  appean 

By  adding  largely  to  my  years : 

"  He  *B  older  than  he  would  be  reckon*d. 

And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 

He  hardly  drinks  a  pmt  of  wine ; 

And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  sign. 

His  stomach  too  begins  to  foil : 

Last  year  we  thought  him  strong  and  hale ; 

But  now  he  's  quite  another  thing  • 

I  wish  he  may  hold  out  tiH  spring !»' 

They  hug  themselves  and  reason  thus : " 

*«  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us  !" 
In  such  a  case,  they  talk  in  tropes, 

And  by  their  fears  e?q>ress  theii-  hopes. 

Some  great  misfortune  to  portend^ 

No  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 

With  all  the  kindness  they  profess, 
The  merit  of  a  locky  guess 

(When  daily  how-d»ye's  ctHne  of  course, 
And  servants  answer,  "  Worse  and  worse  !»^ 
Would  please  tliem  better,  than  to  tell, 
That,  "  God  be  praisM,  the  dean  is  welL* 
Than  he  who  prophesy*d  the  ^)e8t, 
Appraves  his  for^^t  to  the  rest : 
«  You  know  I  always  fear*d  the  worst, 
Aod  often  told  you  so  at  first'* 
He  'd  rather  choose  that  I  should  ^^ 
Han  bis  predictions  prove  a  lie. 
Kot  ime  foretells  I  shall  recover ; 
But,  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet  shodd  some  neighbour  feel  a  p«hi 
Jnst  in  the  parts  where  I  oompbun ;        ^ 
How  many  a  message  would  he  send ! 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  should  mend  I 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept ; 
What  g^ve  me  ease,  and  bow  I  slept  ? 
And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  aO  the  iDivden  voond  my  M. 


My  good  oompanons,  never  Rhr$ 
For,  though  you  may  mistake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognosties  run  too  fast. 
They  roust  be  verify'd  at  last. 

BehoU  the  foul  day  arrive  \ 
"  How  is  the  dean  ?*'— "  He  'ajaatalivc."' 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read  ; 
He  hardly  breathes ->The  dean  is  dead. 

Before  the  paasiag-ball  began. 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  mn. 
"  Oh  !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  * 
What  has  he  left  ^  and  who  's  tm  heir  ?" 
**- 1  know  no  move  than  what  the  news  k^ 
*Tw  all  bequeathed  to  publie  uasa." 
*'  To  public  uses  !  there  >s  a  whim  ! 
What  had  the  public  done  for  turn) 
Mere  envy,  avarioe,  and  pride : 
He  gave  it  all-^but  first  he  dy'd.      ' 
And  bad  the  dean,  in  all  the  nation, 
No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relatioa } 
So  ready  to  do  strangsrs  good^ 
Forgetting  his  own  flesh  and  blood !" 

Nov  Grub-street  wits  are  all  employ 'd  ^ 
With  el^^  the  town  is  cloy'd : 
Some  paragraph  in  every  paper. 
To  cun0  the  dean,  or  hUtt  the  Orapidr. 

The  doctors,  tender  ot  their  fame. 
Wisely  on  me  lay  aM  th»  blaraa. 
*'  We  must  confess,  hie  eaee  was  nice  ^ 
But  he  would  never  take  advioe. 
Had  he  been  ml'd,  for  aug(>t  appeao% 
He  might  have  liv'd  these  twenty  yean  » 
Fbr,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found 
Tiiat  ail  his  vital  parts  were  sotmd.'' 

From  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread, 
*71s  told  at  court,  **  The  deaa  is  dead.*' 
And  lady  Suffolk  ^  in  the  sploeo. 
Runs  laughing  up  to  teU  the  qneeo. 
The  queen,  so  gracbas,  mfld,  and  gnod. 
Cries,  "  Is  he  gone !  "tk  time  he  should. 
He  '«  dead,  you  say;  then  let  bia  rot. 
1  'm  glad  the  mttait  ^  were  forgot, 
I  promis'd  him,  I  osrn ;  but  whan  ? 
I  only  wae  the  princess  then : 
Bat  now  as  eooeort  of  the  king. 
Von  knew,  *tie  quite  another  thaag." 

Noa*  Chaitres,  at  sir  Robert's  levee^ 
TcUs  with  a  sneer  the  tidings  hemry* 
"  Why,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  sfcase,^ 
Cries  Boh,  **  I  'a  sorry  for  the  uovs  t 
Oh,  wese  ike  wrwtch  but  living  atitt. 
And  in  bie{4aoe  oiy  good  fr^  WiU{ 
Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head. 
Provided  Bolingbroke  wave  dead  I" 

Now  Curll  hrs  shop  from  rubbish  drains : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  sseoaainst 
And  tfeien«  to  make  them  pass  Ibe  gliUier, 
Bevis'd  by  Tibhalds,  Moore»  «i^  Qbb^. 
He  '11  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters. 
Publish  my  will,  my  IHe,  my  letters^ 
Bevive  the  libels  bom  to  die : 
Wliieh  Pope  innst  bear  as  well  as  I. 
Here  dnR  Hie  soene  to  repvesent. 
How  those  I  love  niy  death  lamei|t 


<  WUch  the  dean  b  Tahi  etf^tteH,  fm  rttora  far 
a«BattprcieiitbabndfeiittDtbepciKe&    A 
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Mi^ 


Poor  Pope  win  grieve  «  wodfcb,  end  Gaj 
A  week,  and  AriHithnot  a  daf  . 

SL  John  himaelf  will  aoarce  feitear 
To  bite  bi8  pen,  and  dra|»  a  tear. 
The  rest  will  gire  a  sbnig,  •ad  ory, 
'  *  Pm  sorry— but  we  all  miift  die  I » 

Indifiereuce,  ctad  in  wiadow's  gaiie^ 
All  fi»titi]de  of  ntUKl  lappUee : 
For  bow  €aB  stony  bowcl«  melt 
lo  thoee  who  never  pi^  felt ! 
When  we  are  lask*^  tihey  UK«he  vod^ 
Resigning:  to  the.  will  of  Oed. 

The  fools,  ray  juniors  hj  a  year» 
Are  tortur'd  with  s«ipenM  aad  f^r« 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  «  screen, 
When  death  approach'd,  to  staqd-bntweea : 
The  screen  removed,  tbetr  hsaits  «» tremhlisg  ? 
They  mourn  §nr  me  wtthewt  ^Kssemblin^ 

My  female  trieoda,  whose  tender  heairta 
Uave  better  leaned  4o  met  their  parts^ 
lleccive  the  new«  in  dohtfal  damps : 
'*  llie  dean  is^ead :  (Pray  what  is  tnin^  ?) 
Then,  Lord  have  raeicy  •en  his  soul ! 
(Ladies  I  Ml  ventuM^  the  vale.) 
SU  deans,  they  SBy«,  aiMSt  bear  the  pall : 
(I  wish  I  knew  what  fcidg  to  ealL) 
Madam  your  hnshond  will  attend 
The  funeral  ef  se  good  • 'friend. 
No, madam,  *tn  a  shockiag  sight; 
And  he  's  engag'd  toBKirrow  night : 
My  lady  Oub  will  take  it  Ul. 
If  he  shouM  failiher  at  <piadiille. 
He  bv*d  the  detffi-^I  lead  a  heavt.) 
But  deaiestfrioDds^they  say,  must  past. 
His  time  was  eomA ;  he  ran  bis  roce  j 
We  hope  he 's  ii^  a  hatler  pkee." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  should  die  ? 
No  loss  more  easy  ito' supply. 
One  year  is  paift;  u  diflkraateasne  I 
No  farther  mentien  of  thedoaa. 
Who  now,  alas !  no  more  k  miis'd. 
Than  if  he  ne%-er  did  exist. 
Where*8  now  the  fivonrite  of  Apollo ! 
Jteparted : — andikit  vorAt  muatf^Uowi 
Must  undergo  the  eemmeolate  ; 
ilis  kind  of  wit  isKMit  of  dale. 

Some  country  syuscto  liotot  gdes, 
loquiras  for  Swif^  m  verse  and  proseu 
Saj-s  Lintoty  "  I  have  haard  the  name; 
He  dy'd  a  year  090.*'**'*  The  same.'* 
He  searches  all  the  sho|p  in  vuin. 
^*  Sir,  you  mayfind-them  io  Duek-Uue; 
Isentthem,  withAioadofbeokSy  . 
Last  Monday  to  the  pastry-eaok^ 
To  fancy  they  oooMiive  u  year  1 
I  find  you  >re  but  a  stmnger  hew. 
The  dean  was  fimkous  fai  his  time. 
And  bad  a  kind  of  kosck  At  rtispme* 
His  way  of  writing  now  is  past : 
The  town  has  got  a  betterlasSa. 
I  keep  no  antiquated  staff; 
But  spick  and  span  I  bave.ewra8lk 
Pray»  do  but  givtt  me  leaws  to  ihoir  ^Mm 
Here  >s  Colley  Obher's  biitb-auy  I 
This  ode  you  -never  3Fet  have  eaen. 
By  Stephen  Duek,  upon  the<piw. 
Then  here 's  a  loiter  fiMly,potn V 
Agaiostther    ^ 


It  clearly  shows  that  dl  reflection 

On  ministers  is  disafiBCtion. 

Next,  here  's  sir  Robert's  vmdicatioa. 

And  Mr.  Henley^s  last  oration. 

The  hawkers  have  aot  got  them  yet : 

Yotir  honour  ]liease  to  buy  a  set  > 

'*  Here  's  Wolston's  tnots,  the  twellUi  edition^ 
Tis  read  by  every  politioiaa: 
The  country-members,  when  in  tsw«» 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down; 
You  never  met  a  thing  so  smart ; 
The  courtiefs  hiive  them  aU  by  heart  i 
Those  maids  of  honourwfao  can  read. 
Are  taught  to  use  Ibem  for  their  creeds 
The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  pension  ^  1 
He  doth  an  honour  to  bis  gown. 
By  bravely  ruoaiag  priett-cre^ft  down : 
He  shows,  as  sure  as  God  '«  in  GhMoestelr^ 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  unpostsr  ; 
That  all  his  mimoles  were  cheats. 
Performed  as  jugglers  do  tlteir  feats: 
The  church  had  never  sooh  a  writer  | 
A  shame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitre ! " 

Suppose  me  dead ;  and  then  suppose 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rose  ; 
Where,  from  discourse  of  this  and  that, 
I  gprow  the  subjeoC  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  aboat. 
With  fiaivour  some,  and  s<Mne -without ; 
One,  quite  indiffemt  in  the  cause» 
My  charaoter  impanaBl<draws. 
"  The  dean,  if  we  believe  report. 
Was  never  iU  received  at  conrt* 
Although,  ironically  .grave. 
He  sham'd  theleel*  awl  JsidiWI  the  kaann^ 
To  steal  a  hint  was  never  ImDwn^ 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his^neu" 

"  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  stoiy  | 
He  was  a  most  cor^famMUd  Tory, 
And  grew,  or  he  is  nmeh  bely'd. 
Extremely  duU^  heiwe  he  dyU" 

"  Can  we  the  Drapier  thon^ferget^ 
Is  not  our  nation  in  his  dnbt  ? 
'Twas  he  that  writ  the  Dsapler'e  letters  {'*— 

"  He  should  have  left  them  fye  4ik  ^asr<.# 
Wp  had  a  hundred  mUer  men. 
Nor  need  depend  upon  his  Mn.^— 
,  Say  what  you  will  iiboat  his  rnMiing^ 
You  never  can  dtfend^m  breedings 
Who,  in  bis  tai'tm  nmning  not. 
Could  never  leave  the  workt  in  .^uieij 
Attacking,  when  he  took  the  wMm, 
Court,  city,  camp— «I1  one  to  hirn*--^ 
But  why  woukl  he,  except  he  »hbber% 
Offend  our  ;N2/rto/,  grent  sir  Rdbtrt, 
Whose  onnutfZr  aid  the  severe^  rptfvnr 
To  save  the  nation  every  hour  4 
What  tcenet  of  evil  tie  nnnrraki 
In  tathret,  libtkf  Iffing'trtmeU  i 
Not  sparing  ka$  enm  clstgjr  elsAl^ 
But  self  into  it,  lilm  a  moA  !» 

«  Perhaps  I  may  aUom  the  dean 
Had  too  much  satnre  in  his  vnto. 
And  seem*d  detennn^  iwt  lo^itnrvn  % 
Because  no  age  aMsldfMindeMrait. 
Yet  malice  never  was  hii  aim ; 
He  lash'd  the  vii%.hMt^pnrVl  thsMMp 

*  Wolston  b  hem  ooafonoMnith  WooMpib  1^ 
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No  radividaal  coiild  resent. 
Where  thousands  equally  were  meuit: 
His  satire  pointi  at  do  defect, 
But  what  all  mortals  mRV  correct ; 
For  he  abbor'd.  the  semeless  tribe 
Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe ! 
He  sparM  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose. 
Whose  owners  set  uut  up  for  beaux. 
True  genuine  ^ntlness  moT*d  his  pity. 
Unless  it  offerM  to  be  witty. 
'  Hiose  who  their  ignorance  confest. 
He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jest ;  * 

But  laughed  tu  hear  an  ideot  quote 
A  verse  from  Horace  learaiM  1^  rgt*. 
Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abashed, 
Must  be  or  ridicuPd  or  l<uh% 
If  you  resent  it,  who  's  to  blame  ? 
He  neither  kilows  you,  nor  your  nmite. 
Should  vke  expect  to  ^scape  rebuke, 
Because  its  owner  n  a  dttke  f 
His  friendships,  still  to  few  cunlin'd. 
Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
No  fools  of  rank,  or  mongrel  breed, 
Who  (ain  would  pass-for  lords  indeed : 
Where  titlet  give  no  right  or  power. 
And  peerage  is  a  withered  flower ; 
He  would  have  deem'd  it  a  disgrace. 
If  such  a  wretch  had  known  his  (ace. 
On  rural  squires,  that  kingdom's  bene, 
He  vented  oft  his  wrath  in  vain : 
♦♦♦**««  squires  to  market  brought. 
Who  sell  their  souls  and  **^*  for  nought : 
The  ****  ****  go  joyfiil  back. 
To  rob  the  church,  thetr  tenants  rack  j 
Go  snacks  with  ♦***♦  justices, 
And  keep  the  peace  to  piek^up  feei  | 
In  every  jdbb  to  have  a  share, 
A  jail  or  turnpike  to'  repair ; 
And  turn  ***♦*♦*  to  public  roade 
Oommodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  hiniy 
Beeante  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  him ; 
Would  rather  slip  aside,  and  choose 
To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  shoes; 
And  scorn  the  tools  with  stars  and  garten, 
80  often  seen  i^resmig  Chartres. 
He  never  courted  men  in  statkiD, 
Hot  pertons  held  in  adnaraiimi ; 
Of  no  man's  greatness  waa  afraid. 
Because  he  sought  for  no  man's  aid- 
Though  trusted  long  in  great  affiiin^ 
He  gave  himself  no  haughty  airs  : 
Without  regarding  private  ends, 
%>ait  all  his  credit  for  his  friends ; 
And  only  chose  the  wise  and  good; 
No  flatterers;  no  allies  in  bkx>d : 
But  succoured  virtue  in  distress, 
And  seldom  failM  of  good  boccesa ; 
As  nnmben  in  their  hearts  must  own^ 
W»,  hut  for  him,  had  been  unknown* 

*<  He  kept  with  princes  due  deoonwi; 
Yet  never  stood  in  awe  before  'enL 
He  followed  DavMl's  lesson  just ; 
In  princes  never  put  his  trust : 
And,  would  yon  make  him  truly  ecvr^ 
Arovoke  him  with  a  slave  hi  power. 
The  Irish  senate  if  yon  nam'd,     * 
W)|k  what  iaipetiflQM  be  dediim^i  ( 


Fair  Ltagafv  wet  iU  hk  €rfi 
For  her  he  stood  preparM  to  dk»( 
For  her  he  boldly  stood  afoae; 
For  her  ho  oft  exposM  his  own. 
Two  kmgdoms,  just  as  Seldckk  led. 
Had  set  a  price  upon  hts  head  | 
But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found. 
To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pound. 

'*  Had  he  but  sparM  his  toi^e  and  pea. 
He  might  have  rose  like  otiier  men : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  thought. 
And  wealth  he  valued  ndt  a  groat : 
Ingratitude  he  often  found, 
And  pity 'd  those  who  meant  the  woand  { 
But  kept  the  tcnoor  of  his  mmd, 
To  merit  well  of  human^kind  ; 
Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  those 
Who  still  were  tme,  to  ptoase  hie  foes. 
He  labourM  many  a  fruitless  boor. 
To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  foction  brewingt 
While  they  pursued  each  other**  nun. 
But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  oare. 
He  left  the  court  m  mere  de^nir. 

"And,  oh!  how  short  are  human  adieiBei  I 
Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
What  St  John*s  skill  m  state  aflhifs. 
What  Ormond*s  valunr,  Oxford's  carei, 
To  save  their  sinking  oonotry  lent. 
Was  all  destroyed  by  one  event 
Too  soon  that  precious  lifo  waa  ^tded. 
On  which  alone  our  weal  depended. 
When  up  a  dangerous  foction  starts. 
With  wrath  and  vengeance  m  their  beartai. 
By  solemn  league  €nd  etwentmt  bmutd. 
To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  coofomid  ; 
To  turn  religion  to  a  foble. 
And  make  the  government  a  Betel ; 
Pervert  the*  laws,  disgrace  the  g0WD» 
Corrupt  the  senate,  rob  the  crawn  ; 
To  sacrifice  Old  England's  glory. 
And  make  her  infamous  in  story : 
When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land. 
How  could  unguarded  rirtue  stand ! 

"  With  horrour,  grief,  despah^  the  deaa 
Beheld  the  dire  destnicthFe  scene : 
His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
Himself  within  the  frown  of  pQfwer| 
Pursued  by  base  envenora*d  pens. 

Far  to  the  land  of  a and  fens; 

A  aervile  race  in  folly  nurs*d. 

Who  truckle  eaost,  when  treated  worst. 

**  By  innocence  and  resoliftioa. 
He  bore  continual  persecntkm ; 
While  numbers  to  prefermeot  raee. 
Whose  merit  was  to  be  his  foee; 
When  eo'n  his  ownfamkar/ri^tif, 
InteQt  upon  their  private  ends. 
Like  renegadoes  now  he  feets,'^ 
Agttintt  him  lifting  up  their  keeii. 

"  The  dean  did",  by  his  pen,  defort. 
An  infkmous  destmcdfto  cheat ; 
Tengbt  fools  their  intereet  how  to  knaer* 
And  gave  them  aroit  to  ward  the  bknr. 
Bnvy  hath  owuM  it  was  his  doing. 
To  save  that  hapless  huid  from  mm  { 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  ^tood. 
And  reapM  the  profit,  eoi^cktlM  hloodt 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


AN  EPftTLE  TO  TW&  FRIENDS^ 


fit. 


•  T6  mxt  them  Ihwi  their  evil  fate. 
In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  raeoster  on  the  bench. 
Whose  fuiy  bloud  could  never  qneneli ; 
As  Tile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
As  modem  Scroggs,  or  old  Tressilian  ; 
Who  long  aU  juscice  had  discarded. 
Nor  feared  ke  God^  nor  man  rtgarded; 
Vow'd  on  the  dean  his  rage  to  vent. 
And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent: 
But  Heaven  his  innocence  dtjfends. 
The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends,; 
Not  strains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown. 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crawi^ 
Nor  witness  hir*!!,  nor  jury  picked, 
Prerail  to  bring  htm  in  convict. 

'*  In  exile,  with  a  steady  heart. 
He  sp^t  his  life's  declining  part ; 
Where  folly,  pride,  aud  faction  swsy, 
Remnce  from  St.  John,  Pope,  and  €faiy?* 

**■  AlaMi  poor  dean  1  bis  only  tcope 
Was  to  be  heU  a  mimtUknpe, 
This  into  general  odium  drew  him. 
Which  if  he  lifc'd,  much  good  may  U  do  him. 
Kim  zoul  was  pot  to  lash  onr  crimet 
But  dUeonieni  igahist  the  times  : 
For,  had  we  made  liim  timely  offers 
To  roue  his  poa^  orfU  his  cofftrs, 
Pertiaps  he  might  have  truckled  down. 
Like  other  brethren  of  his  gpwi ; 
For  party  be  would  scarce  have  bled  :—        • 
I  my  no  more — because  he  *s  dead,-^ 
What  writings  has  he  left  behind  ?" 

'*  I  hear  they  're  of  a  difierent  kind  : 
▲  few  in  nsne  ,•  but  moat  in  pruse— " 

"  Some  higk-fouin  pamphlets,  I  suppose  :— 
lU  scribbled  in  the  wont  of  timet, 
Topaitiate  his  firiend  Oxford's  crimes  ; 
To  praise  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her. 
As  never  favouring  the  Pretender : 
Or  libels  yet  oonceaPd  from  sight. 
Against  the  court  to  show  his  spite  : 
Perhaps  his  travels,  fart  the  third; 
A  liemt  every  secona  jcord^^ 
Offensive  te  a  loyal  ear : — 
But — not  one  sermon,  yon  may  swear, ^ 

"He  knew  an  hundred  pleasing  storieib 
With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories  i 
t^as'cheerfal  to  his  dying-^y ; 
And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 

"  Ab  for  his  works  in  verse  or  prose, 
1  own  myself  no  judge  of  those. 
Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  them  i 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them. 
As  with  a  moral  view  destgn'd 
To  please  and  to  reform  mankind : 
And,  if  he  often  miss'd  his  aim. 
The  vcorld  mnst  own  it  to  their  shttmjs. 
The  praise  is  Aii,  and  theirs  the  blamM. 
He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  bnild  a  house  for  ibols  and  mad| 
To  show,  by  one  satiric  touch, 
Ko  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor, 
I  wish  it  SDOQ  may  have  a  better. 
And,  ain^  you  droad  no  luither  Uifm^ 
^Mbunks/m  mKffirgm0  kit  efV*" 


^N  EPISTLE  TO  TWO  TRIESDS  K 

TO  DR.  HELSHAM. 
Sit,     -  Nov.  33,  at  night,  HdU 

Wbsm  I  left  yon,  I  fbund  myself  of  the  gTape*fN 

juice  ^k ;       ' 
I  'm  so  full  of  pity.  I  never  abuse  sick;  . 
And  the  patientest  patient  that  ever  you  knew  sick. 
Both  when  1  am  purge-sick,  and  when  I  am  spew* 

sick. 
I  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  her  mew  sick  1 
She  mended  at  first,  but  now  she  's  a-new  sick. 
Captain  Butler  made  some  in  the  church  black  and 

blue  sick ;  [pew-sick. 

Dean  Cross,  had  he  preachM,  would  have  made  us  all 
Are  not  you,  m  a  crowd  when  you  sweat  and  stew, 

sick }  [sick^ 

Lady  Santry  got  out  of'  the  church  when  she  gre^ 
And,  as  faist  sis  she  could,  to  the  deanery  flew  sick.  . 
Miss  Morice  was  (1  can  assure  you  *ti9  true)  sick : 
For,  who  would  not  be  in  that  numerous  crew  sick  f 
Such  music  would  make  a  fanatic  or  Jew  uek,   ' 
Yet,  ladies  are  seldom  at  ombte  or  lue  sick :    [sick. 
Nor  is  old  Nanny  Shales,  whene'er  she  does  brew. 
My  footman  came  home  from  the  church  of  a  bruiaa 

sick,  [sick ; 

And  look'd  like  a  rake,  who  was  made  in  the  stent 
But  you  learned  doctors  can  make  whom  you  chooM 

sick; 
And  poor  I  mjrself  was,  when  I  withdrew,  sick ;  [sick. 
For  the  smell  of  them  made  me  like  garlic  and  rue 
And  I  got  through  the  crowd,  Uiough  not  let  by  a 

cine,  sick. 
You  hop'd  to  find  many  (for  that  was  your  cue)  sicK  j 
But  there  was  not  a  diozen  (to  give  them  their  du6) 

sick. 
And  those,  to  be  sure,  stuck  together  like  glew,  sick. 
So  aie  ladies  in  crowds,  when  they  squeeze  and  they 

screw,  sick.  [sick ; 

You  may  fiml  tbey  are  all,  by  their  yellow  pale  hue. 
So  am  I,  when  tobaceo,  like  Robin,  1  chew^  sick. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN* 

IF  J  write  any  more,  it  will  make  my  poor  Muse 

sick. 
This  night  I  came  home  with  a  very  cold  dew  siclu 
And  I  wish  I  may'Soon  be  not  of  an  ague  sick ; 
But  I  hope  I  shall  ne*er  be,  Hke  you,  of  a  shrew  sid^ 
Who  oflen  has  made  me,  by  looking  askew^  sick. 


DR.  HELSHANPS  Answer. 

Tbb  doctor's  first  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  sicl|r 
1  know  it  has  made  a  fine  lady  in  blue  sick. 
For  which  she  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Killbrew  sick,'. 
Like  a  hen  I  once  had,  from  a  fox  when  she  flew  siclb 
Last  Monday  a  lady  at  St  Patrickls  did  spew  sick.' 
And  nude  all  the  rest  of  the  fell3  in  the  pew  sick;' 

1  This  medley  (fi>r  it  caBnotbe  cftlM  a  poem)  it 
■         ■  rfbrwW 


given  aa  a  specimen  of-  thoae  hmgatelUt  i 
the  dean  hadi  perhapa  beta  twoatvmly  < 
Some,  which  wara  fUtf  port  MtoeytiwMi^  m« 
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Th^Borgeoti  ivbo  bled  her^  Us  luieeioiit  dr^w  sick, 
And  stopt  the  distemper,  as  being  but  new  sick. 
l%e  ymSbt,  the  last  storm,  had  all  her  whole  crew  tick; 
Had  we  two  beeo  ther0«  it  W9akl  have  made  me  and 

you  sick : 
A  lady  that  long'd,  is  by  eating  of  glew  sick  ; 
Did  yoo  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  Q  sick  ? 
I  'm  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding. a  cluesfck ; 
Tbedoctors  havemadeber  by  rhyme  and  by  rue  sjck. 
There  's  a  gamester  in  town,  for  a  throw  that  be 
threw  sick,: 
And  yet  the  old  trade  of  his  dk:e  he  'U  pursue  sick ; 
I  've  known  an  old  miser  for  paying  his  due  sick ; 
At  present  I  'm  grown  by  a  pmch  ^  my  shoe  sick, 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verses  to  do  sick  ? 
Send  rhymes,  and  I  UI  send  you  some  others  ni  lue 
Of  rhymes  I  've  a  plenty,  (sick. 

And  therefore  send  twenty. 
Answered  the  same  day  when  sent,  Kov.  23* 
I  desire  you  will  carry  botti  these  to  the  doctor, 
together  with  his  own;  and  let  him  know  we  are 
i|Ot  pecaons  to  be  insultedl 

"  Can  you  match  with  me^ 
"Who  send  thirty^tbree  ? 
You  must  get  fourteen  more. 
To  make  up  thirty-four : 
But,  if  me  you  can  4Mnquer, 
I  *11  own  you  a  strong  cuf  K^ 
TtiviVOorDiag  I  'm  growii^by  smelling  of  yevtick; 
^y  brother 's  come  over  with  gold  from  Peru  sick ; ' 
last  night  1  came  home  in  a  storm  that  tiien  blew  sick; 
Thin  moment  my  dog  at  a  cat  I  halloo  sick;  [sick, 
%  hear,  from  goodhands,  that  my  poor  cousin  Hughes 
By  qpaffing  a  bottle,  and  polling  a  screw  sick  : 
And  now  there  's  no  niore  I  can  write  (you  '11  ex- 
pose) sick; 
Ton  see  that  I  scorn  to  mention  word  musick. 
1 11  do  my  best,    . 
To  send  the  rest ; 
Without  a  jest, 

1  ni  stand  the  test  [^k; 

These  lines  that  I  send  you,  I  hope  you/11  peruse 

1  'II  make  you  with  writing  a  little  more  news  sick : 

^  Last  night  I  came  home  with  drinking  of  booze  sick ; 

My  carpenter  swears  that  he  '11  hack  and  he  '11  hew- 

An  officer's  lady,  €  ^  told,  is  tattoo  sick  :     [sick; 

I  'm  afraid  that  the  line  thirty-four  you  will  view 

Lord !  I  could  write  a  dozen  more ;     t*><^- 

.  Ycm  see,  I  Ne  mounted  thirty-four.  ^ 


EPIGkAM, 

PM  TflB  BURf  1  IN  ftlCBMOlID  RBftlCITAOt,      1752.    ^ 

Sie  sibi  IseUntor  doctl. 

WciB  hooowr  thus  by  Carolina  plac^4, 

§ow  are  these  venerable  bustoes  grac'd ! 
queen,  with  more  than  regal  title  cfown'd, 
Vor  tae  of  nits  and  piety  renown'd! 

.  tqheUnaa  *<  thw  madEed"  were  written  by  Dr. 
Shrift,  at.tbe  bottom  of  Br.  Helsham's  twenty  lanes; 
imd4he  foUoirii^  fouiteenweieaftecWards  added  to 

A  Kewton^  Locke,  Clarice,  and  WflplastoBt 


How  do  the  friends  of  riitiw  joy  to  ns 
Her  darling  sons  exalted  thus  1^  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added 
Rever'd  by  her  whom  all 


ANOTHBR. 


Lewis  the  living  learned  fed. 
And  rais'd  the  scientific  head : 
Our  frugal  queen,  to  save  her  mtiaC^ 
Exahi  the  head  that  cannot  eat. 


K  GOMCLVSIOK  DRAWK  WWH   TBI    AlOVB   anCUlB 
AVn  SSMT  TO  TBB  SBAFIBa. 

SmcB  Anna,  whose  boonty  thy  merits  had  fed. 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  tow,  had  csalted  thy  head; 
And  since  ear  good  qneea  to  the  wise  is  Bo  just. 
To  nise  heads  for  Buch  as  are  humUed  m  dost; 
I  wonder,  good  nian,'that  yon  are  not  «Bvanlled ; 
Pr*ythee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  esaHed. 


DR.  SWIFTS  AKSWER. 

Heb  majesty  never' shall  be  my..exalter; 

And  yet  sh^  would  raise  me,  I  know,  by  a  hallerl 


TO  TBS  lUSTBftBVD  DR.  SPfTFT. 

Wrra  A  PBESBlfT  OB  A  PAPBB-BOOK  niOCT  BOOB^ 
ON  HIS  BIBTB-nAT,  KOVBKBBB  SO,  1732. 

BY  JOHN  EARL  OF  ORRERY. 

To  thee,  dear  Swift,  these  spotleas  leaveB  I  send; 

Small  is  the  present,  but  sincere  the  friend. 

Think  not  so  poor  a  book  below  thy  care ; 

Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  canst  make  it  besr  ? 

Though  tawdry  now,  and,  like  Tyrilla's  face. 

The  specious  front^hines  out  with  bonow'd  grace ; 

Though  paste-boards,  glittering  like  a  tinpefd  oo4i 

A  rasa  tabula  within  denote : 

Yet,  if  a  venal -and  corrupted  age. 

And  modem  vices,  shouk)  provoke  thy  nge ; 

If,  wam'd  once  more  by  their  impeodi^g  fiits^ 

A  sinking. oooijiUy  and  an  injur'd  state   . 

Thy  great  assistance  should  again  demand. 

And  call  forth  reason  to  defend  the  land ; 

Then  shall  we  view  these  sheets  with  glad  sorpoai 

Inspir'd  with  thought,  and  speaking,  to  our  .^cs: 

Each  vacant  space  shall  then,  enrich'd,  dispone 

TVue  force  of  eloquence,  and  neryous  aanse;    . 

Inform  the  judgxnent,  anioMte  the  heait» 

And  BBcred  rules  of  policy  impait. 

The  spangled  covering,  bright  with  jj>len£d  oi^ 

Shall  cheat  the  sight  with  empty  show  no  J»»e| 

Bat  lead  us  inwaid  to  those  g^en  woaom. 

Where  all  thy  soul  in  jutive  lustre  shines. 

So  when  the  m  aurveys  some  lovely  fiun. 

With  bkMNn  of  beauty  gr^c'd,  with  shqpe  and  air^. 

How  is  the  raptiure  hets^ten'd,  when  we  find 

Her  form ewdl'd  by  hATCeleBtial mind!      ^  . 
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THE  VBASnK  CONFESSION. 


tM 


VERSES 

tEPT  WITH  A  SILVER  STASDISB 

OM  Tai  DBAN  or  rr.  patb^ck's  sbsk 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 

BT   DB.   DBLAVY. 

HiTHBB  fimn  Mexico  I  came. 
To  serve  a  proud  lernian  dame : 
Wat  loog  iubmitted  to  ber  will ; 
At  length  she  lost  me  at  quadrille, 
Throagh  Tanoos  shapes  I  often  pass^<l^ 
Still  hoping  to  have  rest  at  last ; 
And  still  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  dean ; 
And  sometimes  got  within  his  door. 
But  soon  torn'd  out  to  serre  the  poor  ^i 
Not  strolling  Idleness  to  aid, 
But  lionest  Industry  decayed. 
At  length  an  artist  purchased  me. 
And  wrought  me  to  the  shape  yon  sea. 

This  dooe,  to  Hermes  I  appjy'd : 
*<  O  Hennes  !  gratify  my  pride; 
Be  it  my  fiite  to  serre  a  sage, 
The  greatest  goiius  of  hb  age  : 
That  matchless'pen  let  me  supply, 
Whose  living  lines  will  never  die  !» 

"  I  grant  your  *uit,"  the  god  replyM; 
And  here  be  left  me  to  reside. 


VEBSES 

OCCASIONBD  BT 

THE  FOREGOING  PRESENIU 

A  PAPBB-BOOK  is  sent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  soil. 
Delany  sends  a  silver  standisb, 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandish. 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  placed. 
As  trophies  of  a  Muse  deceased : 
And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ 
In  praise  of  long-departed  wit 
Be  graved  on  either  side  in  columns, 
More  to  my  praise  than  all  my  volumes, 
'I  o  bant  with  envy,  spite,  and  rage. 
The  vandals  of  the  present  age. 


THE  BEASTS  CONFESSION 
TO  THE  PRIEST. 

#H   OBSBRVIMO  HOW   MOST  MEN  MISTARB  TBBIB  OWM 
TALBNTS.        179*2. 

Whbh  beast*  ooaM  speak  (the  learned  say. 

They  still  can  do  so  every  day), 

It  aeems,  they  h«d  religion  then, 

As  much  as  now  we  find  in  meih 

It  biqipen'd,  when  a  plague  bfdce  oat 

(Which  therefoM  maae  them  more  devout}, 

1  Alluding  to  500L  a  yev  lentby  tktteH^  wjth- 
#ot  IntereBt,  ^  ppiar  tUBtjiMWH.    F. 

Vol.  2X  i 


The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plaiD« 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  comuumd. 

That  every  subject  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  priest  confess  their  sins  ; 

And  thus  the  pious  wolf  begins : 

<*  Good  father,  I  m^ist  own  with  shame^ 

That  often  I  have  been  to  blame :     ~* 

I  must  confess,  on  Friday  last, 

Wretch  that  I  was !  I  broke  my  fait : 

But  I  defy  the  basest  tongue 

To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong  ; 

Or  ever  went  to  seek  my  food 

By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirst  of  blood.*' 

The  ass,  approaching  neit,  coolesa^d. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov'd  a  jest : 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  most  own. 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  spars, 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  severe : 
But  yet,  the  wont  that  couM  be  said^ 
He  was  a  toit  both  bom  and  bred  i 
And,  if  it  be  a  sin  or  shame. 
Nature  alone  most  bear  the  blame : 
One  fault  he  hath,  is  sorry  for 't. 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  standard  bring. 
He  'd  show  his  iace  before  the  king : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there 's  none  disputea 
That  be  's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  swine  with  contrite  heart  allow'd^ 
His  shape  and  beauty  made  him  proud: 
In  diet  was  periiaps  too  nice 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice  i 
In  every  turn  of  life  content, 
Ai>d  meekly  took  what  fortune  sent  s 
Inquire  tbrough  all  the' parish  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne*er  was  found : 
His  vigilance  might  some  displease  | 
Tis  true,  he  hated  sloth  like  pease. 

1'he  mimic  ape  began  his  cliatter. 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  beqxitter: 
Much  of  the  censuring  worid  complained. 
Who  said,  bis  gravity  was  feiga'd : 
Indeed  the  strictness  of  his  morals 
Engaged  him  in  a  hundred  quarrels : 
He  saw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  see  t, 
His  zeal  was  sometimes  indiscreet  i 
He  found  his  virtues  too  severe 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear : 
Yet  such  a  lewd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excuse  a  stoic^s  rage. 

The  goat  advanc*d  with  decent  pace  j 
And  first  excused  his  youthful  foce  s 
Forgiveness  begg'd,  that  he  appear'd 
('Twas  nature's  fault)  without  a  heard* 
'  Tis  true,  be  was  not  much  incUn'd 
To  fondness  for  the  female  kind; 
Not,  as  his  enemies  otgect. 
From  chance,  or  natural  defect; 
Not  by  his  frigid  constitution  j 
But  throagh  a  pious  resolution : 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  chastity,  as  mopkB  do  now  ; 
Which  he  resoW'd  to  keep  for  ev«r  faenoi^ 
And  strictly  too,  aa  doth  bis  rerercnoa  ^, 

Apply  the  tale,  and  yon  shall  find, 
How  just  it  suits  with  human-kind. 

*TbepricithitBaBMi>fc 
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SWIFTS  PO£MS. 


Some  faults  wo  own :  but,  can  you  guess? 
—Why,  virtues  carried  to  excess. 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  frien<!  allows  us. 

The  lawyer  swears  (you  may  rely  on  H) 
He  nrrer  squeezed  a  needy  client ; 
And  this  he  makes  his  Constant  rule ; 
For  which  his  brethren  i^all  him  fool : 
His  conscience  always  was  so  nice, 
He  freely  f{H\e  the  poor  advice  ; 
By  which  he  lost,  he  may  affimt, 
A  hundred  fees  la*it  Easter-term. 
While  othiMs  of  the  learned  robe 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job, 
No  pleader  «at  the  bar  could  match 
Il.s  diligence  and  quick  dispatch  ; 
Ne'er  kept  a  cause,  he  well  may  boast, 
AI)ove  a  term,  or  two  at  most 

The  cringing  knave  who  seek«  a  place 
'Without  success,  thus  tells  his  case: 
Why  should  he  longer  mince  the  matter  ? 
He  fail'd,  because  he  could  not  flatter; 
He  had  not  leam'd  to  turn  his  coat. 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote : 
His  crime  be  quickly  understood ; 
Too  zealous  for  the  nation's  good  : 
He  found  the  ministers  resent  it. 
Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chaplain  vows  he  cannot  fiiwn. 
Though  it  would  raise  him  to  the  lawn  : 
He  pass'd  his  hours  among  his  books  j 
You  find  it' in  his  meagre  looks: 
He  might,  if  he  were  worldly  wise. 
Preferment  get,  and  spare  his  eyes ; 
But  ownM  he  had  a  8tublx>m  spirit, 
That  made  him  trust  alone  to  merit : 
"Would  rise  by  ifterit  to  promotion ; 
Alas  !  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 

The  doctor,  if  you  will  believe  him, 
Confcsb'd  a  sin;  and  (God  forgive  him  !) 
Caird  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  save 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  grave  : 
But  see  how  Siitan  spreads  his  snares; 
He  quite  forgot  to  say  his  prayers. 
He  cannot  help  it  fi»r  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  act  the  parson  i  part : 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  sentence^ 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance : 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good, 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food. 
At  which,  however  well  intended. 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended. 
And  grown  £0  bold  behind  his  back* 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  seat  i 
Saj^s  grace  before  and  after  meat  j 
And  calls,  without  affecting  airs, 
His  hou<%hold  twice  a  day  to  prayeri. 
He  shuns  apothecaries*  sliops. 
And  hates  to  cram  the  tick  with  slops : 
He  scorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade, 
Kor  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid : 
Old  nurse-keepers  would  never  hire, 
To  recommend  him  to  the  squire ; 
Which  others,  whom  he  will  not  name. 
Have  often  practised  to  their  shame. 

The  statesman  tells  you,  with  a  metr, 
His  fault  is  to  be  too  sincere  5 
And,  havmg  po  sinister  ends. 
It  apt  to  diaQblige  his  friends. 


The  nation's  good,  liis  master's  gfi»ry» 

Without  reganl  to  Whig  or  Tory, 

Were  all  the  schemes  he  had  in  vie'w ; 

Yet  he  was  seconded  by  few : 

Though  some  had  spread  a  thousand  lyes, 

*Twa8  he  defeated  the  excise. 

Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  aspenton^ 

That  stamling  troops  wt»re  his  avenaoo  : 

His  practise  was,  in  every  station. 

To  sene  the  king,  and  please  the  nation ^ 

Though  hard  to  find  in  every  case 

The  fittest  man  to  fill  a.  place : 

His  promisees, he  iie*er  forgot. 

But  took  memorials  on  the  spot : 

His  enemies,  for  waut  of  charity. 

Said,  he  aflerted  popularity : 

Tis  true,  the  {people  understood. 

That  all  he  did  was  for  tbeir  good  ; 

ll)cir  kind  affections  he  has  try'd  ; 

No  love  is  lost  on  either  side. 

He  came  to  court  with  fortune  clear. 

Which  now  1^  runs  out  every  year : 

Must,  at  the  rate  that  he  go«8  on. 

Inevitably  be  undope : 

Oh !  if  his  majesty  would  please 

To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  ease. 

Would  grant  him  licence  to  retire. 

As  it  hath  long  been  his  desire, 

By  fair  account*  it  would  be  found. 

He  *s  poorer  by  ten  thousand  pouud. 

He  owns,  and  Wipes  it  is  no  sin, 

He  ne'er  was  partial  to  bis  kin  ; 

He  thought  it  base  for  men  in  stations 

To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations : 

His  country  was  his  dearest  mother, 

And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother; 

Tlirough  modesty  or  awkward  shame 

(For  which  he  owns  himself  to  blame), 

He  found  the  wisest  man  he  could, 

Without  respect  to  firiends  or  blood ; 

Nor  never  acts  on  private  views. 

When  he  hath  liberty  to  choose. 

The  sharper  swore  he  hated  play. 
Except  to  pass  an  hour  away : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  cost. 
By  want  of  skill  be  always  lost: 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 
Who  had  contriv'd  a  thousand  feats  ; 
Could  change  the  stock,  or  cng  a  dye, 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  eye. 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  silnk  ; 
His'  brothers  fleece  him  when  he 's  drunk. 

I  own  the  moral  not  exact : 
Besides,  the  tale  is  false  in  fact ; 
And  so  absurd,  tliat  could  I  raise  up 
From  fields  FJysian,  fisbling  iB^, 
I  would  accuse  him  to  his  fhce 
For  libeling  the  foor-fbot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  oun 
Well  comprehend  their  natural  powers ; 
While  we,  whom  reaton  oagfat  to  sway. 
Mistake  our  talents  eveiy  day. 
The  ass  was  never  known  so  stapid 
To  act  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid; 
Nor  leaps  upon  his  master's  li^s 
There  to  be  strok'd.  and  fed  with  pap* 
As  JEeop  would  the  world  persiiadft  j 
He  better,  understands  hts  trade : 
Nor  comes,  whene'er  his  Jady  whjstles; 
But  carries  loads,  and  feeds  «Q  ttustlab 
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THE  PARSON'S  CASE-  ...  A  LOVE  SON(J. 
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Oar  aatbor's  meaning,  1  presaoMi  it 
A  cremttire  bipetel  implutms  ; 
Wherein  the  moralist  desigii'd 
A  complimeot  ^n  human-kind : 
For  h^re  he  owns,  that  now  and  then 
Beasta  may  dtgenerale  into  men. 


ADVJCE  TO  A  PARSON.    1732. 

WouxD  yOQ  rke  in  the  church  9  be  stupid  and  dull ; 
Be  empty  of  learning,  of  insolence  full ; 
ThoQgh  lewd  and  immoral,  be  formal  and  grave, 
In  (lattery  an  artist,  in  fawning  a  siave : 
No  merit,  no  aeience,  no  virtue,. is  wanting 
In  him  chat 's  acoomplish'd  m  cringing  und  canting. 
Be  ttttdioos  to  practise  true  meanness  of  spirit ; 
For  who  but  lonl  Bolton  ^  was  mitred  for  merit  f 
Would  you  wish  to  be  wrapt  in  a  rochet  9  in  sbort^^ 
Be  pox'd  aivi  prdane  as  F— n  or  Uorte  s. 


THE  PARSON'S  CASE, 

That  you,  friend  Marcus,  like  a  stoic, 
Cin  with  to  die  in  strains  heroic. 
No  real  fortitude  implies: 
Yet,  all  must  own,  thy  wish  U  wise. 
Thy  4:urate's  place,  thy  fruitful  wife. 
Thy  busy  drudging  scene  of  life. 
Thy  insolent,  illiterate  vicar. 
Thy  want  of  all-consoling  liquor. 
Thy  thread  bare  gown,  thy  cassoc  rent, 
'thy  credit  sunk,  thy  money  spent. 
Thy  week  made  op  of  fasting-days. 
Thy  grate  unconscious  of  a  blaze. 
And,  to  complete  thy  other  curses, 
The  quarterly  demands  of  nurses. 
Are  ills  you  wisely  wish  to  leave. 
And  iy  for  refuge  to  the  grave  j 
And,  oh,  what  virtue  you  express. 
In  wishing  soch  afflictions  less  I 

B«tt,  now,  should  Fortune  shift  the  scene. 
And  make  thy  curateship  a  dean ; 
Or  sane  rieh  benefice  provide. 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labour  small,  and  income  great ; 
With  chariot  less  for  use  than  sUte; 
With  fweUing  scarf  and  glossy  gown, 
And  licence  to  reside  to  town; 
To  shine,  where  all  the  gay  resort. 
At  concerts,  coffee-house,  or  court,       ^ 
And  weekly  persecute  his  grace 
With  visits,  or  to  beg  a  place ; 
With  underlings  thy  flock  to  teach. 
With  no  desire  to  pray  or  preach  $ 
With  haughty  spouse  in  vesture  fine. 
With  pIMteoas  meals  and  generous  wine ; 
Wouldst  thou  not  wish,  m  so  moch  ease. 
Thy  yeart  as  numerous  as  thy  dajrs  ? 

»  Then  arehbtshop  of  CashelL 
9  At  thtt  IHM  biibop  of  Kilmers 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES. 

1733. 

Poor  ladies !  though  their  business  be  to  play, 
*Tis  hard  they  must  be  busy  nis;ht  and  day  : 
Why  should  they  want  the  privilege  of  men. 
Nor  take  some  smaU  diversions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  laws 
(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  see  no  cause), 
The  men  should  slave  at  cards  firom  mom  till  night. 
And  female  pleasures  be  to  read  and  write* 


A  LOVE  SONG, 

XN   THB    MODERN  TASTB.       1733» 

Fluttering  spread  thy  purple  pinion% 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart ; 

I  a  slave  in  thy  dominions ; 
Nature  must  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 
Nightly  nodding  o*er  your  flocks. 

See  my  weary  days  consuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping      # 
Mourned  Adonis,  darlmg  youth : 

Tlim  the  boar,  in  silence  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  ; 

Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre ! 
Sooth  my  ever-wakinjr  slumbers ; 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrours, 
Ann*d  in  adamantine  chains. 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors 
Watering  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Mournful  cypress,  verdant  willow. 

Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 
Morpheus,  hovering  o'er  my  pillow, 
*  Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

Melancholy  smooth  Maeander, 

SwiftJy  purling  in  a  round. 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd* 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 
Softly  seeks  her  silent  mate. 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  stocking  -, 
Melody  resigns  to  fata 
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Whole  ridu  of  hay,  and  stacks  of  corrt, 
Were  down  the  sodden  current  borne ; 
While  things  of  heterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  with  tide  awl  wind. 
The  generuuB  wheat  forgot  its  pride, 
And  saiPd  with  litter  side  by  side ; 
Uniting  all,  to  show  their  amity. 
As  in  a  general  calamity. 
A  ball  of  new^ropt  horse's  dung. 
Mingling  with  apples  in  the  throng, 
Said  to  U^e  pippin  plump  and  prim, 
"  See,  brother,  how  we  apples  swim." 

Thus  Lamb,  renown*d  fyr  cutting  corns, 
An  offered  fee  of  Radcliff  scorns : 
"  Not  for  the  worUt-^e  doctors,  brother. 
Must  take  no  fees  of  one  another.*' 
Thus  to  a  dean  some  curate  sloren 
Subscribes,  «•  Dear  sir,  your  brother  loving." 
Thus  all  the  footmen,  shoe-boys,  porters, 
About  8t  Jame^s,  cry,  "  We  courtiers.*' 
Thus  H— e  in  the  house  will  prate, 
"  Sir,  we  the  ministers  of  state." 
Thus  at  the  bar  the  Uoekhead  Betfteswortii, 
Though  half  a  crown  overpays  his  sweat's  worth, 
Who  knows  in  law  nor  text  nor  margent, 
Oslls  Singleton  his  brother  sergeant. 
And  thus  fanatic  saints,  though  neither  in 
Doctrine  nor  discipline  our  brethren, 
Are  Brother  Protestants  and  Christians^ 
As  much  as  Hebrews  and  Philistines : 
But  in  no  other  sense,  than  nature 
Has  made  a  rat  our  fbllow-^nreature. 
lice  from  yourhody  suck  their  food ; 
But  is  a  louse  your  flesh  and  blood  ? 
Though  bom  of  human  filth  and  sweat,  it 
May  as  well  be  said  man  did  beget  it : 
But  maggots  in  your  noee  and  chin 
Ai  well  may  claim  you  for  their  kin. 

Yet  critics  may  (jbjeot,  "  Why  not  ? »' 
Since  lice  are  brethren  to  a  Scot : 
Which  made  our  swann  of  sects  determine 
Employments  for  their  brother  vermin. 
But  be  they  English,  Irish,  Scottish, 
What  Protestant  can  be  so  sottish, 
While  &er  the  church  these  clouds  are  gathering. 
To  call  a  swarm  of  lice  his  brethren  ? 

As  Moses,  by  divine  advice. 
In  Egypt  tum*d  the  dust  to  lice ; 
And  as  our  sects,  by  all  descriptioaa. 
Have  hearts  more  harden'd  than  Egyptians : 
Aa  from  the  trodden  dust  they  spring. 
And,  tum'd  to  lice,  infest  the  king : 
For  pity's  sake,  it  would  be  just, 
A  rod  should  turn  them  hatk  to  dutt. 

Let  folks  in  high  or  holy  stations 
Be  proud  of  owning  such  relations ; 
Let  courtiers  hug  them  in  their  boeom. 
M  if  they  were  afrakl  to  lose  'em : 
While  I,  with  humble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corruption — "  Thou'rt  my  fiither.." 
For  be  that  has  so  little  wit 
To  Dourith  TnnuD^  may  be  biL 


THE  TAHOG'S  OVEnTmeWi 

oa, 

THE  KE VAN  B  ALT'S  NEW  BALLAD, 

VPOM  SBRGEikNT  KfTS's  IHStfLTIllO  IVB  MUiU 
TO  TH«  TUKl  OP  "  nSBSr  DOWK.** 

Jolly  boys  of  St  Kevan's,  St  PatridL's,  Doonr^ 
And  Smithfleld,  I  >U  tell  voo,  if  not  toM  before, 
How  Bettesworth,  that  booi>y,  and  scoundrel  in  gnii^ 
Hath  insulted  us  all  by  insulting  the  dean. 

KTtock  him  down,  down,  dowut  knock  At«  domju 
The  dean  and  his  merits  we  every  one  kwm ; 
But  this  skip  of  a  lawyer,  were  the  de'd  did  he^nwl 
How  greater  his  merit  at  Fonr-conits  or  Hone, 
Than  the  barking  of  Towser,  or  leap  of  a  loose? 

Knock  kirn  d^mn^ke. 

Tliat  he  came  from  the  Temple,  hit  nonli  da 
show  ; 
But  where  his  deep  law  is,  fbw  mortals  yet  kaowi 
His  rhetoric,  bombast,  lilly  jests,  are  by  for 
More  like  to  lampooiuQg,  thanpleadmg  at  bar. 

This  pedlar,  at  speaking  and  maldng  of  Unn, 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  all  sorts  bat  applaiiK; 
Has,  with  noise  and  odd  gestures,  been  prating  sQai^ 

years. 
What  honester  folks  never  doftt  fbr  tbehr  ears. 

Knock  Um  dffton,  flt^ 
Of  all  sizes  and  torts,  the  fonatical  crew 
Are  his  Brother  Protestants,  good  men  and  tme  ; 
Red  hat,  and  blue  bonnet,  and  turfaont  *s  the  same : 
What  the  de'el  is  't  to  him  whence  Che  devil  they 
came? 

Knock  him  domn,  &c. 

Hobbes,  Tindal,  and  Wuolston,  and  CqIUds,  «ttl 
Nayler^ 
A'ld  Magneton,  Toland,  and  Bradley  the  tailor, 
Are  Christians  alike ;  and  it  may  be  averr*^ 
He  ^s  a  Christian  as  good  as  the  rest  of  the  herd. 
Knock  him  domnf  ko^ 
He  only  the  rights  of  the  clergy  ddkatea,    [teles 
Their  rights !  their  importance !   ^e  'U  setOB  nev 
On  their  tithes  at  half-nothing,  thehr  pricsidiood  at 

less: 
What 's  next  to  be  voted,  with  ease  yon  may  gnesk 
Jfnodb  km  dbvn,  A«. 

At  length  his  old  master  (t  need  not  him  name) 
To  this  damnable  speaker  had  lOQgowHl  a  sliame; 
When  his  speech  came  abroad,  he  paid  hhn off  deai^ 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  dean. 

Knock  km  dotn,  kt» 

He  kindled,  as  if  the  whole  satire  had  been 
1'he  oppression  of  virtue,  not  wages  of  no : 
He  began,  as  he  brsfg'd,  with  a  rant  and  a  roar; 
He  bragg'd  how  ha  bouac'd,  aod  he  swore  bow  be 
swore* 

Knock  Ami  domUf  Jce. 

Though  be  oringM  ta  ha  <HaiMhi|i  i 
I  strains, 

To  others  he  boasted  of  knocUng  out  brains. 
And  slitting  of  noses^  and  eropphig  of  oaia,  \4 
While  his  own  tf^^aggi  vara  mim  it  for  the 
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We  'II  ghow  him  tbe  w«y  how  to  crop  and  to  8lit| 
We  '11  tettch  him  ioom  b«tUr  address  to  afford 
To  the  dean  of  all  deaot,  though  he  wean  not  a 


Knock  km  doufn.  Ice 

We  'U  ook  him  through  Kevan,  St  Patrick's, 

DonoTOi 

And  Smithfiekl,  at  Itap  was  ne'er  colted  before  $ 

We  11  oil  him  with  kennel,  and  powder  him  wkh 

A  modo*  right  fit  for  insulten  of  deani.       [grains, 

Knock  km  down,  icc» 

And,  when  this  is  over,  we  II  make  him  amends ; 
tV>  the  dean  he  shall  go;  they  shall  kiss  and  be 

friends: 
But  how }  Why,  the  dean  shall  to  him  disclose 
A  Hm  for  to  kiss,  without  eyes,  ears,  or  nose. 

Knock  km  down,  &c. 

If  you  say  this  is  hard  on  a  man  that  is  reckoned 
That  Sergeant  at  law  whom  we  call  Kite  the  second. 
You  mistake ;  for  a  slave,  who  will  coax  his  supe- 


May  be  proud  to  be  licking  a  great  man's  posteriors. 
Knock  Ana  down,  he. 
What  care  we  how  Ingh  rnns  hie  passion  or  pride  ? 
Though  his  soul  he  despises,  he  ^oes  his  hide ; 
Then  fear  not  his  tongue,  or  his  sword,  or  his  knife; 
He  ^1  take  his  revenge  on  his  innocent  wife. 

Knock  Aim  down,  down,  down,  keep  him  down. 


ARCHBISHOP  OF  CASHEL, 
AND  BETTESfTORTH. 

DiAi  Dick,  pr'ythee  tefl  by  what  passion  yon  move  ^ 
The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatred  or  love ; 
And,  while  at  good  Cashel  you  rail  with  such  spito, 
They  shrewdly  suspect  it  is  all  but  a  bite. 
You  certainly  know,  though  so  loudly  you  vapour. 
His  spite  cannot  wound,  who  attempted  tbe  Drapier. 
Then,  pr'ytbee,  reflect,  take  a  word  of  advice ; 
And,  as  your  old  wont  is,  change  sides  in  a  trice : 
On  his  virtues  hold  forth ;  *tis  tbe  very  be^t  way ; 
And  say  of  the  man  what  all  honest  men  say. 
But  if,  still  obdurate,  your  anger  remains ; 
If  still  your  foul  bosom  more  rancour  contains ; 
Say  then  more  than  they ;  nay,  lavishly  flatter, 
*Tis  your  gross  panegyrics  alone  can  bespatter : 
For  thine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  leave  to  speak 

plain, 
like  a  very  foul  nop,  dirty  more  than  they  clean. 


ON  POETRY: 
A  IUiAF9(M)Y.     1733. 

Att  human  race  would  foin  he  «t/s» 
And  miUkms  mist  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  UBiversal  passion,  frido. 
Was  never  known  to  spmd  so  wade. 
Sny,  Britam,  oonld  yon  evar  hoasl 
nree  pocti  in  ■•  afi  at  BMit  ? 


Our  chilling  climate  hardly  bears 
A  sprig  of  bays  in  fifty  years  ; 
While  every  fool  his  claim  alledges. 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
What  reason  can  there  be  assigned 
For  this  pervenness  in  the  mini  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie  : 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly  ; 
A  founder'd  korte  will  oft  debate, . 
Before  he  tries  a  five  barr'd  gate  ; 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside. 
Who  sees  the  diteh  too  deep  and  wkle. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  foUff,  combats  nature ; 
Who,  when  ske  loudly  cries,/orAear, 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Not  cTi^re  to  the  rising  Sun 
By  valour,  conduct,  fortune  won; 
Not  highest  msdoni  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  states; 
Not  skill  in  sciences  profound. 
So  large  to  grasp  the  circle  round  ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  require. 
As  how  to  strike  the  Mutest  lyte. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot; 
Not  basterd  of  a  pedlar  Soot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes« 
The  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  stews ; 
Not  infants  dropt,  the  spurious  pledget 
CX  gipsies  littering  under  hedges  ; 
Are  ho  disqualify'd  by  fiite 
To  rise  in  churck,  or  law,  or  tta/e. 
As  he  whom  Ptunbns  in  his  ire 
Hath  blasted  with  poetic  fire. 

What  hope  of  custom  in  the  fohf 
While  not  a  soul  demands  your  ware^ 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  prodnce 
For  private  life,  or  pubtic  use  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  yon  not; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provision  ; 
The  wealthy  have  yon  in  derision  ; 
Of  state  affairs  you  cannot  smatter  ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter  i 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  just  one  annual  hundred  pound; 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remainder. 
Since  Cibber  brought  in  an  attainder; 
For  ever  ffai'd  by  right  dirine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Omb-street  linn. 

Poor  starveling  bard,  how  small  thy  gaiw  J 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains ! 
And  here  a  simile  comes  pat  in : 
Though  chickens  take  a  month  to  fottaOy 
The  gtiests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  score  devour. 
So,  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stock  of  peace  and  praise. 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critic's  prey. 
Are  swallow'd  o'er  a  dish  of  tea  ; 
Gono  to  be  never  heard  of  more. 
Gone  where  the  ckkkona  want  before. 

How  shall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  spiriU  to  disoero. 
And  how  distmguish  which  is  whichp 
The  pott'i  vein,  or  sorihbUng  itch  } 
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Then  hear  an  old  eSEperiencM  sinner 
Instructing  thus  a  young  beginner. 

Consult  yourself ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulse  urge  your  mind, 
Impartial  judge  within  your  breast 
"What  subject  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  your  genius  most  inclines  ^ 

To  satire,  praise,  or  humorous  lines, 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone. 
Or  pi-ologue  sent  from  hand  unknown.  ' 
Then,  rising  with  Aurora's  light, 
The  Muse  InvokM,  sit  down  to  write ; 
Blof  out,  correct,  insert,  refine, 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
Be  mindful,  when  invention  farls. 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails* 

Your  poem  finish 'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  trantoribe  it  feir. 
in  modem  wit  all  printed  trash  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaki  and  datkeSm 

To  statesmen  would  yon  give  a  wipe, 
Vou  print  it  in  ItaRc  type. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  shapes, 
Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  escapes : 
But,  when  in  capital*  ezprest. 
The  dullest  reader  smokes  the  jest : 
Or  else  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant ; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modish  dress. 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  press. 
Convey  by  penny-post  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into  *t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  cost. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  lost  i 
And  bow  agreeably  surprise 
Are  you  to  see  it  advertised  I 
The  hawker  shows  you  one  in  print. 
As  fresh  as  farthings  from  the  mint : 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  sweating  ; 
A  bastard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  sure  at  WiH's,  tbe  following  day, 
lie  snug,  and  hear  what  critics  say ; 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 
jPronounces  yon  a  stupid  rogue. 
Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little, 
8it  still,  and  swallow  down  your  spittle. 
Be  silent  as  a  politician, 
For  talking  may  beget  suspicion  : 
Or  praise  the  judgment  of  tbe  town. 
And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down, 
dive  up  y(mr  fond  paternal  pride. 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  side : 
Tot  poems  read  without' a  name 
We  justly,  praise,  or  justly  blame ; 
And  critics  have  po  partial  views, 
JBxcept  they  know  whom  they  abuse  : 
And,  since  you  ne'er  provoke  their  spite, 
Bejiend  upon  *t  then*  judgement 's  right. 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone: 
Consider  what  a  risk  you  run : 
You  lose  your  credit  all  at  once ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunoe; 
The  vilest  doggrel,  Grub-street  sends. 
Will  pass  for  yours  with  foes  and  friends ; 
And  you  must  bear  tbe  whole'disgrace, 
^  some  fresk  bfeckbead  takes  your  plac«.. 


Your  secret  kept,  your  poem  sask-. 
And  sent  in  quires  to  line  a  trtmk. 
If  still  you  l>e  disposed  to  rhynte, 
Go  try  3^our  hand  a  second  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe  *s  the  word  ; 
Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
But  first  with  care  empfoy  your  thoqgbt* 
Where  critics  mark'd  your  former  ^ralta  ; 
The  trivial  turns,  the  borrowed  wit. 
The  smiles  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats. 
Town  jests  and  cofioe-bouse  conceits  ;  - 
Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry, 
And  introduced  the  Lord  knows  why  : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fiiry  set 
Against  the  harmless  alphabet ; 
On  A^s  and  B's  your  n>aliCc  vent. 
While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant  ^ 
A  public  or  a  private  robber, 
A  statesman  or  a  South-sea /o&&er; 
A  prelate  who  no  God  believes ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves ; 
A  pick-purse  at  the  bar  or  bench  ; 
A  dutcheas,  or  a  subarb-wench : 
Or  oft',  when  epithets  you  link 
in  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink  j 
like  stepping-stones  to  save  a  stride. 
In  streets  where  kennels  are  too  wklei 
Or  like  a  heei-pieoe,  to  support 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  short ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  mariah 
To  moorlancls  of  a  dii^rent  parish. 
So  have  I  seen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  ip  miry  gronndf^ 
So  geographers  iuAfricmaps 
With  savage  pictures  fUl  Iheir  gaps, 
And  o*er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  thovgh  you  miss  your  third  essay. 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  aside  all  thoughts  of  fame. 
To  spring  more  profitable  game. 
From  party-merit  seek  support; 
The  vilest  verse  thrives  best  at  court. 
'  A  pamphlet  in  sir  Bob*s  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  ooncem'd  about  the  sale. 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  naiU 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd. 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power. 
Like  other  baubles  'm  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  just,  and  wise. 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies : 
His  humble  senate  this  professes. 
In  all  their  speeches,  votes,  addresseu 
But  once  you  fix  htm  in  a  tomb. 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed. 
Is  folly  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  prslse. 
Ascending,  make  one  fonoal  blaze : 
As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell. 
This  god  on  Earth  turns  devd  mHell : 
And  lo  I  his  ministers  of  slate. 
Transformed  to  imps,  bis  levee  wait; 
Where,  in  the  soenes  of  endless  woe» 
They  ply  their  fonner  arts  kelo»  ^ 
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And,  as  tbey  sail  in  Charon's  boat. 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote  j 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  wp. 
His  triple-barking  mouth  to  atop  ; 
Or  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams 
Project  excise  and  South-sea  schemes  { 
Or  hire  the  party-pamphleteers 
To  set  Elysium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poety  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 
Employ  your  Muse  on  kings  alive; 
With  prudence  gatberinic  up  a  cluster 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  mustpr, 
Wbich,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet, 
T^y  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 
Who,  as  the  odouni  reach  his  throne. 
Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ; 
For  law  and  gospel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine : 
( I  mean  the  oracles  rif  boUi, 
Who  shall  depose  it  upon  oath.) 
Your  garland  in  the  following;  reign. 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  base, 
(Which  seldom  is  the  dunce's  case) 
Put  on  the  cntic's  brow,  and  sit 
At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smile. 
With  caution  us'd,  may  serve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part. 
Before  you  learn  the  ierm|  of  art; 
For  yoQ  can  never  be  tuo  for  gone 
Id  all  onr  modem  critic's  jargon ; 
Then  talk  with  more  authentic  fiice 
Of  unities,  m  time  and  place; 
Get  scraps  of  Horace  from  your  friends, 
And  have  them  at  your  fingers  ends; 
I^eam  Aristole's  rules  by  rote. 
And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote ; 
Judicious  Rymer  oft*  review. 
Wise  Dennis,  and  profound  Bcmu ; 
Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Pryden, 
For  these  our  critics  much  confide  m 
(Though  merely  writ  at  first  for  filling. 
To  raise  the  volume's  price  a  shilling). 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  os 
With  sham  quotations  peri  kupsims  ; 
And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinus, 
\Vill  mi^esterially  outshine  u& 
Then,  lest  with  Greek  he  over-run  ye« 
Procure  the  book  for  k>ve  or  money. 
Translated  from  Boileau's  translation. 
And  quote  quotation  on  quotation. 

At  Will's  yoo  hear  a  poem  read. 
Where  Battus,  from  the  table  head. 
Reclining  on  bis  elbow-chair. 
Gives  judgement  with  decisive  air; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  submits. 
He  gives  directions  to  the  town. 
To  cry  it  up  or  run  it  down ; 
Like  euurtierSf  when  they  send  a  note. 
Inrtmcting  members  bow  to  vote. 
He  seU  the  stamp  of  bad  and  good. 
Though  not  a  word  be  understood. 
Yoor  lesson  leam'd,  you  *\\  be  secure 
To  get  the  name  of  connoitseur  : 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
Precare  disciples  of  your  owm 


For  poets  (you  can  never  want  'era) 
Spread  through  Augusto  Triiiobantum, 
Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals, 
Amount  to  just  ninetliousand  suuls : 
These  o'er  their  proper  districts  govern. 
Of  wit  and  humour  judge*  sovereign. 
In  every  street  a  city-bard 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward ; 
His  indisputed  rights  extend 
Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end  ; 
The  neighbours  round  admire  his  ikrewdness 
For  songs  of  loyalty  waA  lewdness ; 
Out-done  by  none  in  rhyming  well. 
Although  he  never  leam'd  to  spell. 

Two  bordering  wits  cofitend  for  glory  ; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory  : 
And  this  for  epics,  claims  the  bays. 
And  that  for  elegiac  lays  j 
Some  fam'd  for  numbers  soft  and  smooth, 
By  lovers  spoke  in  Punch's  booth  ? 
And  some  as  justly  fame  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls. 
Bavins  in  Wapping  gains  renown. 
And  M«vius  reigns  o'er  Kentish-town : 
TigelliuR,  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car. 
From  Ludgate  shines  to  Temple-bar : 
Harmonious  Cibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annual  birth*day  strains  ; 
Whence  Oay  was  banish'd  in  disgrace ; 
Where  Pope  will  never  show  his  face ; 
Where  Young  must  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  knaves,  or  lose  his  pension. 

But  these  are  not  a  thousandth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art, 
Attending  each  his  proper  station. 
And  all  in  due  subordination, 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground  ; 
And  when  they  join  their  pericranies. 
Out  skips  a  book  qf  miscellanies, 
Hobbes  cleariy  proves  tiiat  every  creature 
Lives  in  a  state  of  war  by  nature. 
ITie  greater  for  the  smallest  wateh. 
But  meddle  seldom  witli  their  match, 
A  whale  of  moderate  size  will  draw 
A  Shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw ; 
A  fox  with  geese  his  belly  crams ; 
A  wolf  destroys  a  thousand  lambs : 
But  search  among  the  rhyming  race. 
The  brave  are  worry'd  by  the  base. 
If  on  Parnassus'  top  you  sit, 
You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 
Rach  poet  of  inferior  size 
On  you  shall  rail  and  criticise. 
And  strive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb ; 
While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  only  tease  and  pinch 
Tlicir  foes  superior  by  an  inch. 
So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 
Hath  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em. 
And  so  proceed  ad  ir^finilum, 
Thui  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind : 
Who,  though  too  IJtUe  to  be  seen. 
Can  tease,  and  gall,  and  give  the  spleen  5 
Call  dunces  fools  and  sons  of  whores, 
Uy  Grub-«treet  at  each  other's  dooni 
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£xtoI  the  Qredc  and  Roman  i 
And  curse  our  modern  poetasten; 
Ck>mp)ain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did. 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded  ; 
How  wrong  a  taste  prevails  among  us; 
How  much  our  ancestors  oatsung  us  ; 
Can  personate  an  awkward  scorn 
For  those  who  are  not  poets  bom ; 
And  all  their  brother-dunces  lasb^ 
Who  crowd  the  press  with  hourly  trash. 

O  Grub-street  I  how  do  I  bemoan  thee, 
Whose  graceless  children  scorn  to  own  thee  1 
Their  filial  piety  forgot. 
Deny  their  countiy,  like  a  Scot ; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace. 
They  soon  betray  their  native  place. 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be 
Asham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee. 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood. 
Since  first  the  court  allowed  them  food* 

Remains  a  difficulty  still, 
Topurchase  fame  by  writing  ill. 
From  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  time. 
How  few  have  reached  the  low  sublimd! 
For  when  our  high-born  Howard  dy'd, 
Blackmore  alone  his  place  suppty'd : 
And,  lest  a  chasm. should  intervene. 
When  death  had  fintsh*d  Blackmore's  reign, 
The  leaden  crown  devolved  to  thee. 
Great  poet  of  the  holiow  tree. 
But  ah !  how  unsecure  thy  throne ! 
A  thousand  bards  thy  right  disown : 
'They  plot  to  turn,  in  foctioos  zeal|i 
Duncenia  to  a  common  weal ; 
And  with  rd>ellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privil^e  to  descend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheese. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse,  they  foil ; 
But  who  can  reach  the  worst  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite; 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know; 
'Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance  :  when  you  rashly  thmk, 
Ko  rhymer  can  like  Welsted  sink. 
His  merits  balanc'd,  you  shall  find 
The  laureat  leaves  him  for  behind. 
Concannen,more  aspiring  bard,.   , 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  vigour  drops : 
The  rest  pursue  as  thick  as  hops. 
With  heads  to  points  the  gulph  they  enter, 
link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 
And,  as  their  heels  elated  rise. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  skies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  shame, 
To  prostitute  the  Muse's  name  ! 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  designed 
The  plagues  and  scourges  of  mankind  | 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  sloth. 
And  every  vice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britam,  in  thy  monarch  blest. 
Whose  virtues  bear  the  strictest  test ; 
Whom  never  foction  could  bespatter, 
Kor  minster  nor  poet  flatter; 


What  justice  in  fevaidhig  merit ! 
What  magnanimity  of  spirit  1 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  main,  and  fooe ! 
Though  peace  with  olive  bind  hit  hands. 
Confessed  the  conquering  hero  stands. 
Hydaqies,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  changtt. 
From  him  the  Tartar  and  Chinese, 
Short  by  the  knees,  entreat  for  peaces 
Hie  consort  of  his  tiirone  and  bed, 
A  perfect  goddess  bom  and  bred. 
Appointed  soverngn  judf^  to  sit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldest  hope,  divine  liUus, 
(Late,  very  late,  oh  may  he  rule  us !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  shown. 
Before  his  downy  beaid  was  groNm  I 
Then  think,  what  wanders  wiU  be  doae^ 
By  going  on  as  he  begun. 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  secure 
As  fong  as  Son  and  Mood  endura. 

The  remnant  of  the  royal  Uood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood : 
Bright  goddesses,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  sweetest  prince  aUfe» 
Now  sing  the  minister  t^staU^ 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
This  Atlas  stands  to  prop  the  court : 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay, 
Like  prudent  Fabins,.by  deby. 
Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king. 
Thy  praises  every  Muse  shall  sing  ! 
In  all  aifoiri  thou  sole  dnreoCor, 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  pfotector; 
Though  small  the  time  thou  hast  to  spare, 
Tlie  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pious  prelates  what  a  stock 
You  choose,  to  rule  the  sable  flock  1 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerage. 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race. 
Content  yourself  with  hunger  place. 
Now  learning,  valour,  virtue,  aease» 
To  titles  give  the  sole  pretence. 
St.  r;eorge  behekl  thee  with  delight 
Vouchsafe  to  be  an  azure  knight. 
When  on  thy  breasts  and  sides  tterculeaA 
He  fix*d  the  star  and  string  eeruUam 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  such  a  constellation  I 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tunc  your  harpe,  and  strow  your  Imi3^  : 
Your  panegyrics  here  provkk ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flatteryls  side. 
Above  the  stars  exalt  your  style. 
You  still  are  low  ten  thousand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  bestow'd 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  foad  ; 
But  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride. 
And  swore  the  fowniag  rascals  ly'd. 
Yet  what  the  worid  nhu^A  to  Levis, 
Appljr'd  to  George,  eaaotly  true  is. 
Exactly  true  I  iuvMltus  poet  I 
nis  fifty  thousand  times  below  it 

Translate  me  now  some  lines,  if  yon  caa. 
From  Vhpl,  Martial»  Ovid,  Uicaa. 
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Tlw^  coqM  all  powr  M  H^wni  divide^ 
And  do  no  vrong  on  either  fide ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  split  a  hanr. 
Give  CSeoife  and  Jofo  an  equal  iharft» 
Tet  why  dwuld  we  be  kc'd  ao  strait  ? 
I  '11  give  my  monarch  btttter^pweight. 
And  reason  good ;  formuiy  a  year 
Jove  never  iulci  meddled  teere : 
Nor,  though  his  priests  be  duly  paid. 
Did  ever  we  desire  his  aid-: 
We  now  can  better  do  witiKint  Um^ 
Snoe  Woobton  gave  as  arms  to  rout  him* 


HORACE,  BOOK  ST.  ODE  XDL 

IMJTikTt]). 

TO  HUMPHRY  FRENCH,  ESQ  K  1733. 

Patioh  of  the  tnnefol  fbrong. 

Oh !  too  nice,  and  too  severe  t 
Think  not  that  my  country  song 

Shall  displease  thy  honest  ear. 
Chosen  strains  I  proudly  bring ; 

Which  the  Muse's  sacred  choir» 
When  tbey  gods  and  heroes  sing. 

Dictate  to  th'  harmonious  lyre. 
Ancient  Homer,  prinoely  bard  ! 

Just  precedence  still  maintains ; 
With  saicrsd  rapture  still  are  heard 

Theban  Pindar's  lofty  strains. 
Still  the  old  triumphant  song. 

Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fell. 
Great  Akieus  boldly  sung; 

Warns,  histnicts,  and  pleases  well. 

Nor  has  Timers  all-darkening  shade 

In  obacure  oblivion  pressed 
What  Anacreon  laugh'd  and  played  ; 

Gay  Anacreon,  drunken  priest  I 
Gentle  Sappho,  love-sick  Muse, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous  fire ; 
Still  her  tenderest  notes  infuse 

BCelting  raptun,  soft  desire. 
Beauteoos  Helen,  youn^and  gay. 

By  a  painted  ibpling  won. 
Went  not  first,  hit  nymph,  astray, 

Fondly  pleasM  to  be  undone. 
Nor  young  T€ucer*s  slaughtering  bow. 

Nor  boM  Hector's  dreadful  sword, 
Akme  the  terrours  of  the  (be, 

Sow'd  the  field  with  hostile  blood. 
Many  valiant  chie&  of  old 

Greatly  liv*d  and  died,  before 
Agamemnon,  Grecian  bold, 

Wag*d'the  ten  years'  &inous  war. 
But  thehr  names,  unmng,  unwept. 

Unrecorded,  k»t  and  gone, 
Ijong  fai  eodleas  nig^  have  skpt, 

'1  DOW  no  mora  be  known. 


Virtue,  which  the  poet's  eara 
Has  not  well  coosign'd  to  fiune« 

Lies,  as  m  the  sepulchra 
Some  old  king  without  a  name. 

iLMdHnayorcfDuhiiiw   M 


But,  O  Humphry,  great  and  ftet» 
While  my  tuneful  songs  ara  raid» 

Old  forgetful  Tune  on  thee 

Dark  oblivion  ne'er  shall  spread. 
When  the  deep-cut  notes  shall  fade 

On  the  mouldering  Parian  ston^ 
On  the  brass  no  more  be  read 

The  perishing  inscription ; 
Forgotten  all  the  enemies, 

J^vious  G ;n'8  cursed  spite. 

And  P I's  derogating  lies. 

Lost  and  sunk  in  Stygian  night ; 
Stitl  thy  labour  and  thy  cara. 

What  for  Dublin  thou  hast  done. 
In  full  lustra  shall  appear, 

And  outshine  th'  uncloivded  Sun* 
Large  thy  mind,  and  not  untried. 

For  Hibernia  now  doth  stand ; 
Through  the  calm,  or  raging  tido. 

Safe  conducts  the  ship  to  land. 
Falsely  we  call  the  rich  man  great  { 

He  is  only  so  that  knows 
His  plentiful  or  small  estate 

Wisely  to  enjoy  and  use. 
He,  in  wealth  or  poverty. 

Fortune's  power  alike  defies  $ 
And  falsehood  and  dishonesty 

Mora  than  death  abhors  and  flies: 


Flies  from  death !— No,  meets  k  bravt% 

When  the  sufifering  so  severa 
May  from  dreadful  bondage  save 

Clients,  friends,  or  country  dear. 
This  the  soveraign  man,  complete  i 

Hero;  patriot;  glorious;  fi^; 
Rich  and  wise ;  and  good  and  great; 

Greuerous  Humphry,  thou  art  He. 


A  NEW  SIMILE  FOR  THE  LADIES. 
BY  DR.  SHERIDAN.     1733. 

To  make  a  writer  mils  his  end. 
You  've  nothing  else  to  do  but  mend* 

I  OFTBN  try'd  in  vain  to  find 

A  rimt7«  for  woman-kind, 

A  simile  I  mean  to  fit  'em. 

In  every  circumstance  to  bit  'em. 

Through  every  beast  and  bird  I  went, 

I  ransack 'd  every  element ; 

And  after  peeping  through  all  nature. 

To  find  so  whimsical  a  creature, 

A  cioud  presented  to  my  view. 

And  strait  this  parallel  I  drew 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wiud  about; 
Tbey  keep  us  in  siispence  and  doubt ; 
Yet  oft  perverse,  like  wonum-kind. 
Are  seen  to  scud  against  the  wind  t 
And  are  not  women  just  the  same  ? 
Fur,  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  f 

Clouds  keep  the  stoutest  mortals  under. 
When  baUoving  they  discharge  their  thnadav  t 
So  when  th'  alarum-hell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti's  everiastkig  tongue. 
The  husband  dreads  its  loudness  mora 
Than  lightning's  flash,  or  thunder's  roar. 
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Chiidt  Mwpf  If  tliey  do,  witboot  pun  j 
And  what  are  tean  Imt  voraeD'i  ram ) 

The  cloudt  about  the  welkin  roam ; 
And  ladies  never  ttay  at  home. 

The  chud*  build  castles  in  the  air, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  schemes  of  their  forecastiug 
Are  not  more  solid,  nor  more  lasting. 

A  cUmd  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark  ; 
Such  is  a  lady  with  her  spark : 
Kow  with  a  sudden  pouting  gloom 
,8he  seems  to  darken  all  the  room ; 
Again  she 's  pleas'd,  his  fears  b^uiVd, 
And  all  is  clear  when  she  has  smil'd* 
In  this  they  're  wondroosly  alike 
( I  hope  the  nmle  will  strike)  ; 
Though  in  the  darkest  dumps  you  Tiew  them. 
Slay  but  a  moment,  you  *11  see  thn>ugh  them. 

The  chudt  are  apt  to  make  reflection^ 
And  firequently  produce  infection  j 
So  CSBlia,  with  small  proTocation, 
Blasts  every  neighbour's  reputation. 

The  cloud*  delight  in  gaudy  show 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow)  5 
Hie  gravest  matron  will  confess. 
That  she  herself  is  fond  of  dress. 

Observe  the  cloud*  in  pomp  array'd. 
What  various  colours  are  display 'd ; 
The  pink,  the  rose,  the  violet's  dye, 
In  that  gveat  drawhig-rooro  the  tky  ; 
How  do  these  differ  from  our  graces. 
In  garden-silks,  brocades,  and  laoet  ? 
Are  they  not  such  another  sight, 
When  met  upon  a  Urth-day  night  \ 

The  cloudt  delight  to  change  their  fashion : 
(Dear  Isdies,  be  not  in  a  pasuon !) 
Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  seem  strange^ 
Who  every  hour  delight  in  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  seen 
The  sullen  symptoms  of  the  spleen  ; 
The  moment  thai  jrour  vapoun  rise. 
We  see  them  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  cloMd$  ara  fringed  with  borrowM  goM  i 
And  this  is  many  a  lady*s  case. 
Who  flaunts  aboot  in  borrow'd  lace. 

Grave  matrons  are  like  cloudi  of  snow. 
Their  words  fhll  thick,  and  soft,  and  slow  ; 
While  brisk  coquettes,  like  rattling  hail, 
Our  ears  on  every  side  assail. 

Cloudt,  when  they  intercept  our  sight, 
Deprive  us  of  celestial  light; 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  pursue. 
No  Heaven  besides  I  have  in  view. 

Thus,  on  comparison,  yrni  see, 
In  every  instance  they  agree, 
80  Uke,  so  very  much  the  same. 
That  one  may  go  by  i'  other's  n 
Let  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud. 
That  every  woman  is  a  cloud* 


ANSfTBH.  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

Prbsomtcvous  Bard !  how  couM  yon  dai« 
A  woman  with  ^oud  compare } 
Strange  pride  and  insolence  yon  show 
bferior  mortals  tker*  below. 


L 


And  is  our  thunder  in  yonr  tarn 
So  frequent  or  so  loud  as  theirs, 
Alas  !  our  thunder  soou  goes  out  > 
And  only  makes  you  more  devout. 
Then  is  nut  female  clatter  worse. 
That  drives  you  not  to  pray,  but  curse  f 

We  hardly  tbui  der  thrice  a  year ; 
The  bolt  discharg'd,  the  sky  grows  dear : 
But  every  sublunary  dowdy. 
The  more  she  scolds,  the  more  she  's  cloody. 

Some  critic,  may  object,  perhaps. 
That  cloudt  are  blam'd  for  giving  cCtpt  ^ 
But  what,  abs  !  are  diipt  ethereal^ 
Compar'd  for  mischief  to  venereal } 
Can  cloudt  give  buboes,  ulcen,  blotches^ 
Or  from  your  noses  dig  out  notches  } 
We  leave  the  body  sweet  and  sound  \ 
We  kill,  tis  true,  but  never  wound. 

You  know  a  cUmdy  sky  bespeaks 
Fair  weather  when  the  morning  breaks  4 
But  women  in  a  chudy  plight 
Foretell  a  storm  to  last  till  nighty 

A  cloud  in  proper  season  pours 
His  blessings  down  in  fruitful  showecs  $ 
But  woman  was  by  fate  designed 
To  pour  down  curses  ou  mankind. 

When  Sirius  o'er  the  welkin  rages. 
Our  kindly  help  his  fire  assuages  ; 
But  woman  b  a  curst  inflamer. 
No  parish  ducking-stool  can  tame  her  r 
To  kindle  strife,  dame  Nature  Ut^t  her  ; 
Like  fiie-worics,  she  can  bum  in  water. 

For  fickleness  how  dunt  you  blame  as. 
Who  for  our  constancy  are  famous  ^ 
You  '11  see  a  cloud  in  gentle  weather 
Keep  the  xame  fece  an  hour  together  ; 
Vnii\e  women,  if  it  could  be  reckoned. 
Change  every  feature  every  second* 

Observe  our  figure  in  a  morning. 
Of  foul  or  fair  we  give  you  warning  ; 
But  can  you  guess  from  woman*s  air 
One  minute,  whether  foul  or  feir  ? 

60  read  in  ancient  books  enrolPd 
What  honours  we  possessed  of  old. 

To  disappoint  Ixkm's  rape, 
Jove  dr0st  a  cloud  in  Juno*s  shape ; 
Which  when  he  had  enjoy'd,  he  swore. 
No  goddess  could  have  pleased  him  more; 
No  difiereiioe  could  he  find  between 
His  cloud  and  Jove's  imperial  queen ; 
His  cloud  prodttc'd  a  race  of  Centaurs, 
Fam'd  for  a  thousand  bold  adventures  ^ 
From  us  descended  ah  origin*, 
By  learned  authors  caird  nulngen^^ 
But  say,  what  aarthly  nymph  do  you  know. 
So  beautiful  to  pass  for  Juno  } 

Before  Aneas  durst  aspire 
To  court  her  majesty  of  Tyre, 
His  mother  hegg'd  of  us  to  dress  him, 
llmt  Dido  might  the  more  carem  him : 
A  coat  we  pve  him,  dy'd  in  grain, 
Aflojcen  wig  and  clouded  cane 
Cfhe  wig  was  powdered  round  with  sleet. 
Which  fell  in  clorndg  beneath  his  feet). 
With  which  he  made  a  tearing  show ; 
And  Dkio  quickly  tmoifd  Ike  beau. 

Among  your  females  make  inquiries* 
What  nymph  on  Earth  so  fair  as  Iris  } 
With  heavenly  beauty  so  endow'd  ? 
And  yet  her  father  is  a  <JmuU 
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We  dreit  her  in  a  gold  brocade. 
Befitting  Juno's  Cavmirite  maid. 

Tis  known,  that  Socrates  the  wise 
Ador'd  us  clouds  as  deities : 
To  us  he  made  bis  daily  prayers. 
As  Aristophanes  declares ; 
From  Jupiter  took  all  dominion. 
And  dy'd  defending  his  opinion. 
By  his  authority  'tis  plain 
You  worship  other  gods  in  vain, 
And  from  3rour  own  experience  know 
We  govern  all  tbmgs  there  below. 
You  follow  where  we  please  to  guide; 
O'er  all  your  passioiks  we  prande» 
Can  raise  them  up,  or  sink  them  down. 
As  we  think  fit  to  smile  or  Irown ; . 
And,  just  as  we  dispose  your  brohi, . 
Are  witty,  dull,  rejoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race  ! 
We,  to  whom  all  the  gods  give  place  ! 
Who  better  challerige  your  allegiance, 
Buaiuse  we  dwell  in  higher  regions  ! 
Yott  find  the  gods  in  Homer  dwell 
In  seas  and  streams,  or  low  as  Hell : 
Ev'd  Jove,  and  Mercury  his  pimp. 
No  higher  climb  than  mount  Olymp 
(Who  makes,  you  think,  the  cioudt  he  piercea } 
He  pierce  the  clouds  !  be  kiss  their  a— es)  ; 
While  we,  o'er  Teaeriffii  plac'd, 
Are  loftier  by  a  mile  at  least : 
And,  when  Apollo  struts  on  Pindus. 
We  see  him  fropa  our  kitchen-windows  ; 
Or,  to  Parnassus  looking  down, 
Can  piKs  upon  his  laurel  crown. 

late  never  form'd  the  gods  to  fly ; 
In  vehicles  they  ipount  the  sky  : 
When  Jove  wonkt  some  lair  nymph  inveigle, 
He  comes  full  gallop  on  his  eagle. 
'l*hough  Veqoa  be  as  light  as  air, 
She  must  ha%'e  doves  to  draw  her  chair. 
Apollo  stin  not  out  of  door 
Without  his  lacker'd  coach  and  four. 
And  jealous  Juno,  ever  snarling. 
Is  drawn  by  peacocks  in  her  herlin* 
But  we  can  fly  where'er  we  please, 
<>*er  cities,  rivers,  hill,  and  seas  : 
From  east  to  west  the  world  we  roam. 
And  in  all  climates  are  at  home ; 
With  care  provide  you,  as  we  go. 
With  sun-shine,  rain«  and  hail,  or  snow. 
Yuu,  when  it  rains,  like  fools,  believe 
Jove  pisses  on  you  through  a  sieve : 
An  idle  tnle,  'tis  no  such  matter  $ 
Wc  only  dip  a  spunge  in  water; 
Then  squeeze  it  close  between  our  thnmbe. 
And  shake  it  well,  and  down  it  comes. 
A^  you  shaM  to  your  sorrow  know. 
We  '11  watch  your  steps  where'er  you  go  ; 
And,  since  wc  find  you  walk  a-foot. 
We  'II  soundly  souse  your  frize-suftout. 

Tis  but  by  our  peculiar  grace, 
That  Phflebiis  ever  shows  his  face  : 
For  when  we  please,  we  open  wide 
Our  cortaint  blue  from  skle  to  side : 
And  then  how  saucily  he  shows 
His  brazen  fiMe  and  fiery  nose ; 
And  gives  hhnself  a  haughty  air. 
At  if  be  made  the  wtether  Mr  ( 


Tis  song,  wherever  Caslia  treads^ 
The  violets  ope  their  purple  heads ; 
The  roses  blow,  the  oowslip  springs : 
Tis  sung ;  but  we  know  better  things.  ' 
Tis  true,  a  woman  on  her  mettle 
Will  often  piss  upon  a  nettle; 
But,  though  we  own  she  makes  it  wetter. 
The  nettle  never  thrives  the  better ; 
While  we,  by  soft  prolific  showers, 
Can  every  spring  produce  you  flowers. 

Your  poets,  Chloe*s  beauty  heightening. 
Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  lightning; 
And  yet  I  h<^  'twill  be  allow'd, 
That  lightning  comes  but  from  a  c/buff. 
'    But  gods  like  us  have  too  much  seoiie 
At  poete'  flights  to  take  ofience  : 
Nor  can  hyperboles  demean  us ; 
£ach  drab  has  been  compared  to  Venus. 

.  We  own  your  verses  are  melodious  ; 
But  such  comparisous  arc  odious. 


A  VINDICATION  OF  THE  LIBEL : 

A   KEW    BALLAD,    WBITTBM     BY   A    SROS^BOV,    0)t   AV 
ATTOaNBY   WHO   WAS    FOBMEBLY   A   SHOE-BOY, 

Qui  color  ater  erat,  nunc  est  contrarius  atra. 

Wrm  singing  of  ballads,  and  crying  of  news, 

With  whitening  of  buckks,  and  blacking  of  shoes. 

Did  Hartley  ^  set  out,  both  shoeless  and  shirtleas^ 

And  moneyless  too,  but  not  very  dirtless  % 

Two  pence  be  had  gotten  by  begging,  that 's  ail ; 

One  bought  him .  a  brush,  and  one  a  black  ball ; 

For  clouts  at  a  loss  he  could  not  be  much, 

The  clothes  on  his  back  as  being  but  such ; 

Thus  vamp'd  and  accoutred,  with  clouts^  ball,  and 

H«  gallantly  ventur'd  his  fortune  to  podi :    [brush, 

Vespasian  thus,  being  bespattered  unth  dirt, 

Was  omened  to  be  RomeU  emperor  for  't 

But  as  a  wise  fidler  is  noted,  you  know. 

To  have  a  good  couple  of  strings  to  one  bow ; 

So  Hartley  judiciously  thought  it  too  little. 

To  live  by  the  sweat  of  his  handft  and  his  spittle t 

He  finds  out  another  pixjfession  as  fit. 

And  strait  be  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit      [news  ! 

One  day  he  criet^*'  Murders,  and  songs,  and  grevit 

Another  as  loudly — *'  Here  blacken  your  shoes  !" ' 

At  Domvile's  >  full  often  he  fed  upon  bits, 

For  winding  of  jacks  up,  and  tummg  of  spits; 

Lick*d  all  the  plates  round,  had  ntany  a  grubbing. 

And  now  and  then  got  from  the  oook-maid  adnibbing: 

Such  bastings  effect  upon  him  could  have  none ; 

The  dog  will  be  patient,  that 's  struck  with  a  bone. 

Sir  Thomas,  observing  this  Hartley  withal 

So  expert  and  so  active  at  brushes  and  ball. 

Was  mov'd  with  compassion,  and  thought  it  a  pity 

A  youth  should  be  kxi,  that  had  been  so  witty :     > 

Without  more  ado»  he  vamps  up  my  spark. 

And  now  we  '11  suppose  him  an  eminent  clerk  ; 

Suppose  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 

Of  scribblmg  am  dosha,  and  hooking  of  fees; 

1  See  the  next  poem. 

•  Sir  T.   Domvile,  patentee  of  the  Hanaper- 
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SoppoBe  him  a  nter,  attonwy  per  bill ; 
Sappoee  him  a  coi]itiei>-««appoie  what  yoa  will** 
Yet  would  you  beliere,  though  I  gwpro  by  ths  Bibld, 
That  he  took  up  two  nem-^t  for  cryiuff  the  iibel  f 


A  FRDSNVLT  APOLOar 
FOB  A  CERTAIN  JUSTICE  OF  PEACE, 

*T   WAT   OF  DBFBHCfi  OP  HAETLBT  HUTCHIMIOH,  BS4. 

But  he  by  bawling  newt  about, 


DR.  SHBBUyAVS  BALLAD 
ON  BALLYSPKLLIN  K 


And  aptly  using  bru9h  and  clout, 
A  justice  of  tbe  peace  became, 
To  punish  reguet  who  do  the  same.     Hud. 
By  JAMES  BMCK-WELL,  Operator  for  the  feet 

I  8IK6  the  man  of  courage  try*d, 

O'er-run  with  ignorance  and  pride, 

Who  boldly  hunted  out  disgrace 

With  canker'd  mind  and  hideous  iace  | 

Tbe  first  who  made  (let  none  deny  it) 
'  The*  libel-Tending  rogues  be  quiet 
The  iact  was  glorious,  we  must  own> 

For  Hartley  was  before  unknown. 

GooAemn'd  I  mean ;— for  who  would  cfause  i 

So  Tile  a  subject  for  the  Muse  i  '         ^ 

nVas  once  the  noblest  of  his  wishes  i 

To  fill  his  paoBch  with  sompa  from  dishes^ 

For  which  he  'd  parch  before  the  grate, 

Or  wind  the JoeftV  skyw-rising  wei^ 

(Such  toils  as  best  his  talents  fit). 

Or  polish  shoes,  or  turn  the  spii: 
But,  unexpectedly  grown  rich  in 

Squire  Domvile's  fomily  and  kitchea, 
He  pants  to  eternise  his  name, 
And  takes  the  dirty  road  to  fame'} 
Belieres  that  persecuting  wit 
Will  prore  tbe  surest  way  to  it ; 
So,  with  a  colonel  >  at  his  back. 
The  Libel  feels  his  fint  attack  > 
He  calls  it  a  seditious  paper. 
Writ  by  another  patriot  Drapter  | 
Then  raTes  and  blunder  nonsense  thicker 
Than  aldennen  o'ercbaig'd  with  liquor ; 
And  all  this  with  design,  no  doubt, 
To  hear  his  praises  hawfc'd  about  t 
^o  send  his  name  through  every  stroet, 
Whkh  erst  he  roamed  with  dirty  foet ; 
Well  pleased  to  lire  to  iutare  times. 
Though  but  in  keen  sathic  rhymes. 
So  Ajas,  who,  for  augbtwe  know. 
Was  justice  many  years  ago. 
And  minding  then  no  earthly  things, 
But  killing  libelers  of  kings ; 
Or^  if  he  wanted  work  to  do, 
To  run  a  bawling  news-boy  through ; 
Vet  he,  when  wrapp'd  up  in  a  cfoudj 
Entreated  lather  JoTe  aloud. 
Only  hi  light  to  show  hiafoce. 
Though  it  might  tend  to  his  disgmoe. 

And  so  th'  Ephesian  Tillam  fir'd 
The  temple  which  the  world  admh^, 
Gonteomnig  death,  despisiag  shame. 
To  gain  an  ever-odious  name. 

1  Cokmel  Ker,  a  mere  Sootchmai,  lientencnt- 
colonel  to  lord  Harrington's  regiment  of  drageeos, 
who  made  a  newa-boy  evidence  against  the  printer. 
laiSB  Sd. 


Aj.t  yon  that  would  refine  your  blood. 

As  pure  as  fom'd  Uewellyn, 
By  waters  clear,  come  cTcry  year  ; 

To  drink  at  Bailyspellin. 
Though  poi  or  itch  your  skins  enrich 

With  rubies  past  the  telling, 
Twill  clear  yourekia  before  you  'va  bees 

A  month  at  Bailyspellin. 
If  lady's  cheek  be  groen  as  leek 

When  she  comes  from  her  dweUk^, 
The  kindling  rate  within  it  glows 

When  she  *s  at  Bailyspellin* 
The  sooty  brown,  who  comes  from  town. 

Grows  here  as  fair  as  Helen ; 
Then  back  she  goes,  to  kill  the  beam 

By  dint  of  Bailyspellin. 
Our  ladies  are  as  fiesh  and  foir 
Ab  roee,  or  bright  dunkelliag; 
And  Mars  might  make  a  foir  "*'***H, 

Wero  he  at  Bally^Mllin. 
We  men  submit  as  they  thmk  fit» 

And  hare  is  no  rebelling : 
Hie  reaaon  's  plahi ;  the  fauiies  relgi^ 

They  're  queens  at  Bailyspellin. 
By  matchless  charms,  unconouer'd  arms, 
^      They  have  the  way  of  qaelung 
^  Such  desperate  foes  as  dare  oppose 
^      Their  power  at  Ballyspellm. 
Cold  water  turns  to  fire  and  bums, 

I  know  because  I  fell,  io 
A  streign  which  came  from  one  bright  dame 

Who  drank  at  Ballyq[)elUn. 
Fine  beaux  adTance,  eqiiipt  for  dance. 

To  bring  their  Avom  or  Nell  in 
With  so  much  grace,  I  'm  sure  no  place 

Can  vie  with  Bailyspellin. 
No  politics,  no  subtle  tricks. 

No  man  his  country  selling : 
We  eat,  we  drink,  we  never  think 

Of  these  at  BallyspeUin. 
The  troubled  mind,  the  pufiTd  with  wind. 

Do  all  come  here  peM-mell  in; 
And  they  are  sure  to  work  their  cure 

By  driuking  Bailyspellin. 
Though  dropsy  fills  you  to  the  gills. 
From  chio  to  toe  t^igh  swelling ; 
Pour  in.  pour  out,  you  cannot  doiibt 

A  cure  at  Bailyvpellin. 
Death  throws  no  darts  through  all  these  parfa. 

No  sextons  here  are  knelling : 
Come,  judge  and  try,  you  'U  never  die. 

But  live  at  Bailyspellin ; 
Except  you  feel  darts  tipt  with  steel. 

Which  here  are  every  belle  in  : 
When  from  their  eyes  sweet  ruip  fiies. 
We  die  at  Bailyspellin. 


Good  cheer,  sweet  air,  much  joy,  no  care^ 
Your  sight,  your  tatta,  yev  f     '" 


^A  famous  spa  in  the  WMufty  of  ffilkmnr. 
where  the  doctor  had  been  to  drink  the  walen  with 
a  fovowrite  l4idy«    N, 
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So  fsar,  10  yoang,  no  such  among 

The  belles  at  Ballyvpelliiu 
How  woulil  you  stare  to  see  her  there. 

The  foggy  mist  dispelling. 
That  clouds  the  brows  of  every  Uo»g« 

Who  lives  at  Ballyspellin  I 
Now  as  I  live  I  would  not  give 

A  stiver  for  a  akellin. 
To  towse  and  kiss  the  fairest  mi8« 

That  leaks  at  Ballyspellin. 

Whoe'er  will  raise  such  lies  as  these 

Deserves  a  good  cudgellihg; 
Who  ftilsely  boasts,  of  belles  and  toarti^ 

At  dirty  Ballyspellin. 
My  rhjrmes,  are  gone,  to  all  but  oiM^ 

Which  is,  our  trees  are  felling  ; 
As  proper  quite  as  those  you  writeg 

To  force  in  Ballyspellin. 


Your  esLfi,  year  tooch,  tnnspoited  i 

Each  day  at  BallyspsUin. 
Within  thiff'groond  we  all  sleep  soand| 

Ko  noisy  dogs  a-yelling ; 
fisoept  you  wake,  for  CmXa?*  sake, 

All  night  at  Ballyspdlhi. 
There  all  you  see,  both  be  and  she, 

No  lady  keepe  her  cell  in; 
Bnt  all  partake  the  mirth  we  make. 

Who  drink,  at  Ballyspellin. 
Myrbymesaregone;  I  thmk  Pv»  none, 

Unless  I  shoold  bring  HeU  in ; 
But  smoe  I  'm  here  to  Heaven  so  nenr^ 
'  ^  can  t  at  Ballyqpellni ! 


ANSfTER. 

BY  DR.  SWIFT,  h 

pAKi  yon  dispute,  you  saucy  bnite| 

And  think  there  's  no  refeUing 
Yonr  scurvy  lays,  and  senseless  praisft 

You  give  to  Ballyspellin  } 
Howe*er  yon  bounce,  I  here  pronounce, 

Your  medicine  is  repelling; 
Yonr  water 's  mud,  and  sours  the  bloody 

When  drunk  at  Ballyspellin. 

Those  pocky  drabs,  to  cure  their  scabs» 

You  thither  are  compelling. 
Will  back  be  sent,  worse  than  they  went. 

From  nasty  Ballyspellin. 
IJewellyn  why  ?  As  well  may  I 

Name  honest  doctor  Pdlm ; 
80  hard  somethnes  yon  tug  for  rhymea,. 

To  bring  in  Ballyspellin. 
No  subject  fit  to  try  your  wit. 

When  yon  went  colonelling, 
But  dull  intrigues  *twhtt  jades  and  teague^ 

That  met  at  Balljrspellin* 
Onr  lasses  foir,  say  what  you  dare. 

Who  sowing  make  with  shelling. 
At  Market-hill  more  beaux  can  kill, 

Than  yours  at  BallyspeHin^ 
Would  I  was  whipt,  when  Sbeelah  stript 

To  wash  herself  our  well  in ; 
^  bum  so  white  ne'er  came  in  sight. 

At  paltry  Ballyspr Uin. 
Yonr  mawlEhM  there  smocks  hempen  wear. 

Of  holland  not  an  eH  in ; 
No,  not  a  rag,  whate^  you  brag^ 

Is  found  at  Ballyspellin, 
But  Tom  will  prate  at  any  rate, 

All  other  njfmphs  expelling  ; 
Because  he  gets  a  few  grisettcs 

At  lousy  Ballyspellin. 
nere's  bonny  Jane,  in  yonder  lane^ 

Just  o^er  against  Tbe  Bellnna  ; 
Where  can  you  meet  a  lass  so  sweet. 

Round  aU  your  BaHyspelUn  } 
We  faavft  a  girl  deserves  an  earl ; 

She  came  from  Eooiskillhi  t 


>  This  answer 
II  aflroit  on 
MSMu.    AT. 


resented  by  Dr.  Sheridan,  as 
~  the  lady  be  attawdM  to 


HORACE,  PART  OF  BOOK  L  SAT.  TU 

PAtAraRASEO. 

If  noisy  Tott  >  should  in  the  senate  prale, 
«  That  he  would  answer  both  for  ohurch  and  itate^ 
And,  forther  to  demonstrate  his  aBSectiOB, 
Would  take  the  kingdom  into  his  proleetioo;'* 
All  mortals  must  be  curious  to  enquire. 
Who  could  this  coxoomb  be,  and  who  bis  sire  ^ 
<<  What !  thou,  the  spawn  of  him  2  who  sham*d  onr 
That  traitor,  assassin,  informer  vile !  [isle^ 

Though  by  the  female  side  '  you  proudly  bring. 
To  mend  your  breed,  the  muiderer  of  a  king  ; 
What  was  thy  grandsire  ^  but  a  moimtaineer. 
Who  held  a  cabin  for  ten  groats  a  year ; 
V^liose  master  Moore  ^  present  him  from  tbehalter^ 
For  stealing  cows ;  nor  oould  he  read  the  pealtar  L 
Durst  thou,  ungrstofol,  from  the  senate  chace 
Thy  founder's  grandson  ^,  and  usurp  his  plaee^ 
Just  Heaven !  to  see  the  dunghill  bastard  brood 
Survive  in  thee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  ^  I 
Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen**  to  jail. 
In  ^ite  of  justice,  and  revise  his  bail  i'* 

1  Sir  Thomas  Prendergast    lanir  Ed. 

«The  father  of  sir  Thomas  P— ,  who  en- 
gaged in  a  plot  to  murder  king  WQliam  III ;  but, 
to  avoid  being  hanged,  turned  informer  against  his 
associates,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  with  a  good 
estate,  and  made  a  baronet    Ibid. 

3  Cadogan's  fomily.     Irish  Ed. 

4  A  poor  thieving  -cottager,  under  Mr.  Moore» 
condemned  at  Clonmell  assizes  to  be  hanged  foe 
stealing  cows.    Ibid. 

^  The  gntndiatber  of  Ouy  Moore,  esq.  who  pro- 
cured him  a  pardon.    lUd. 

s  Guy  Moore  was  &irly  elected  member  of  parlia- 
ment for  Cknmell ;  but  sir  Thomas,  depending 
upon  his  interest  with  a  certabi  party  then  prevail- 
ing, and  sinee  known  by  the  title  of  Parson-hunters, 
petitioned  the  house  against  him;  out  of  which  htt 
was  turned,  upon  pretence  of  bribery,  which  the  pa^- 
^  ing  of  bis  lawful  debts  was  then  voted  to  be.    ibid, 

7  «  Save  a  thief  finom  the  gallows,  and  he  will 
cut  your  throat,"    Ibid. 

•  Mr.  Oeerfa  AMlMiB.  ta  tbt  ^iVMt  in  th« 
folbwingpage.    N,   • 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


59S 


SWIPTS  POEMS. 


ON  A  PRINTER'S 


BEING  SENT  TO  NEWGATE. 

Better  we  aU  were  id  oar  graves 

Than  live  in  slavery  to  staves. 

Worse  than  the  anarchy  at  sea. 

Where  fishes  on  each  other  prey ; 

Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rants 

O'er  his  inferiots  as  our  tyrants. 

And  swagger  while  the  coast  is  clear  : 

But,  should  a  lordly  pike  appear. 

Away  you  see  the  varlet  scud. 

Or  hide  his  coward  snout  in  mud. 

Thus,  if  a  gndgeou  meet  a  roach. 

He  dare  not  venture  to  approach  ; 

Yet  still  has  impudence  to  rise. 

And,  like  Domitiao,  leap  at  flies. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT^ 

With  a  whirl  of  thought  oppressM, 
I  sunk  from  reverie  to  rest. 
An  horrid  vision  seiz'd  my  head, 
I  saw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead ! 
Jove,  ann'd  with  terrours,  hnrst  the  skiei^ 
And  thunder  roars,  and  Hghtnmg  flies ! 
•  Amaz'd,  confus'd,  its  fate  unknown. 
The  world  stands  trembling  at  his  throne  I 
While  each  pale  sinner  hung  his  head, 
Jove  nodding,  shook  the  Heavens,  and  said : 
**  Offending  race  of  hunan-kind, 
By  nature,  reaaooy  leammg,  blind  j 
You  who,  through  frailty,  stepp'd  aside ; 
And  you  who  never  fell,  through  prii^  ; 
You  who  in  diflerent  sects  were  sbamm'd. 
And  come  to  see  each  other  damn'd, 
(^  some  folk  told  yoo,  but  they  knew 
No  more  of  Jove's  designs  than  you)  $ 
—The  world's  mad  business  now  is  o*er. 
And  f  resent  these  pranks  no  more. 
—l  to  such  blockheads  set  my  wit  < 
1  damB  such  ftiob !— ^Gk>^  go,  you  're  bit**' 


VERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH   pink's  HORACE,   riNELr   BOUND, 

BY  DR.  J.  SICAN  >. 

•—[Horace  speaking] 

Tou  'VB  read,  sir,  in  poetic  strain, 
How  Varus  and  the  Maatuan  swain 
Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited 
(But  I  was  ibrc'd  in  verse  to  write  it) 
Upon  a  plain  repast  to  dine. 
And  taste  my  old  Campanian  wine  ; 
But  I,  who  all  pvmctilios  hate, 
Tliough  loQg  fainiliar  with  the  great, 

1  That  this  poem  is  the  genuine  prod^ctJon  of 
the  dean,  lord  Chesterfield  bears  ample  testimony 
jn  his  Letter  to  M.  Voltaire,  Aug.  87,  1752.    JN. 

•  This ingenkiai  young, 
iiately  mardered  io  Italy.    N» 


Nor  glory  in  my  lepotation. 

Am  come  without  an  invitatioii ; 

And,  though*!  'm  us'd  to  ngdit  Falemiaa, 

I'll  deign  for  onoe  to  taste  lernian  ; 

But  fearing  that  you  might  dispute 

(Ha'*  I  put  on  my  common  suit) 

My  breeding  and  my  paiiteut, 

I  visit  in  a  birth-day  dress  ; 

My  coat  of  purest  Turkey  red. 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  spread ; 

To  which  I  've  sure  as  good  pretension! 

As  Irish  lords  who  starve  on  pensiaosb 

\^[hat  though  proud  ministen  of  state 

Did  at  your  anti-chamber  wait; 

What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St;  Jobns 

Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance ; 

And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormood, 

With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant. 

Have  laid  aside  t)ie  general's  stafl: 

And  public  cares,  with  you  to  Uugh; 

Yet  I  some  friends  as  good  can  name. 

Nor  less  the  darling  sons  of  fiune ; 

For  sure  my  Pollio  and  MsBcenaa 

Were  as  good  statesmen,  Mr.  Dean,  as 

Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Hariey, 

Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley : 

And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero» 

I  '11  match  him  with  my  Drusus  Nero. 

You  'II  boast,  perhaps,  your  favourite  Pope  ; 

But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  hope. 

I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 

To  equal  Helsham  and  Delany ; 

Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 

A  Grecian  isle  Hippocrates ; 

Since  Tully  liv'd  before  my  time. 

And  Galen  bless'd  another  dime. 

You  '11  plead  perhaps,  at  my  request. 
To  be  admitted  as  a  guest, 
*<  Your  bearing 's  bad !"— But  why  such  fean? 
I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  that  reason  wisely  took 
The  form  you  see  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  slow-devouring  moths, 
By  rage  of  barbarous  Huns  and  Goths  ; 
By  Bcntley's  notes,  my  deadliest  foes. 
By  Creech's  rhymes  and  Dunster's* prose; 
I  found  my  boasted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  almost  expire : 
Yet  still  they  but  in  vain  assail'd  j 
For,  had  their  violence  prevail'd. 
And  in  a  blast  destroy'd  my  fome. 
They  would  have  partly  mias'd  their  aim; 
Since  all  my  spirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Vandah  of  this  a^ 
'TIS  yours  to  save  these  small  remaim 
From  fiiture  pedants'  muddy  brains, 
And  fix  my  long-uncertain  mte. 
You  best  know  bow— which  way  ?— TaAHSLATk 


ON  PSYCHE  K 


At  twoaftmnoon  for  our  Psyche  inquire. 

Her  tea-kettle 's  on«  and  her  aaMCk  at  the  Ibe  s 

So  loitering,  so  active;  sobnsyiioidlei 

Which  hath  she  moit  need  of  ,  a  spur  or  a  bridle  I 

>  Mrs.  Scan,  a  veiy  ingeDloot  wdl-bied  farfy** 
mother  10  tbemMhoroCtbupieoediDgfoeai.    H, 
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THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE.  .  .  ON  DR.  RUNDLE. 
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Tlios  a  greyhoanil  out-rtins  the  whole  peck  id  a 
race,  [piece. 

Yet  would  rather  be  hansrM  than  he'd  leave  a  warm 
She  sfives  you  such  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain*; 
But  ever  with  prudence take^  care  of  the  main. [bit; 
Xo  please  you,  she  knows  how  to  choose  a  nice 
For  her  taste  is  almost  as  refinM  as  her  wit 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,  she  will  trace  every  market. 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  see  how  she  will 

cark  it. 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts ;  for,  it  plainly  appears, 
She  saves  half  her  victuals  by  feeding  your  ears. 


THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE,    1734. 

Jamss  BtvDOEi  and  the  dean  had  long  been  friends; 
James  is  bedukM ;  of  course  thdr  friendship  eodB: 
But  sure  the  dean  deserves  a  sharp  rebuke. 
From  knowing  James,  to  boast  he  knows  the  duke. 
Yet,  since  just  Heaven  the  duke's  ambition  mocks. 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  Lost  by  stocks. 
His  wings  are  clipped :  he  tries  no  more  m  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 
Since  he  no  more  can  baild,  and  plant,  and  revel. 
The  duke  and  dean  seem  near  upon  a  level. 
Oh  !  wert  thou  not  a  duke,  my  good  duke  Humphry, 
Fron^  bailiff's  claws  thoa  scarce  coakiit  keep  thy 

bum  free. 
A  duke  to  know  a  dean !  go,  smooth  thy  crown : 
Thy  brother  (far  thy  betters)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  duke  thou  art;  so  pleased  the  kingc 
#h  !  would  his  majesty  but  add  a  string ! 


DTL  RUSDLE,  BISHOP  OF  DEUY^ 

KIake  Rundle  bishop !  fie  for  shame  ! 

An  Arian  to  usurp  the  name  I 

A  bishop  in  the  isle  of  Saints  ( 

Jrow  will  hi«  brethren  make  complaints  i 

J>are  any  of  the  mitred  host 

Omfer  on  him  the  Holy  Ghost; 

In  mother-church  to  breed  a  variance. 

By  coupling  Orthodox  with  Arians  ? 

'  Yet,  were  he  Hrathen,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
Wliat  is  there  in  it  strange  or  new  ? 
For,  let  us  hear  theweak  pretence 
His  brethren  find  to  take  offence  ; 
Of  whom  there  are  but  frmr  at  most. 
Who  know  there  i%an  Holy  Ghost : 
The  rest,  who  boast  they  luive  conferred  it, 
like  PauPs  Ephesiaps,  never  beard  it ; 
Andi  when  they  gave  it,  well  'tis  known. 
They  gave  what  never  was  their  own. 

Kundle  a  bishop  I  well  he  may ; 
He  *s  still  a  Christian  more  than  they. 

We  know  the'aolQect  of  their  quarrels ; 
The  man  has  learning,  sense,  and  morals. 

There  is  a  reason  ftill  more  weighty  ; 
Ta  granted  he  believes  a  Deity ; 


iPnMiioted  to  that  «Ba  in  FAnMiQr  1*734-5.  X 


Has  every  circumstance  to  please  os. 
Though  fools  may  doubt  his  faith  in  Jesus. 
But  why  should  he  with  that  be  loaded. 
Now  twenty  y^rs  from  court  exploded  ^ 
And  is  not  this  ol^edion  odd 
From  rogues  who  ne'er  beiiev*d  a  God  ? 
For  liberty  a  champion  stout. 
Though  not  so  gospel-ward  devout ; 
While  others,  hither  sent  to  save  us. 
Game  but  to  plunder  and  enslave  us; 
Nor  ever  ownM  a  power  divine. 
But  Mammon  in  the  German  line. 

Say,  bow  did  Rundle  undermine  'em  ? 
Who  Rhow»d  a  better  jiw  dhfinum  f 
From  ancient  canons  would  not  vary. 
But  thrice  refused  episcaparL 

Our  bishop's  predecessor,  Magus, 
Would  offer  all  the  sands  of  Tagus, 
Or  sell  his  children,  house,  and  land^ 
For  that  one  gift,  to  lay-on  hands : 
But  all  his  gold  could  not  avail 
To  have  the  Spirit  set  to  sale. 
Said  surly  Peter,  "  Magus,  pr'ythee, 
Begone:  thy  money  perish  with  thee," 
Were  Peter  now  alive,  perhaps 
He  might  have  found  a  score  of  chaps. 
Could  he  but  make  his  gift  appear 
In  rents  three  thousand  pounds  a  yean 

Some  fancy  this  promotion  odd. 
As  not  the  handy-work  of  God ; 
Though  e'en  the  bishops  disappointed 
Must  own  it  made  by  God's  anointed, 
And,  well  we  know,  the  conge  regal 
Is  more  secure  as  well  a^^egal ;  . 
Because  our  lawyers  all  agreei. 
That  bishoprics  are  held  in  fee. 

Dear  Baldwin  chaste,  and  witty  Crosee, 
How  sorely  I  lament  your  loss  ! 
That  such  a  pair  of  wealthy  ninnies 
Should  slip  your  time  of  dropping  gutncai$ 
For,  had  yon  made  the  king  your  debtor. 
Your  title  had  been  so  much  better. 


EPIGRAM. 

Fribkd  Rundle  fell,  with  grie^'ous  bump. 

Upon  his  reverential  rump. 

Poor  rump;  thou  hadst  been  better  sped, 

Hadstthou  been  Ipin'd  to  ]V>u Iter's  head  | 

A  head,  so  weighty  and  profound. 

Would  needs  have  kept  thee  from  the  ground* 


A  CMARACTER,  PANEGYRIC,  AND 
DESCRIPTION 

Of  THK 

LEGION^CLUB.    173e. 

As  I  stroll  tlie  city,  oft'  I 
See  a  building  large  and  lofty. 
Not  a  bow-shot  from  the  college ; 
Half  the  globe  from  sense  and  knowledge: 
By  the  prudent  architect, 
PlacM  against  the  church  direct, 
Making  good  my  grand-dame's  jest, 
<' Niartfas  dtMirali*^~yo«  knew  the  rast 
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Tell  iif»  wliat  the  pfle  cpataias? 
Many  a  heed  that  holds  no  braiofl. 
These  demoniacs  let  me  dab 
vWith  the  name  of  Legion-club. 
Such  assemblies,  you  might  swear  ^ 

Meet  when  botchers  bait  a  bear  ; 
Such  a  noise,  and  such  baranguingf 
IVhen  a  brother  thief  is  hanging  ; 
Such  a  rout  and  such  a  rabble 
Run  to  hear  Jack-pudden  gabble  | 
Such  a  crowd  their  ordure  tfarowi 
On  a  far  less  yillain's  nose. 

Could  I  ftam  the  building's  top 
Hear  the  rattling  thunder  drop, 
WhUe  the  devil  upon  the  roof 
(If  the  devil  be  thunder-proof) 
Should  with  poker  fiery  red 
Crack  the  stones,  and  melt  the  lead  | 
Drive  them  down  on  every  scull, 
While  the  den  of  thieves  is  Aill ; 
Quite  destroy  the  baipies'  nest ;  i 

How  might  then  our  isle  be  blest ! 
For  divmes  allow,  that  God 
Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod ; 
And  the  gospel  will  inform  us. 
He  can  punish  sins  enormous. 

Yet  should  Swift  endow  the  schools, 
For  his  lunatics  and  rools. 
With  a  rood  or  two  of  land ; 
I  allow  the  pile  may  stand. 
You  perhaps  will  ask  me,  "  Why  »>}** 
But  it  is  with  this  proviso : 
Since  the  house  is  like  io  last. 
Let  the  royal  grant  be  passed. 
That  the  club  have  right  to  dwell 
Each  within  his  proper  cell, 
With  a  passage  left  tp  creep  in. 
And  a  hole  above  for  peeping. 
hei  them  when  they  once  get  in, 
Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin ; 
While  they  sit-a  pioking  straws , 
Let  them  rave  at  making  laws ; 
While  they  never  hold  their  tongue^ 
Let  them  dabble  in  their  dung : 
Let  them  form  a  grand  committee, 
How  io  plague  and  starve  the  city ; 
Let  them  stare,  and  storm,  and  fh>wi^ 
When  they  see  a  clergy  *gown ; 
let  them,  ere  they  crack  a  louse. 
Call  for  tb'  orders  of  the  house ; 
Let  them  with  their  gosling  quill^  ' 

Scribble  senseless  heads  of  bills. 
We  may,  while  they  strain  their  throats^ 
Wipe  our  a— s  with  tlieir  votes, 

Let  sir  Tom  ^  that  rampant  ass. 
Stuff  his  guts  with  flax  and  grass  j 
But  before  the  priest  he  fleeces. 
Tear  the  bible  all  to  pieces : 
At  the  parsons,  Tom,  halloo,  boy. 
Worthy  oApring  of  a  shoe-boy^  ' 
Footman,  traitor,  vile  sednccTy 
Peijur'd  rebel,  brib'd  accuser, 
Lay  thy  paltry  privilege  aside. 
Sprung  firom  papists,  and  a  regieidd  ^ 
Fall  a^working  Uke  a  mole, 
Raise  the  dirt  about  your  hole. 

Come,  assist  me.  Muse  obedient  I 
Let  us  try  some  new  eacpedicnt;  .^ 

A  Aprivy  t9WMclWfinMtt^'"i'mi»l^iM6>    Iff 


SWIFTS  ?OEM& 


Shift  the  scene  for  half  an  Iwnr, 
Hme  and  plaoe.are  m  thy  power. 
Thkher,  gentle  Ibise,  conduct -me; 
I  shall  ad£,  and  you  instruct  me. 

See,  the  Mose  unbars  the  gate! 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate  I 

All  ye  gods  who  role  the  soul  1 
Styx,  through  Hell  whose  waters  nril  t 
Let  me  be  allow'd  to  teU, 
What  I  heard  in  yonder  Hell. 

Near  tlie  door  an  entrance  gapes. 
Crowded  round  with  antic  shapes. 
Poverty,  and  Grie^  and  Gare^ 
Causeless  Joy,  and  true  De^air  j 
Discord  periwigg'd  with  sndces. 
See  the  dreadfol  strides  she  tsikes  f 

By  this  odious  crew  beset, 
I  began  to  rage  and  fret. 
And  resolvM  to  break  their  pates^ 
Ere  we«iter'd  at  the  gates| 
Had  not  Clio  m  the  aick 
Whisper'd  me,  '*  Lay  down  your  stick.'* 
«  What,"  sakl  I,  '<is  this  tfaeMai|.AoacMf» 
"  These''  she  answer*d,  "  are  but  ahadoin»** 
*'  Phantoms  bodiless  vod  vau. 
Empty  visions  of  cbe  brain." 

In  the  porch  Briareus  stands. 
Shows  a  bribe  in  all  his  hands; 
Briareus  the  secretary. 
But  we  mortals  call  him  Carey. 
When  the  rogues  their  country  fleeoe^ 
They  may  h^  for  pence  a-pieoe. 

Clio,  who  had  been  so  wise 
To  put-on^  a  fool's  disguise, 
To  bespeak  some  approbation. 
And  be  thought,  a  near  relaUun, 
When  she  saw  tiiree  hundred  brutea 
All  involved  in  wild  disputes,  ^ 

Roaring  till  their  lungs  were  speat^ 
Privilboe  or  Paslumxkt, 
Now  a  new  misfortune  feels. 
Dreading  to  be  laid  by  th*  heels. 
Never  durst  a  Muse  before 
Enter  that  infernal  door ; 
Clio,  stifled  with  the  smell. 
Into  spleen  and  vapours  fcdl. 
By  the  Stygian  steams  that  flew 
From  the  dire  infectious  crew. 
Not  the  stench  of  lake  Avemus 
Could  have  mors  oflSsnded  her  nose  | 
Had  she  flown  but  o'er  the  top. 
She  had  felt  her  pinions  drop. 
And  by  eachalations  dire. 
Though  a  goddess,  must  expiiw. 
In  a  fright  she  cr^  away  ; 
Bravely  I  rssolvM  to  stay. 

When  I  saw  the  keeper  ftowiiy 
Tipping  him  with  half  a  crown, 
"  Now,"  said  I,  «<  we  are  ahxM^ 
Name  your  heroes  one  by  one. 

"  Who  is  that  hell-featur'd  brMrlerf 
Is  it  Satan  ?"  «  No^  tie  Waller.** 
**  In  what  figure  can  a  bard  dwem 
Jack,  the  giandiQii  of  80  Hardiew  ? 
Honest  keeper,  diiv«  him  laither. 
In  his  looks  are  bell  and  murtheri 
See  the  scowling  visage  drop. 
Just  as  when  he  murder'd  T— p. 
Keeper,  show  me  where  to  fix 
On  Um  p«ff y  pair  (tflMeht^ 
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AN  APOLOGY,  &c. 
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By  th^  tantera  ytm  aad  letdiern, 
Yoa  might  wwedr  they  bolh  are  brethren  t 
l^6k  Ftz-Baker.  Dick  the  player, 
Old  acquaintance,  are  you  there  ^ 
Dear  companiona,  hug  and  kisSy 
Toast  Old  GlorioiM  in  your  piss : 
Tie  them,  keeper,  in  a  tether, 
liet  them  starve  and  stmk  together  } 
Both  are  apt  to  be  imruly. 
Lash  them  daily,  lash  them  duly ; 
Though  'tis  hopeless  to  reclaim  them, 
Scorpion  rods  perhaps  may  tame  thea^ 

Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  smoke^ 
Sweetly  snoring  in  his  cloak  : 
WhoishiB?  Tis  humdrum  Wynne, 
Half  encompass'd  by  his  kin : 
There  observe  the  tribe  of  Binghaai. 
For  be  never  ftrils  to  bring  'em ; 
While  he  sleeps  the  whole  debate. 
They  submissive  round  him  wait; 
Yet  would  gladly  see  the  hunks 
In  his  grave,  and  search  his  trankik 
See  they  gently  twitch  his  coat. 
Just  to  3rawn  and  give  his  vo^, 
Alwajrs  fism  in  his  vocation, 
For  the  court  against  the  nation. 

Those  are  A — s  Jack  and  Bob, 
Fiwt  in  every  wicked  job, 
Son  and  brother  to  a  quee/^ 
Brain-sick  brute,  tbey  call  a  peer. 
We  must  givfr  them  better  quarter^ 
For  their  ancestor  trod  mortar» 
And  H^th,  to  boast  his  fame. 
On  a  chimney  cut  his  name. 

There  sit  aements,  I>— ks,  and  Harrison  } 
How  they  swagger  from  their  garrison  ! 
Such  a  triplet  could  you  tell 
Where  to  find  on  this  side  Hell } 
Harrison,  and  I>— ks,  and  dements, 
Keeper,  see  they  have  their  payments ; 
£%  ery  mischief 's  in  their  hearts : 
If  they  fiul,  'tia  want  of  parts. 

Bless  us,  Morgan  !  art  thou  there,  man  \ 
Bless  minie  eyes  I  art  thou  the  chdrman ! 
Chairman  to  your  damn'd  committee ! 
Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 
Dreadful  sight!  what!  learned  Morgan 
Metamoqf>hos'd  to  a  Gorgon  ? 
For  thy  horrid  looks,  I  own. 
Half  oonvert  me  to  a  stone. 
Hast  thou  been  so  long  at  school, 
N0W  to  turn  a  fisctioas  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  mother. 
Every  young  divine  thy  brothers 
Thou,  a  disobedient  varlet, 
Tv«at  thy  mother  like  a  harlot ! 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teachers. 
Who  are  all  grown  reverend  preachen ! 
Morgan,  would  it  not  surprise  one  1 
Turn  thy  nourishment  to  poison  I 
When  you  walk  among  your  books, 
Tbey  reproach  yoa  with  their  looks  : 
Bind  them  fiut,  or  from  their  shelves 
Tbey  will  come  and  right  themselves^ 
Homer,  Plutarch,  Virgil,  Flaccus, 
All  in  arms  prepare  to  back  us : 
Soon  repent,  or  pat  to  slaughter 
Bvery  Greek  and  Roaun  author. 
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Will  yoa,  in  your  factian'fe  phrase. 
Send  the  cleigy  all  to  graze, 
And,  to  make  your  project  pass, 
licave  them  not  a  bbde  of  grass  I 

How  I  want  thee,  hnmoroas  Hogarth ! 
Thou,  I  hear,  a  pleasant  rogue  arC 
Were  hot  you  and  I  acquainted. 
Every  monster  should  be  painted : 
You  should  try  your  graving-tools 
On  this  odious  groupe  of  fools ; 
Draw  the  beasts  as  I  describe  them 
From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them; 
Draw  them  like ;  for  I  assure  you. 
You  will  need  no  car'  calwa; 
Draw  them  so,  that  we  may  trace 
All  the  soul  in  every  face. 

Keeper,  I  must  now  retire. 
You  have  done  what  I  desire : 
But  I  feel  my  spirits  spent 
With  the  noise,  the  sight,  the  scent 
<<  Pray  be  patient;  yon  shall  find 
Half  the  best  are  still  behind : 
You  have  hardly  seen  a  score : 
I  can  show  two  hundred  more."  , 

Keeper,  I  have  seen  enough.— 
Taking  then  a  piuch  of  snuff, 
I  concluded,  looking  round  them, 
<<  May  their  god,  the  devil,  conlband  them !" 


AN  APOLOGt,  BC^ 

A  LADY,  wise  as  well  as  fai^ 

Whose  conscience  always  was  her  care, 

Thoughtftil  upon  a  point  of  moment. 

Would  h^ve  the  text  as  well  as  comment: 

So  hearing  of  a  grave  divine. 

She  sent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 

But  you  must  know,  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  be  unpoUte; 

Thought  human  leatning  would  not  lessen 

The  dignity  of  his  profiession  ; 

And,  if  you  'd  heard  the  man  discourse. 

Or  preach,  you*d  like  him  scarce  the  wofse^ 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell. 

Retreating  silent  to  his  cell; 

Suspect  for  the  love  he  bore 

To  one  who  sway'd  some  time  before  ; 

Which  made  it  more  surprising  how 

He  should  be  sent  for  thither  now. 

The  message  told,  he  gi^pes  and  stares, 
And  scarce  believes  his  eyes  or  ears : 
Ckmld  no^  conoerre  what  it  s^ioukl  mean. 
And  £un  would  hear  it  told  again.  ' 
But  then  the  'squire  so  trhn  and  moe, 
*Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice: 
So  bow'd,  Was  thankful  for  the  honour  j 
And  would  not  frU  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brash'd,  his  shoes,  and  gowi^ 
Away  he  trudges  into  town  ; 
Passes  the  lower  castle-jrard; 
And  now  advandng  to  the  guard. 
He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  state  ; 
For,  conscious  of  his  sheepish  gait. 
His  spirits  of  a  sudden  iail'd  him  ; 
He  stopt,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  bim* 

Mm 
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twnrs  FOEus. 


What  iMf  tlie  metnge  t  reoeit'd } 
VHxy  oertainlj  the  captain  iht'cI  ! 
To  dine  with  her  I  and  come  at  thrie  f 
Imposnble  !  it  can't  ba  me. 
Oir  may  be  I  mifltook  the  word; 
My  lady — it  must  be  my  lord. 
My  loid  's  abroad:   my  lady  too: 
What  must  th'  unhappy  doctor  do  ? 
**  Ts  captain  Cracherode  here,  piay  ?"— **  Ko,'* 
'*  Nay,  then,  tis  time  for  me  to  go.*'   ' 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I  'm  sure  he  oall'd  me  by  my  name ; 
Nam*d  me  as  plain  as  he  could  speak  > 
And  yet  there  must  be  some  mistake. 
Why  what  a  jest  ibMild  I  have  been. 
Had  now  my  lady  been  within  I 
What  could  I  've  said  ?  I  'm  mighty  glad 
She  went  abroad—she  'd  thought  me  mad# 
The  hour  of  dining  now  is  past : 
,  Well  then,  I  '11  e*en  go  home  and  fast ; 
And  since  I  'scaped  being  made  a  scoff, 
I  think  1  »m  very  £iirly  oft 
My  lady  now  retumitig  horacf, 
Calls,  **  Crgcherode,  is  the  doctor  come  ?'* 
He  had  not  beard  of  him—-"  Pray  see^ 
'Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 
The  captain  walks  about,  and  searches 
Throdgh  all  the  roomr,  and  ccMirts,  and  arehes; 
Examines  all  the  servants  round. 
In  Tain — ^no  doctor 's  to  be  found. 
My  lady  could  not  choose  but  wonder : 
"  Captain,  I  fear  y^u  've  made  some  blunder  s 
But  pray,  to  morrow,  go  at  ten, 
I  'U  try  his  manners  once  again ; 
If  rudeness  be  the  effect  of  knowledge. 
My  (ton  shall  never  see  a  college.** 

The  captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  sense  as  well  as  breedings    • 
Who  loath  to  blam^,  or  to  mcense. 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence 
Next  day  another  message  brooght : 
The  doctor,  frighten'd  at  his  fiiulty 
Is  dress'd  and  steaTing  throogltthe  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  Mnsh'd  and  bow'd, 
l^anting^and  fiaQltering«-bumm*d  and  ha'd, 
'*  Her  ladyship  was  gone  abroad ; 
The  captain  too->4)e  did  not  know 
Whether  he  onght  to  stay  or  go  | 
fiegg*d  she'd  fiwgive  him."    In  conclosioDi 
My  lady,  pitying  his  confusion, 
Called  her  good-nature  to  relieve  him ; 
Told  him,  she  thought  she  might  betteve  him  | 
And  would  not  only  grant  his  suit. 
But  visit  him,  and  eat  some  firuit ; 
Provided,  jtA  a  proper  time, 
He  told  the  real  truth  in  rliyme* 
Twas  to  no  purpose  to  oppose. 

She  'd  hear  of  no  excuse  in  pro#e« 
The  doctor  stood  not  to  debate. 
Glad  to  compoond  at  any  rate : 

Though,  u  he  durst,  he  had  deny^* 
But  first,  resolv'd  to  ibov  his  tMte, 
Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  UaA : 
fie 'd  treat  ^ith  nottking  that  wat  MM  f 
But  wmding  waUca  aad  pinar  air  | 
Would  entertain  wifeioQt  mtfrnmB^ 
Or  prid%  drimuasBprficcMa  3 


For  well  he  knew,  to  mch  a  gnaafc 

The  plainest  meals  most  be  the  bcA 

To  stomachs  dogg'd  with  costly  &re 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare ; 

Whilst  high,  and  nice,  «nd  cnriooa  Beats  t  ' 

Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 

Instead  of  spoils  of  Persian  loome. 

Hie  costly  boasts  of  regaA  rooms. 

Thought  it  more  courtly  and  discreet 

To  9catter  roees  at  her  feet ; 

Roses  of  richest  dye,  that  shone 

With  natire  InsCre,  like  her  own : 

Beauty  that  needs  tio  aid  of  art 

Through  every  sense  to  reach  the  heart. 

The  gracious  dame,  though*well  she  knetf 

All  this  was  much  beneath  her  doe, 

lik'd  every  thnig>-^ai  least  tiioaght  fit 

To  praise  it  par  mamere  d*  acqmL 

Yet  she,  though  seeming  pleas'd,  can*t  bear 

The  scorching  Sun,  or  dulling  air; 

Disturbed  alike  at  both  extremes. 

Whether  he  showa  or  hides  the  beaihs: 

Hwugh  seeming  pleas'd  at  all  she  sees» 

Starts  at  the  ruffling  of  the  tcees  ; 

And  scarce  can  speak  for  want  of  bnaHi^ 

In  half  a  walk  fatigu'd  to  death. 

The  doctor  takes  his  hint  from  henca^ 

T  apologize  his  late  offence : 

"  Madam,  the  mighty  povfer  of  use 

Now  strangely  pleads  in  my  excose : 

If  you  unus'd  have  scarcely  'strength 

To  gain  this  walk^s  imtoward  length  ; 

I^  frighten 'd  at  a  scene  so  nide. 

Through  long  disuse  of  solitude ; 

If,  long  confined  to  fires  and  screens. 

You  dread  the  waving  of  these  greens  ; 

If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  tbefams* 

Qf  city-fogs  and  crowded  rooms. 

Do  now  solicitously  shun 

The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  Son  ; 

If  his  majestic  eye  you  flee. 

Learn  hence  t'  excuse  and  pity  met 

Consider  what  it  is  to  bear 

The  powder'd  courtier's  witty  neerj 

To  see  th'  important  man  of  dress 

Scoffing  my  college-awkwardness  | 

To  be  the  strutting  comet's  sporty 

To  run  the  gauntlet  cf  the  court. 

Winning  my  way  by  slow  approaches. 

Through  crowds  of  coxoomhs  and  of  ooacfaai^ 

From  the  first  fie;\)e  oodcaded  oentiy. 

Quite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting-gentiy  | 

To  pass  so  many  crowded  stages. 

And  stand  the  sUriilg  of  your  pa^s; 

And,  after  all,  to  citbwn  my  spleen. 

Be  told — You  are  iiot  to  be  seen : 

Or,  if  you  are,  be  forced  to  bear 

The  awe  df  jix^r  majestic  air. 

And  can  1  then  be  iaulty  found. 

In  dreading  this  teacatious  round  ? 

Can  it  be  strange,  if  I  eschew 

A  scene  so  glorious  and  so  new  | 

Or  is  he  criminal  that  flies 

The  liviqg  li|itra  of  yaor  qras )" 
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DEAN'S  MANNER  OP  LIVING. 

On  ratny  days  alone  I  dine 

Upon  «  chick  and  pint  of  wine.  , 

On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone, 

And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone : 

But  this  my  servants  moch  enrages, 

No  Mraps  remain  to  sate  board-wage& 

In  weather  fine  I  no<iiing  spend, 

Bat  often  sponge  npon  a  friend : 

Yet,  where  he 's  not  so  rich  as  I, 

1  pay  my  chib,  and  so  good  b>  ye. 


VERSES. 

MADE  FOR  PRUIT-WOliflW,  Ite. 

APPLES. 

CosR  buy  my  fine  wares. 
Plumbs,  apples,  and  peaw, 
A  hundred  a  penny. 
In  conscience  toolnany : 
Come,  will  you  haw  any  ! 
My  children  are  seven^ 
I  wish  them  m  H^ven  ; 
My  husband  a  sot, 
With  h»  pipe  and  his  pot. 
Not  a  farthing  will  gain  them. 
And  1  must  maintain  them. 


ASPARAOU& 

Ripi  'sparagrass,    . 

Fit  for  lad  or  lass,       . 

To  make  their  water  pass : 

Oh,  *tu  pretty  piekiog 

With  a  tender  chicken ! 


ONIONS. 


Comb,  follow  me  by  the  smell, 
lierc  are  delicate  onions  toscll  ; 
I  promise  to  use  you  well* 
Tbey  make  the  blood  wamcr  ^ 
You'll  feed  like  a  fonner : 
Fur  this  is  every  cook's  epimoB, 
"fio  savoury  dish  without  an  eiwni ; 
But,  lest  your  kissing  should  bespoird. 
Your  onions  mus^bethroughly  boiFd ; 

Or  else  yon  may  spare 

Your  mistress  a  sbat«. 
The  secret  will  never  be  known; 

She  cannot  disQover 

The  breath  of  her  lover, 
But  think  it  a»  iweei  a»  her  own. 


OY8TBE9. 


Ckaimuo  oysters  I  ery  s 

-Jb  plump  nA  in  Ibeshb 
So  twwtii  their  Ml^ 


No  Colchester  oyster  ' 
Is  sweeter  and  moister: 
Your  stomach  they  seUle, 
And  roude  up  your  mettle  $ 

They  *\\  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lass  or  a  lad ; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They  '11  please  to  the  life  ; 
Be  she  barren,  be  she  old. 
Be  she  slut,  or  be  she  soold, 
Kat  my  oysters,  and  lie  near  her. 
She  '11  be  firuitful,  never  feiur  her. 


HERRINGS, 


Bb  not  sparing. 
Leave  off  swearings 
Buy  my  herring 
Fresh  from  Malahide  i, 
Better  never  was  try'd* 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  fr^h  butter,  and  mustard. 
Their  bellies  are  soft,  and  as  white  »s  a  costard. 
Come,  sfacpence^a  dozen  to  get  me  some  bread. 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  soon  shall  be  dead. 


ORANGES. 


Comb  buy  my  fine  oranges,  sauce  for  your  veal. 
And  charming  wheii  squeez'd  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale^ 
Well  roasted,  with  sugar  and  wine  in  a  cup. 
They  '11  make  a  sweet  bishop  when  gentle-folks  sup* 


ON  ROVER,  A  LADY'S  SPANIEL. 
INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  PAINTER  «. 

Happiest  of  the  spani^-race, 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grate : 
Draw  his  forehead  large  and  high. 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  ; 
Draw  his  neck  so  smooth  and  round, 
little  neck  with  ribbands  bound  | 
And 'the  miucly  swelling  breast 
Where  the  loves  and  graces  rest ; 
And  the  spreading  even  back. 
Softy  and  sleek,  and  glossy  blade; 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines^ 
Like  the  tendrils  c^  the  vines ; 
And  the  silky  twisted  hair. 
Shadowing  thick  the  ftehti  ear  ; 
Vghet  ears,  which,  hanging  low, 
O^r  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  shade. 
Let  the  winding  hoop  be  laid  ; 
And  irithin  ^t  arching  bower 
(Secret  circle,  mystic  power) 
In  a  (fovAf  slumber  place 
Happiest  of  the  spanlel-noe  ; 

1  Near  Dublin. 

*ln ridicule <^  PhOips's poem eo  MQm GMmI^v 
and  written.  It  has  been  said, '*  tp  eflrat  the  laJir  of 
aiohbiahop  BoulUb''   », 


Digitize*by  LjOOQ  IC 


552 

While  the  soft  perspiring  dame. 
Glowing  with  the  softest  flame, 
On  the  ravish'd  (aTOurite  pours 
Balmy  dews,  ambrosial  showers  ! 
With  thy  utmost  skill  express 
Nature  in  her  richest  dress ; 
Limpid  riven  smoothly  flowing, 
Orchards  by  those  rhers  blowing  ; 
Cnrling  toood^bine,  mt/rile  Rbade, 
And  the  gay  enamerd  mead ; 
Wliere  the  linnets  ait  and  sing, 
Little  Eportlings  of  the  spring ; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heart,  and  kindle  io?e : 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  Muse, 
Colours  of  resemblance  chuse ; 
Make  of  lineamentt  divine^ 
Daply  female  spanieU  shine, 
"Pretty  fondling*  of  tbe  £ur. 
Gentle  damsels,  gentle  care  ; 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace, 
Which  complete  the  desperate  face; 
Let  the  spotted  wanton  dame 
Feel  a  new  resistless  flame  j 
Let  the  happiest  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  shade  the  rest  conceal. 
Nor  to  sight  their  joys  reveal, 
Lest  the  pencil  and  tlie  Muse 
Loose  desires  and  thoughts  infu^ie. 


AY  AND  NO: 
A  TALE  FROM  DUBLIN.     1737. 

At  Dnbltn^s  high  feast  sate  primate  and  dean, 
Both  dross'd  like  divines,  with  band  and  fiioa  clean. 
Quoth  Hugh  of  Armagh  i,  "The  mob  is  grown  bokl." 
**  Ay,  ay,"  quoth  the  dean,  "  the  cause  is  old  gold.** 
**  No,  no,"  quoth  the  primate,  "  if  causes  we  sift. 
This  mischief  arises  from  witty  dean  Swift" 
The  smartKXie  replied,  "  There 's  no  wit  in  the  caae ; 
And  nothing  of  that  ever  troubled  your  grace. 
Though  with  your  state-sieve  your  own  notions  you 
A  Boulter  by  name  is  no  bolter  of  wit  [spCt, 

It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  mere  money-jobb ; 
But  the  lower  the  coin,' the  higher  the  mob- 
Go  tell  your  friend  Bob  and  the  other  great  folk, 
That  sinking  the  coin  is  a  dangerous  joke.      i 
The  Irish  dear -joys  ha%'e  enough  common  sense. 
To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
It  is  pity  a  prelate  shotild  die  without  law  ;    , 
But  ^  I  say  the  wpcd — take  care  of  Armagh  V* 


DR.  SWIFT'S  ANSWER 

TO  A  FEIIIfO's  QVSSYtOH. 

Titi  funiture  that  best  dofth  please 
St  Patrick's  dean,  good  sir,  are  these : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat ; 
And,  next,  the  pot  that  boib  the  meat| 

i.Dr.  Hdghlkmltw. 


SWIFTS  POEMS. 


The  next  to  be  preferr M,  I  thhik, 
b  the  glass  in  which  I  drink ; 
The  shelves  on  which  my  bocto  I  keep  ^ 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  sleep ; 
An  antk)ue  elbow-chair  between. 
Big  enough  to  bold  the  dean ; 
And  the  store  that  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  night; 
To  these  we  add  a  thing  below. 
More  for  use  reserv'd  than  show : 
These  are  what  the  dean  do  please  ^ 
All  superfluous  ^re  but  t' 


APOLUyS  EDICT  K 

Ireland  is  now  our  royal  care. 

We  lately  fix^d  our  viceroy  there. 

Flow  near  was  she  to  be  undone. 

Till  pious  love  inspired  her  son  I 

What  cannot  our  vicegerent  do. 

As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 

Let  his  sscoeSB  our  subjects  sway. 

Our  inspirations  to  obey. 

And  follow  where  he  leads  tbe  ways  « 

Then  study  to  correct  your  taste ; 

Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  trac'd. 

No  simile  shall  be  begun. 
With  rising  pr  with  setting  Sun ; 
And  let  the  secret  head  of  Nile 
Be  ever  banish'd  from  your  isle. 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air, 
I  beg  you  '11  the  camelion  spare ; 
And,  when  you  'd  make  a  hero  gnnder« 
Forget  he  's  like  a  salamander. 

No  son  of  mine  shall  dare  to  say, 
Aurora  usher'd-in  the  dag. 
Or  ever  name  the  milky-waif- 

You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out 

The  bird  ofJme  shall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  tbe  humble  wren  to  soar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  shall  not  rant. 
Nor  shepherds  use  poetic  canU 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  true  simplicity. 

When  Damon^s  soul  shall  take  iUfigki, 
Though  Poets  have  the  second-sight. 
They  shall  not  see  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  shall  the  oapovrs  upward  rise^ 
Nor  a  new  star  adorn  the  skies : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  then^ 
As  glorious  as  Befinda's  hairf 
Yet,  if  his  name  you  'd  eternize. 
And  must  axalt  him  to  the  skies; 
Without  a  dor,  this  may  be  done  : 
So  Tickell  moum'd  his  AddJsoo. 

If  Anna's  happy  reign  you  praise^ 
Pray,  not  a  word  cthaUycn-diays  ; 
Nor  tet  my  votaries  show  their  skill 
In  a{nng  lines  from  Cooper*s-HiU  ; 

^  This  poem  was  nrighially  written  m  1790 1  the 
latter  part  of  it  was  re>paMiahed  in  1743,  onthe 

death  of  the  oonntengfUonQgaU^W: 
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For  know,  I  cannot  bear  lo  hear 
The  mimicry  of  deep,  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  fliy  ▼iceroy  is  address'd, 
Against  the  pfaenix  I  protest. 
T^en  poets  soar  in  youthful  strains, 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you<lescribe  a  lovely  giri| 
No  lips  of  coral f  teeth  cf  pearl. 
Cupid  shall  ne'er  mistake  another, 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother : 
Nor  shall  his  darts  at  raniom  fly 
From  magazine  in  Gaelta's  eye. 
With  women-componnds  I  am  doy'd, 
Which  only  pleas'd  in  Bid«ly  Floyd. 
For  foreign  aid,  what  need  they  roam. 
Whom  Fate  has  amply  blest  at  home  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land. 
Whom  Jove  endowed  with  every  grace; 
The  glory  of  the  Granard  race ; 
Now  destin*d  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blessing  of  another  line. 
Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchless  dame. 
Whom  you  'd  consign  to  endless  fame  ? 
Invoke  not  Qrtherea's  aid. 
Nor  borrow  firom  the  blue-ey'd  maid ; 
Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  call  ;— 
Take  qualities  firom  Donegal. 


EPIGRAM  K 

Bbhoi.d!  aproof  of  Irish  sense  1, 

Here  Irish  wit  is  seen  ! 
When  nothing  's  left,  that 's  worth  defence. 

We  build  a  magazine. 


EPlGRAxMS, 

4K:CA8I0KED  BT   ]»•  SWfVT's   INTBNDeO  HOSPrTAt  POtf 
IDBOTS  AKD   LUNATICES. 

Tus  dean  most  die— onr  ideots  to  maintain. 
Perish,  ye  ideoU !  and  long  live  the  dean  I 


But  to  reliere,  and  to  endour. 
Creatures  that  know  not  whence  or  ho«» 
Argues  a  soul  both  good  and  wise, 
Rambling  Him  who  rules  the  sides. 
He  to  the  thoughtful  mind  displays 
Immortal  skill  ten  thousand  ways; 
And,  to  complete  bis  glorious  task. 
Gives  what  we  have  not  sense  to  ask  I 


0  Gbnids  of  Hibernians  state, 
Sublimely  good,  severely  great  1 
How  doth  this  latest  act  excel 
All  you  have  done  or  wrote  so  well ! 
Satire  may  be  the  ehild  of  spite, 
And  Fame  might  bid  the  Drapier  writs: 

1  The  dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  some  intervals  of 
aense ;  at  nhieh  time  h'la  guardians,  or  physicians, 
took  him  out  for  the  air.  On  one  of  these  days, 
«hen  they  came  to  the  park.  Swift  remarked  anew 
building,  which  he  b«l  never  seen,  and  asked  what 
it  was  designed  for.  To  which  Dr.  Kingsbury  ans- 
wered, "  That,  Mr.  Dean,  is  the  magazine  for  anna 
and  powder,  for  the  security  of  the  city."  "  Oh  ! 
oh !"  says  the  dean,  pulling  oat  bis  pocket-book, 
'<  let  me  take  an  item  of  that.  This  is  worth  re- 
marking: my  tablets,  aa  Hamlet  says,  my 
tablets— memory,  put  down  that  P*—- Which  pro* 
auced  the  above  iivm^  twd  t9  be  the  bi*  1m  ever 
wniie.    N. 


Lo  !  Swift  to  ideots  bequeaths  his  store : 
Be  wise,  ye  rich  !«-consider  thus  the  poor/J 


OK  THS     . 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  BIRTH-DAY^, 

MOV.   30,   ST.  ANOREW'S-DAY. 

BsTWEKN  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one 
When  half  the  world  to  rest  were  gone^ 
Entranced  in  softest  ^leep  I  lay. 
Forgetful  of  an  anxious  day ; 
From  every  care  and  labour  free, 
My  soul  as  calm  as  it  could  be. 

The  queen  of  dreams,  well  pleas'd  to  find 
An  undisturbed  and  vacant  mind. 
With  magic  pencil  trac'd  my  brain. 
And  there  she  drew  St.  Patrick's  dean* 
I  straight  beheld  on  either  hand 
Two  saints,  like  guardian  angels,  stand. 
And  either  claimM  him  for  their  son  ; 
And  thus  the  high  dispute  bei^un. 

SL  Andrew  first,  with  reason  strong^ 
Maintained  to  him  be  did  beloog : 
*•  Swift  is  my  own,  by  right  divine. 
All  bora  oppn  this  day  are  mine." 

St  Patrick  said,  **  I  own  this  true^ 
**  So  for  he  does  belong  to  you : 
But  in  my  church  he  's  born  again. 
My  son  adopted,  and  my  dean. 
When  first  the  Christian^truth  I  spread. 
The  poor  within  this  isle  I  fed,  * 

And  darkest  errours  banish'd  hence, 
Made  knowledge  in  their  place  commence  j 
Nay  more,  at  my  divine  command, 
All  noxious  creatures  fled  the  land* 
I  made  both  peace  and  plenty  smile. 
Hibemia  was  my  favourite  isle ; 
Now  his — ^for  he  succeeds  to  me. 
Two  onge^  cannot  more  agree. 

"  His  joy  is/ to  relieve  the  poor; 
Behold  them  weekly  at  his  door ! 
His  knowledge  too,  in  brightest  roy^ 
He  like  the  Sun  to  all  conveys  ; 
Shows  vritdom  in  a  single  page. 
And  in  one  hour  instructs  an  age. 
When  ruin  lately  stood  around 
Th'  enclosures  of  my  sacred  ground^ 
He  gloriously  did  interpose. 
And  sav'd  it  from  invading  foes; 
For  this  I  claim  immortal  Swift, 
As  my  own  son,  and  Heaven's  best  gift** 

Tho  Caledonian  saint,  em«g*d. 
Now  closer  in  dispute  engag*d, 

.1  See,  in  Pmell's  Poemi,  aa  elegant  oamyliBaitv 
on  the  saflM  QOcapiOB.    A. 
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Esnp  to  prove,  by  trBBmlgratio^ 
Tbe  dean  is  of  the  Seottish  Dation  ; 
And,  to  oonfirm  the  truth,  he  chose 
The  loyal  soul  of  great  Montrose. 
'*  Montrose  and  he  me  both  tbe  same^ 
Tbey  only  differ  in  the  name ; 
Both,  heroes  in  a  i^hteous  cause. 
Assert  their  liberties  and  laws : 
He  's  DOW  the  same,  Montrose  was  then. 
But  that  tiie  stoord  wtmv^d  a^eie ; 
A  pen  of  so  great  power,  each  word 
Defends  beyond  the  hero's  sword," 

Now  words  grew  high— we  can't  suppose 
Immortal^ ever  come  to  blows; 
But,  lest  unruly  pas^on  should 
Degrade  them  into  flesh  and  blood, 
An  angel  quick  from  Heaven  descends, 
MfiA  he  at  oilbe  the  eootest  ends  .* 

"  Ye  reverend  pair,  from  discord  cease, 
Ye  both  mistake  the  present  case ; 
One  khigdtm  cannot  have  pretence 
To  so  much  i^rtue !  so  much  sense : 
Search  Heaven's  record  ;  and  there  joa  'il  find 
That  He  was  bom  for  all  mankind." 


EPISTLE 

TO  ROBERT  NUOEKT,  ESQ. 
WITH  A  picivaB  OP  nsAN  swirr. 

BT  IM*  nUMKiM  '• 

To  gratify  thy  long  desire 

(So  Love  and  Piety  require), 

From  Bindoo's  ^  colours  you  may  trace 

The  patriot's  venerable  face, 

The  last,  O  Nugent !  which  his  art 

Shall  ever  to  the  world  impart ; 

For  know,  the  prime  of  mortal  men. 

That  matchless  monarch  of  the  pen 

(Whose  labours,  like  the  senial  Sun, . 

Shall  through  revolving  i/ges  run, 

Yet  never,  like  the  Sun,  decline. 

But  in  their  full  meridian  shine), 

That  ever-honour'd,  envied  sage. 

So  kmg  the  wonder  of  his  age. 

Who  charmed  us  with  his  golden  straio. 

Is  not  the  shadow  of  the  dean : 

He  only  breathes  Bosotian  air — 

<'  Oh!  what  a  felling-Kiflr was  there f>* 

Hibemia's  Helicon  is  dry. 
Invention,  Wit,  and  Humour  die. 
And  what  remains  against  the  storm 
Of  Malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pile, 
That  stood  the  bulwark  of  this  Ule  ; 
In  which  the  sisterhood  was  (he'd 
Of  candid  Honour,  Thith  unmix'd. 
Impartial  Reason,  Thought  profound. 
And  Chanty,  difl^ng  round, 

1  This  elegant  tribute  of  gratitude,  as  k  was  writ^ 
ten  at  a  period  when  all  suspknon  of  flattery  must 
TaniA,  reflects  the  highest  honour  on  tbe  nigeniioiis 
writer,  and  cannot  but  be  agreeable  to  the  admixen 
of  Dr.  Swift    N, 


In  cheerful  rivulets,  the  Hio^ 
Of  Fortune  to  tho^sons  of  woe  ? 

Such  one,  my  Nogent^  was  thy  Swi^ 
Endued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo !  tbe  pure  «tbereal  flame 
Is  darken'd  by  a  misty  steam : 
Tbe  balm  exhausted  breathes  no  smeU, 
The  rose  is  withered  ere  it  felL 
Hiat  godlike  supplement  of  law, 
Which  held  tbe  wksked  worM  in  aw«^ 
And  could  the  tide  of  fiictioo  stem. 
Is  but  a  shell  without  the  gem. 

Ve  sons  of  genius,  who  would  aim 
To  build  an  everlasting  fame. 
And,  in  the  field  of  Jetter'd  arts. 
Display  the  trophies  of  your  parts, 
■To  yonder  mansion  turn  aside. 
And  mortify  your  growing  pride. 
Behold  tbe  brightest  of  the  race. 
And  Nature's  honour,  in  disgrace ; 
With  humble  resignation  own. 
That  all  your  talents  are  a  loan  ; 
By  Provkienoe  advanc'd  for  use. 
Which  you  should  study  to  produce. 
Reflect,  the  mental  stock,  alas ! 
However  current  now  it  pass. 
May  haply  be  recalPd  from  you 
Before  the  grave  demands  his  due. 
Then,  while  your  morning-star  proceeds, 
Direct  your  course  te  worthy  deeds, 
lo  fuller  day  discharge  your  debts ; 
For,  when  your  sun  of  reason  sets. 
The  night  succeeds  ;  and  all  your  scbemea 
Of  glory  vanish  with  your  dreams. 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  supple  train 
That  danc'd  attendancb  on  the  deaii } 
Say,  where  are  those  focetkMis  folks. 
Who  shook  with  laughter  at  his  jokes. 
And  with  attentive  rapture  hung 
On  wisdom  dropping  from  his  tongue ; 
Who  look'd  with  high  dtisdarofol  pride 
On  all  the  busy  worid  beskle. 
And  rated  his  productions  more 
Than  treasures  of  Peruvian  ore  > 

Good  Christians !  they  with  bended  kaec* 
Ingulph'd  the  wine,  but  loath  the  lees. 
Averting  (so  the  text  commands). 
With  ardent  eyes  aifit  up-cast  hands. 

The  cup  of  sorrow  from  their  Ups^ 
And  fly,  like  rats  from  sinking  ships. 

While  some,  who  by  his  friendship  nm 

To  wealth,  m  concert  with  his  foo. 

Run  counter  to  their  former  track,  . 

Like  old  Actason's  horrid  pack 

Of  yelling  mongrels,  in  requitals 

To  tM)t  on  their  master's  vitab  ; 

And,  where  they  cannot  blast  his  laorataL 

Attempt  to  stigmatiEe  his  morals ; 

Through  Scandal's  magnifying-^laai 

His  foibles  view,  but  virtues  paai^ 

And  on  the  rnuis  of  his  fime 

Baeet  an  ignonimons  same. 

So  vermin  foul,  of  vile  extnetioi^ 

The  spnwn  of  dirt  and  pntrefoctkn. 

The  flounder  members  traverse  o'er» 

Bat  fix  and  fatten  on  aeorev 

Hence !  peaoe,  ye  wielehes,  who  letite 

Hk  wity  hithmnonr,  and  hit  styki 
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Since  all  the  moniten  which  he  drew 
Were  only  meant  to  copy  you; 
And,  if  the  colours  be  not  Winter, 
Anaign  yourselves,  and  not  the  painter. 

But,  oh  I  that  He,  who  gave  him  breathy 
Dread  arbiter  of  life  and  death  ! 
«That  He,  the  moving  soul  of  all. 
The  deeping  spirit  would  recall. 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  meeds, 
For  all  his  past  heroic  deeds, 
In  mansions  of  unbroken  rest. 
The  bright  republic  of  the  bless'd  I . 
Irradiate  his  benighted  mind 
W\tb  living  light  of  light  refio'd ; 
And  these  the  blank  of  thought  employ 
With  objects  of  immortal  joy ! 

Yet,  while  be  drags  the  sad  remains 
Of  life,  slow-creeping  through  his  veinSy 
Above  the  view9  of  private  ends. 
The  tributary  Muse  attends, 
To  prop  his  fofeble  steps,  or  shed 
The  pious  tear  around  his  bed. 

So  pilgrims,  with  devout  complaipts. 
Frequent  the  graves  of  martyr'd  satuts. 


Inscribe  their  worth  in  artless  lines. 
And,  in  their  stead,  embrace  their  shrines. 


INSCRIPTION 
nrrsimBD  poa  a  monumskt.    1765. 

Say,  to  the  Drapier's  vast  unbounded  &me, 
What  added  honours  can  the  sculptor  give  ? 
None.— Tis  a  sanction  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Most  bid  the  sculptor  and  his  marble  live. 


EPIGRAM 

OeCASTONSD  BT  THB  ABOVf  INSCBIFTIOK. 

Which  gave  the  Drapier  &irM  two  realms  contend  ; 

And  each  asserts  her  poet,  patriot,  friend : 

Her  mitre  jealous  Britain  may  deny  ; 

That  loss  lemia's  laurel  shall  supply:  - 

Through  life's  low  vale,  she,  grateful,  gave  him  bread ; 

Her  vocal  stones  shall  vindicate  him  dead. 

1766,     B.  X, 


END  OF  VOL,  XL 


ruterborou|b-C«arw 
Meet-street. 
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